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MEMOIRS OF A PHYSICTAN.

INTRODUCTORY.

Near the source of the Seltz, on the left bank of the Rhine, some-

leagues from the imperial city of Worms, there begins a range of

mountains, the scattered and rugged summits of which disappear

northward like a herd of wild buffaloes vanishing in a mist

These mountains, which, from their lofty summits, overlook an

almost deserted region, and seem but to form an attendant train to

one which is their chief, have each a peculiar figure, and each bears

a name indicating some tradition connected with it. One is the

King's Chair, another the Wild-rose Stone ;
this the Falcon's Rock

— that the Serpent's Crest.

The highest of all, which raises to the clouds its granite top, girt

with a crown of ruins, is Mont Tonnerre.

When evening deepens the shadows of the lofty oaks— when the

rays of the sun die away on the peaks of this family of giants, we

might imagine that silence descended from these sublime heights

to the plain— that an invisible hand unfolded from their declivities

the dark blue veil through which we see the stars, to wrap it over

the world, wearied with the toil and the noise of day. Waking

gives place to sleep, and all the tenants of earth and air repose.

Even then is not heard the stream of the Seltz pursuing its mys-

terious course by the fir-trees on its banks, stopping not by day or

night, for it must hurry on to the Rhiue, which to it is eternity.

Tlic Bands of its current are so smooth, its reeds so flexible, its rocks

o richly clothed with moss, that not one of its waves murmurs,

from Morsheim, where it rises, to Freewenheim, where it finishes its

Course.

A little above its source, between Albisheim and Kircheim-

Poland, a road, winding deep between two rugged walls of rock,

leads to Daueufels. Beyond Daneul'els the road becomes a path ;
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it narrows, is lust, and the eye seeks in vain anything on which to

rest, except the slopes of Mont Tonnerre, whose lightning- blasted

summit is hidden by a belt of trees impenetrable to the eye.

In fact, once under those trees, leafy as the oaks of Dodona of

•

old, the traveler may in open day continue bis way unseen by any
one on the plain below. Were his horse hung with more bells than

any mule in Spain, not a sound would be heard; were his trappings
of gold and jewels like those of an emperor, not a ray from them

would pierce through the foliage, so powerful is the density of the

forest in extinguishing sound, and its darkness in dimming the

brightest colors.

Even at the present day, when our highest mountains have be-

come mere observatories for every-day tourists, on whose lips the

most fearful of the legends of poetry call up a smile of doubt, even

now this solitude has its terrors. A few miserable-looking houses,

outposts of neighboring villages, appear here and there, but at a

distance from the magic belt, to show that man is to be found in

that region. Their inhabitante are millers, who carry their flour to

Rockenhausen or Alzey, or shepherds, who herd their flocks around

the mountain, they and their dogs trembling often to hear some

enormous fir-tree fall with age, crashing in the unknown depths of

the forest.

All the fireside tales of the country are gloomy, and that path
which is lost beyond Danenfels, among the heath and furze of the

mountains, has not always, they say, led good Christians to a safe

shelter. Perhaps there yet may live one of those country people
who has heard his father or his grandfather tell what we are now
about to relate.

On the Gth of May, 1770, at that hour when the waters of the

great river are tinged with a pale rose color; that is to say, when
the inhabitants of the Rhingau see the setting sun sink behind the

spire of Strasburg Cathedral, which divides it into two hemispheres
of lire, a man who came from Mayence, having passed through
Alzi\ and Kircheim-Poland, appeared beyond the village of Danen-

fels. He followed the path so long as the path Was visible, then,
when all trace of it vanished, dismounting from his horse, he

fastened its bridle to the first fir-tree of the pathless forest.

The a ial neighed uneasily, and the woods seemed to start at a

sound so unusual.
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"Gently, gently, Djerid! Twelve leagues are enough for you.

Here you must wait my return. "

The traveler tried to peer into the recesses of the forest, but in

vain; he could only see masses of dark shadows, relieved upon
shadows yet darker. Turning then to his horse, whose Arab name
declared his race and swiftness, he took his head between his

hands, approached his lips to the smoking nostrils of the animal

and said :

"
Farewell, my good horse ! Farewell, if it be fated that

we meet not again."
As he said these words he looked quickly around, as if he feared

they might have been overheard, or as if he desired it. The horse

shook his silky mane, pawed and neighed as he would in the desert

on the approach of the lion. The traveler stroked down his head

with a smile which seemed to say:
" Thou art not wrong, Djerid;

there is dauger here."

Then, having decided beforehand, no doubt, not to oppose force

against this danger, the unknown adventurer drew from his saddle-

In iw two richly mounted pistols, took out their balls and sprinkled

the powder on the ground. This done, he put them back in their

place. Then he unbuckled a sword with a steel handle, wrapped
the helt of it round it and put all together under the saddle, so that

the pommel
•

of the sword was toward the horse's shoulder. After

these formalities the traveler shook off the dust from his boots,

took off his gloves, felt in his pockets, and having found a pair of

small scissors and a penknife with a tortoise-shell handle he threw

first the one and then the other over his shoulder without looking

where they fell. That done, he again stroked Djerid, breathed

deeply as if to expand his chest, feeling that his strength was about

to be taxed, and sought a pathway among the trees. He found

none, and at last entered the forest at a venture.

It is time that we should give our readers some idea of the trav-

eler's appearance, as he is destined to play an important part in our

history.

Be was a man apparently of thirty <u- fcwo-and- thirty years of

age, of middle height, but admirably made, and his every move-

ment exhibited a fine combination of strength and flexibility of

limb. He was dressed in a traveling coal of black velvet- with gold

buttons, under which appeared an embroiderod waistcoat, tight-

fitting breeches of leather and polished boots, on limbs which might
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have served as a model for a sculptor, completed his costume. As
to his face, whose rapid changes of expression bespoke him of a

southern race, there were in it both tact and power of character.

His eye, which could express every feeling, seemed to read the soul

of any one on whom it rested. His complexion, naturally dark, had

been rendered darker by exposure to a warmer sun than ours. His

mouth, large but well formed, showed a fine set of teeth, the white-

ness of which was heightened by contrast with the darkness of his

skin. His foot was long, but finely formed, and his hand small, but

sinewy.

Scarcely had he advanced two steps among the dark fir-trees,

when he heard the quick tramp of hoofs in the direction where he

had left his horse. His first movement was to turn back, but he

stopped himself. However, he could not resist the wish to know
the fate of Djerid. He raised himself on tiptoe and glanced through
an opening. Djerid had disappeared guided by an invisible hand
which had untied his bridle. A slight frown contracted the brow

of the unknown, yet something like a smile curled his chiseled lips.

Then he went on his way toward the center of the forest.

For a few steps farther the twilight aided him, then it left him,

and in darkness so thick that, seeing no longer where to place his

foot, he stopped.
"

I got on very well to Danenfels, for from Mayence to Danenfels

there is a road," said he aloud,
" and from Danenfels to the Dark

Heath because there is a path, and from the Dark Heath hither,

though there is neither road nor path, because I could see where I

was going— but now I must stop— I see nothing."

Scarcely had he pronounced these words, in a dialect half French

half Sicilian, when a light appeared about fifty paces from the

traveler.

"Thanks," said he,
" now as the light moves I shall follow."

The light moved steadily on, with a gliding motion, as we some-

times see a light move over the stage of a theater.

The traveler might have gone about a hundred steps farther

when he thought he felt a breathing at his oar. He started.
" Turn not," said a voice on the light

" or thou art dead !
"

" Good !
"
replied the immovable traveler.

"
Speak not,

" said a voice on the left,
" or thou art dead 1

n

The traveler bowed without speaking.
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" But if thou art afraid," said a third voice, which, like that of

Hamlet's father, seemed to come from the bowels of the earth,
" turn

back
;

that will declare that thou abandonest thy scheme, and

thou shalt be permitted to go."
The traveler made a gesture of dissent with his hand, and went

on.

The night was so dark and the forest so thick that he could not

advance without occasionally stumbling, and his progress was
slow. For nearly an hour the flame moved on, and he followed

without hearing a murmur, and without showing a symptom of fear.

All at once it disappeared.
The traveler was out of the forest. He raised his eyes, and in the

dark, blue sky saw some twinkling stars.

He continued to advance in the direction of the place where the

light had disappeared, and soon saw arise before him a ruin, the

specter, as it were, of some ancient castie.

Next, his foot struck against some of its fragments. Then some-

thing cold passed his temples and sealed up his eyes, and he saw
not even the shadows of outward objects.

A bandage of wet linen bound his head. This was only what he

expected, no doubt, as he made no eflbrt to remove it. He only

silently stretched out his hand, like a blind man imploring a guide.

His gesture was understood. A cold, dry, bony hand grasped the

fingers of the traveler.

He knew that it was the hand of a skeleton, but if that hand had
been endowed with sensation it would have felt that his did not

tremble.

Then the traveler felt himself rapidly drawn on for about a

hundred paces. Suddenly the hand released its grasp, the bandage
fell from his eyes, he stopped, he was on the summit of Mont
Tonnerre.

II.—HE "WHO is.

In the midst of a glade formed by larches, bare with age, rose

one of those feudal castles which the crusaders, on their return

from the Holy Land, scattered over Europe. The gateways and
arches had been finely sculptured, and in their niches were statues;
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but these lay broken at the foot of the walls, and creeping plants
and wild flowers now filled their places.

The traveler on opening his eyes found himself before the damp
and mossy steps of the principal entrance; on the first of these

steps stood the phantom by whose bony hand he had been, led

thither. A long shroud wrapped it from head to foot, and the eye-
less sockets darted flames. Its fleshless hand pointed to the

interior of the ruins as the termination of the traveler's journey.
This interior was a hall, the lower part of whichVas but half seen,

but from its vaults, heaped with ruins, flickered a dim and

mysterious light.

The traveler bowed in assent. The phantom mounted slowly

step by step to the hall and plunged into the ruins. The unknown
followed calmly and slowly up the eleven steps which this specter
had trodden, and entered also. With the noise of a clashing wall

of brass the great gate of the portal closed behind him.

At the entrance of a circular hall, lighted by three lamps, which

cast a greenish light, the phantom stopped. The traveler, ten

steps farther back, stopped in his turn.
"
Open thine eyes !

" said the phantom.
"

I see! "
replied the unknown.

The phantom then drew, with a proud gesture, a two-edged
sword from beneath his shroud, and struck it against a column of

bronze. A hollow, metallic groan responded to its blow.

Then all around the hall arose stone seats, and numerous

phantoms like the first appeared.
'

Each was armed with a two-

edged sword, and each took his place on a seat, and, seen by the

pale green light of the three lamps, they might have been taken,
so cold and motionless were they, for statues on their pedestals.
And these human statues came out in strange relief on the black

tapestry of the walls.

Some seats were placed in advance of the others, on which sat

six specters who seemed like chiefs— one seat was vacant.

He who sat on the middle seat arose.
"
Brethren, how many are present ? " he asked, turning to the

assembly.
"Three hundred," replied the phantoms with one voice. It

thundered through the hall, and died away among the funeral

hangings on the walls.
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"Three hundred," replied the president,
" and each speaks for

ten thousand companions ! Three hundred swords which are equal

to three millions of poniards !
"

Then he turned to the traveler.
" What dost thou wish ?

"

he asked.
" To see the light," replied the other.

" The paths which lead to the mountain of fire are rugged and

difficult. Fearest thou not ?
"

" I fear nothing."
" One step forward and you cannot return. Reflect !

"

" I stop not till I reach the goal.
"

11 Wilt thou swear 1
"

" Dictate the oath !
"

The president raised his hand, and with a slow and solemn voice

pronounced these words: " In the name of the crucified Son,

swear to break all bonds of nature which unite thee to father,

mother, brother, sister, wife, relation, friend, mistress, king, bene-

factor, and to any being whatever to whom thou hast promised

faith, obedience, gratitude, or service !

"

The traveler, with a firm voice, repeated these words, and then

the president dictated the second part of the oath.

" From this moment thou art free from the pretended oath thou

hast taken to thy country and its laws; swear thou to reveal to the

new head whom thou acknowledgest all that thou hast seen or

done, read or guessed, and henceforward to search out and pene-

trate into that which may not openly present itself to thine eyes.

The president stopped; the unknown repeated the words.

" Honor and respect the aqua tofa'. a, as a prompt, sure and neces-

sary means of ridding the world by the death or idiocy of those who

would degrade truth or tear it from us."

An echo could not have been more exact than the unknown in

repeating the words of the president.
" Flee from Spain, flee from Naples, flee from every accursed land

;

flee from the temptation of revealing aught that thou shalt now see

and hear ! Lightning is not more quick to strike than will he the

invisible and inevitable knife, wherever thou mays* be, shouldst thou

fail in thy secrecy."

Spite of the threat conveyed in these last words, no trace of emo
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tion was seen on the face of the unknown ;
he pronounced the end

of the oath with a voice as calm as at the beginning.

"And now," continued the president, "put on his forehead the

sacred band. "

Two phantoms approached the unknown— he bowed his head—
one of them bound round it a crimsom ribbon covered with silver

characters, placed alternately with the figure of our Lady of Loretto;

the other tied it behind, just at the nape of the neck. Then they

left his side.

" What wouldst thou ask ?
"

inquired the president.

"Three things."
" Name them "'

" The hand of iron, the sword of fire, the scales of adamant."

"Why the hand of iron?"

"To stifle tyranny."
" Why the sword of fire? "

" To banish the impure from the earth."
" And why the scales of adamant? "

" To weigh the destinies of humanity."
" Canst thou withstand the necessary trials? "

"
Courage is prepared for all trials."

" The proofs ! the proofs !
" cried many voices.

" Turn !
" said the president.

The unknown obeyed, and found himself face to face with a man

pale as death, bound and gagged.
" What seest thou? " asked the president.
" A malefactor or a victim."
" A traitor ! One who took the oath as thou hast done, and theu

revealed the secrets of our order. "

" A criminal, then."

"Yes."
" What penalty has he incurred ? "

"Death."
The three hundred phantoms repeated

" Death! "
and, in spite

of all his efforts, the condemned was dragged into a darker part of the

hall. The traveler saw him struggle with his executioners— he

heard his choking voice— a dagger glimmered for an instant— a

blow was struck— and a dead and heavy sound announced a body

falling on the earthy floor.
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" Justice is done !

" said the unknown, turning to tbe ghastly

assembly, who, from beneath their shrouds, had devoured the sight
with greedy looks.

"
Then,

" said the president,
" thou dost approve what has been

done? "

"
Yes, if he who has fallen is really guilty.

"

" Thou wilt drink to the death of every man who, like him, would

betray our secrets? "

"I will! »

" Whatever be the draught?
"

" Whatever be the draught."
"
Bring the cup,

" said the president.

One of the two executioners brought the unknown a red, tepid

liquor in a human skull. He took this frightful cup, raised it above

his head, saying:
"

I drink to the death of every man who shall

betray the secrets of this holy society."
"
Then, bringing it to his lips, he drained it to the last drop, and

returned it calmly to him who had presented it.

A murmur of surprise ran through the assembly, and the phan-
toms seemed to look at each other through their half-opened
shrouds.

" Good !
" said the president.

" The pistol !
"

A phantom drew near the president, holding in one hand a pistol

and in the other a ball and a charge of powder.
" Thou promisest passive obedience to our behests? "

"Yes."
" Even if this obedience be put to the proof against thyself?

"

" He who enters here is no longer his own
;
he belongs to all."

" Then thou obeyest whatever order be given thee ? "

"I obey."
"This instant? "

"This instant."
" No pause ?

"

" No pause."
" Take this pistol; load it !

"

The unknown took the pistol and loaded it, all the dread assem-

bly looking on the operation in a silence only broken by the sighs
of the wind among the arches of the ruin.

" The pistol is loaded," said the unknown.
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11 Art thou sure? " asked the president.

A smile passed over the lips of the traveler as he tried the pistol,

showing that it was loaded. The president bowed in token of

being satisfied.

"
Yes," said he,

"
it is loaded."

" What am I to do with it ?
"

" Cock it.
"

The unknown cocked the pistol, and its click was distinctly heard

in the intervals of silence in the dialogue.
" Now put it to thy forehead," said the president.

He obeyed unhesitatingly. The silence seemed to deepen over

the assembly, and the lamps to turn pale. These were real phan-

toms, for not a breath was then heard.
" Fire !

" said the president.

The cock was heard to snap, the flint flashed, but the powder in

the pan alone took fire, and no report accompanied its quick flame.

A shout of admiration burst from every breast, and the presi-

dent involuntarily extended his hand to the unknown.

But two proofs were not sufficient to satisfy all, and some voices

shouted,
" The dagger! the dagger !

"

" You demand that also? " said the president.
"
Yes, the dagger! the dagger!

"
replied the voices.

"
Bring the dagger," said the president.

" It is useless," said the unknown, making a disdainful movement
with his head.
" Useless? " cried the assembly.
"
Yes, useless !

" he replied, with a voice which drowned every

other,
" useless ! You lose time, and it is precious.

"

" What mean you ?
" asked the president.

"
I tell you I know your secrets— that these proofs of yours are

but child's play, unworthy of men. I tell you that I know the body
which lies there is not dead; that I have not drunk blood; that, by
a spring, the charge fell into the butt at the moment I cocked tho

pistol. Such things may frighten cowards. Rise, pretended corpse ;

thou hast no terrors for the brave. "

Another shout made the vaults ring.
" Thou knowest our mysteries, then? " said the president.

" Thou
art one of the illuminated or a traitor! "

"Who art thou?" demanded the three hundred voices, and on
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the instant twenty swords, in the hands of the nearest phantoms,
were pointed, with a motion as precise as if directed by a military

signal, at the bosom of the unknown.

He smiled, shook the thick curls of his hair, which, unpowdered,
were only retained by the ribbon which had been bound round his

head, and said calmly,
" I am he who is."

Then he turned his eyes slowly around the living wall which

hemmed him in, and gradually sword after sword sank before him.

"Thou hast spoken rashly," said the president. "Doubtless

thou knowest not the import of thy words. "

The stranger shook his head and smiled.
"

I have spoken the truth. "

" Whence comest thou 1
"

"
I come whence comes the light.

"

" But we have learned that thou comest from Sweden."
"

I might come from Sweden and yet from the East."
" Then we know thee not. Who art thou ?

"

" Who am I ? Ay, ye shall know more. Ye pretend not to under-

stand me; but first I will tell you who you are."

The phantoms started, and the clang of their swords was heard

as they grasped them in their right hands and raised them to the

level of the stranger's breast.

"First, "said he, thou who questionest me— who believest thy-

self a god, and who art but the forerunner of one— thou, who rep-

resentest Sweden, I shall name thee that the rest may know I can

also name them. Swedenborg, how comes it thy familiars told thee

not that he whom thou waitedst for was on the road ?
"

"
They did declare it to me,

"
replied the president, putting aside

a fold of his shroud in order to see him better who spoke, and in

doing so, contrary to all the habits of the association, he showed a
whit*; beard and the venerable face of a man of eighty.

" Good! "
replied the stranger.

" On thy left is the representa-
tive of England or of Old Caledonia. I grant you, my lord, if the

blood of your grandfather flows in your veins, England's extin-

guished light may be rekindled.

The swords Bank anger gave place to astonishment.
"
Ah, captain," said the unknown, addressing one on the left of

the president,
"

in what port waits thy good ship? A noble frigate

the l'rovidence. Its name augurs well for America."
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Then, turning toward him on the right:
"
Look, Prophet of Zurich, thou hast carried physiognomy

almost to divination, read the lines on my face, and acknowledge
my mission. "

He to whom he spoke recoiled.
"
Come," said he, turning to another,

" descendant of Pelago, we
must drive the Moors a second time from Spain — an easy task if

the Castiliaus yet retain the sword of the Cid? "

The fifth chief remained so still, so motionless, that the voice of

the unknown seemed to have turned him to stone.
" And to me," said the sixth;

" hast thou naught to say to me? "

"
Ay,

"
replied the traveler, turning on him a look which read his

heart,
"
ay, what Jesus said to Judas; but not yet.

"

The chief turned paler than his shroud, and a murmur running

through the assembly seemed to demand the cause of his singular

accusation.
" Thou forgettest the representative of France,

" said the presi-

dent.

"He is not here," replied the stranger haughtily; "and that

thou knowest well, since his seat is vacant. Learn, then, that

snares make him smile who sees in darkness, who acts in spite of

the elements, and who lives in spite of death. "

" Thou art young," replied the president,
" and thou speakest as

if from divine authority. Reflect! Boldness overcomes only the

weak or the ignorant."
A disdainful smile played over the lips of the stranger.
" You are all weak, since you have no power over me! You are

all ignorant, since you know not who T am ! Boldness, then, alone

might overcome you; but why should one all-powerful so over-

come ?
"

" Give us the proof of your boasted power?
" said the president.

" Who convoked you ?
" asked the unknown, becoming the inter-

rogator instead of the interrogated.
" The grand assembly."
' And not without a cause hast thou," pointing to the president,

" come from Sweden; thou," and he turned from one to another

of the five chiefs as he spoke,
" thou from London, thou from

New York, thou from Zurich, thou from Madrid, thou from Warsaw,
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and you all," looking- round the assembly,
" from the four winds of

heaven, to meet in the sanctuary of the dreaded faith."
" No," replied the president,

" not without cause, for we came to

meet him who has founded in the East a mysterious faith, joining

two worlds in one belief, entwining mankind with the bonds of

brotherhood."
" Is there any sign by which you shall know him? "

"
Yes," said the president;

" and an angel has revealed it to me."
" You alone know it ?

"

"I alone."
" You have revealed it to none ?

"

" To none. "

" Name it.
"

The president hesitated.
" Name it ! The hour is come."
" He will bear on his breast a diamond star, an 7 on it three letters,

the signification of which is only known to himself."
" Declare the letters."

"L. P. D."
The stranger rapidly threw open his coat and vest, and on his

fine Holland shirt shone like a flaming star the diamond and the

three letters formed of rubies.
" It is he! " cried the president.
" He whom we await? " asked the chiefs.

" The Great Copt?
" murmured the three hundred voices.

"Now, "cried the stranger, triumphantly,
" do you believe me

when I say I am he that is? "

" Yes." said the phantoms, prostrating themselves before him.
"
Speak, master," said the president,

"
speak; we shall obey;

"

III.—L. P. D.

Titere was silence for some moments, during which the unknown
seemed to collect his thoughts. Then he began :

•

Sirs, ye but weary your arms with your swords; lay them aside

and lend an attentive ear, for you shall learn much from the few

words which I am about to utter."

All were profoundly attentive.
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" The sources of great rivers are sacred, therefore unknown.

Like the Nile, the Ganges, the Amazon, I know to what I tend, not

whence T come. All that I can reveal is that, when the eyes of my
spirit first opened to comprehend external things, I was in Medina,
the holy city, playing in the gardens of the Mufti Salaaym. He
was a venerable man, kind as a father to me, yet not my father;

for though he looked on me with love, he spoke to me with respect.

Thrice a day he left me, and then came another old man, whose

name I may pronounce with gratitude, yet with fear. He was
called Althotas, and him the seven great spirits had taught all that

the angels know, in order to comprehend God. He was my tutor,

my master, my friend— a friend to be venerated indeed, for his age
was double that of most among you."

His solemn tone, his majestic deportment, deeply impressed the

assembly ; they seemed trembling with anxiety to hear more.

He continued :

'• When I reached my fifteenth year I was initiated into the

mysteries of nature. I knew botany, not as one of your learned

men, who has acquired only the knowledge of the plants of his own
corner of the world— to me were known the sixty thousand families

of plants of the whole earth. My master, pressing his hands on my
forehead, made a ray of celestial light descend on my soul

;
then

could I perceive beneath the seas the wondrous vegetations which

are tossed by the waves, in the giant branches of which are cradled

monsters unknown to the eye of man.
" All tongues, living and dead, I knew. I could speak every

language spoken from the Dardanelles to the Straits of Magellan.
I could read the dark hieroglyphics on those granite books, the

pyramids. From Sanchoniathon to Socrates, from Moses to Jerome,
from Zoroaster to Agrippa, all human knowledge was mine.

" Medicine I studied, not only in Hippocrates, in Galen, and in

Averrhoes, but in that great teacher, Nature. I penetrated the

secrets of the Copts and the Druses. I gathered up the seeds of

destruction and of scarcity. When the simoom or the hurricane

swept over my head, I threw to it one of those seeds, which its

breath bore on, carrying death or life to whomsoever I had con-

demned or blessed.
" In the midst of these studies I reached my twentieth year.

Then my master sought me one day in a grove, to which I had



INTRODUCTORY. 23

retired from the heat of the day. His face was at the same moment

grave and smiling. He held a little vial in his hand. '

Acharat,'

said he,
' I have told thee that nothing is horn, nothing dies in the

world, that the cradle and the coffin are twins. That man wants

only to see into past existences to be equal to the gods, and that when
that power shall be acquired by him he will be as immortal as they.

Behold ! I have found the beverage which will dispel his darkness,

thinking that I had found that which destroys death. Acharat, I

drank of it yesterday ; see, the vial is not full. Drink thou the rest

to-day.'
"

I had entire confidence in my venerable master, yet my hand
trembled as it touched the vial which he offered me, as Adam's

might have done when Eve presented him with the apple.
" ' Drink!' said he, smiling.
"

I drank.
" Then he placed his hands on my head, as he always did when

he would make light penetrate to my soul.

" '

Sleep !

' said he.
"
Immediately I slept, and I dreamed that I was lying on a pile

of sandal-wood and aloes. An angel, passing by on the behests of

the Highest from the east to the west, touched the pile with the tip

of his wing, and it kindled into flame. Yet I, far from being afraid,

far from dreading the fire, lay voluptuously in the inidst'of it like

the Phoenix, drawing in new life from the source of all life.

" Then my material frame vanished away; my soul only remained.

It preserved the form of my body, but transparent, impalpable. It

was lighter than the atmosphere in which we live, and it rose above

it. Then, like Pythagoras, who remembered that in a former state

he had been at the siege of Troy, I remembered the past. I had

experienced thirty-two existences, and I recalled them all. I saw

ages pass before me like a train of aged men in procession. I

beheld myself under the different names which I had borne from the

day of my first birth to that of my last death. You know, brethren

and it is an essential article of our faith— that souls, those

countless emanations of the Deity, fill the air, and are formed into

numerous hierarchies, descending from the sublime to the base.

And the man who, at the moment of his birth, inhales one of those

pre-existing souls, gives it up at his death, that it may enter on a

new course of transformations."
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He said this in a tone so expressive of conviction, and his look

had something so sublime, that the assembly interrupted him by a

murmur of admiration.
" When I awoke," continued the illuminated,

"
I felt that I was

more than man, that I was almost divine. Then T resolved to dedi-

cate not only my present existence, but all my future oues, to the

happiness of man.
" The next day, as if he had guessed my thoughts, Althotas said

to me: 'My son, twenty years ago thy mother expired in giving

birth to thee. Since that time, invincible obstacles have prevented

thy illustrious father revealing himself to thee. We shall travel,

we shall meet thy father. He will embrace thee, but thou wilt not

know him.' ,

" Thus in me, as in one of the elect, all was mysterious— past,

present, future.
"

I bade adieu to the Mufti Salaaym, who blessed me and loaded

me with presents, and we joined a caravan going to Suez.
" Pardon me, sirs, if I give way for a moment to emotion, as I

recall that one day a venerable man embraced me. A strange

thrill ran through me as I felt his heart beat against mine.
" He was the Cheriffe of Mecca, a great and illustrious prince,

who had seen a hundred battles, and at the raising of his hand three

millions of men bent their heads before him. Althotas turned

away to hide his feelings, perhaps not to betray a secret, and wo
continued our road

" We went into the heart of Asia; we ascended the Tigris; wo
visited Palmyra, Damascus, Smyrna, Constantinople, Vienna, Berlin,

Dresden, Moscow, Stockholm, Petersburg, New York, Buenos Ayres,

the ('ape of Good Hope, and Aden; then, being near the point at

which we had set out, we proceeded into Abyssinia, descended the

Nile, sailed to Rhodes, ami, lastly, to Malta. Before landing, a

vessel came out to meet us, bringing two knights of the order, they

saluted me and embraced Althotas, and conducted us in a sort of

triumph to the palace of the Grand Master, Pinto.
"
Now, you will ask me, sirs, how it came that the Mussulman

Acharat was received with honor by those who have vowed the

extermination of the infidels. Althotas, a Catholic, and himself a

knight of Malta, had always spoken to mo of one only Cud, omnipo-

tent, universal, who, by the aid t angels, his ministers, made the
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world a harmonious whole, and to this whole he gave the great
name of Cosmos. I was, then, not a Mussulman, hut a theosophist.

" My journeyings ended
;
but in truth, all that I had seen haa

awakened in ine no astonishment, because for me there was nothing
new under the sun, and in my preceding thirty-two existences I had
visited the cities before through which I had lately passed. All

that struck me was some change in their inhabitants. Now I would
hover over events and watch the progress of man. I saw that all

minds tend onward, and that this tendency leads to liberty. I saw
that prophets had been raised up from time to time to aid the

wavering advances of the human race; and that men, half blind

from their cradle, make but one step toward the light in a century.

Centuries are the days of nations.
" '

Then,' said I to myself,
' so much has not been revealed to me

that it should remain buried in my soul
;
in vain does the mountain

contain veins of gold, in vain does the ocean hide its pearls, for the

persevering miner penetrates to the bowels of the mountain, the

diver descends to the depths of the ocean, but better than the

mountain or the ocean, let me be like the sun, sheddiug blessings on
the whole earth.'

" You understand, then, that it is not to go through some masonic

ceremonies I have come from the East. I have come to say to you,

brethren, take the wings and the eyes of the eagle ! Rise above the

world, and cast your eyes over its kingdoms !

" Nations form but one vast body. Men, though born at different

periods, in different ranks, arrive all in turn at that goal to reach

which they were created. They are continually advancing, though

seemingly stationary, and if they appear to retreat a step from time

to time it is but to collect strength for a bound wmich shall carry
them over some obstacle in their way.

" France is the advance-guard of nations. Put a torch- in her

hand, and, though it kindle a wide-spreading flame, it will be

salutary, for it will enlighten the world.
" The representative of France is not here— it may be that he

has recoiled at the task imposed on him. Well, then, we must

have a man who will not shrink from it — I will go to France."
" You are in France," said the president.
"
Yes; the most important post 1 take myself— the most perilous

work shall be mine."
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"You know what passes in France, then? "
inquired the presi-

dent.

The stranger smiled.
"

I know, for I myself have prepared all. An old king, weak,

vicious, yet not so old. not so weak, not so vicious as the monarchy
which he represents, sits on the throne of France, lie has but few

years to live. Events must be prepared to succeed his death.

France is the keystone of the arch; let but this stone be unfixed

and the monarchial edifice will fall ! Ay, the day that Europe's
most arrogant sovereigns shall hear that there is no longer a king
in France, bewildered, they will, of themselves, rush into the abyss
left by the destruction of the throne of Saint Louis !

"

Here, he on the right of the president spoke, and his German
accent announced that he was a Swiss. " Most venerated master,
hast thou then calculated all ? " he asked.

" All !

"
replied the Great Copt,

" Tour pardon if I say more —but on our mountains, in our val-

leys, by our lakes, our words are free as the winds and the waters
— let me say, then, that a great event is on the eve of arriving, and

that to it the French monarchy may owe its regeneration. I have

seen, great master, a daughter of Maria Theresa traveling in state

toward France to unite the blood of seventeen emperors with that

of the successor of the sixty-one kings of France, and the people

rejoiced blindly, as they do when their chains are slackened, or

when they bow beneath a gilded yoke. I would infer, then, that

the crisis is not yet come !
"

All tinned to him who so calmly and boldly had spoken to their

master.

"Speak on, brother," said the Great Copt:
"

if thy advice be

good, it shall be followed. We are chosen of heaven, and we may
not sacrifice the interests of a world to wounded pride."
The deputy from Switzerland continued, amid deep silence:

"
.My studies have convinced me of one truth, that the physiognomy

of men reveals, to the eye which knows how to read it, their virtues

and their vices. We may see a composed look or a smile, for these.

caused by muscular movements, are in their power, but the great

type of character is still imprinted legibly on the countenance,

declaring whal passes in the heart. The tiger can caress, can give

a kindly look, but his low forehead, his projecting face, his great
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occiput, declare him tiger still. The dog growls, shows his teeth,

but his honest eye, his intelligent face, declare him still the friend

of man. God has imprinted on each creature's face its name and

nature. I have seen the young girl who is to reign in France; on

her forehead 1 read the pride, the courage, the tenderness of the

German maiden. I have seen the young man who is to be her hus-

band
; calmness, Christian meekness, and a high regard for the

rights of others characterize him. Now, France, remembering no

wrongs and forgetting no benefits, since a Charlemagne, a Louis,

and a Henry have been sufficient to preserve on the throne twenty
base and cruel kings; France, who hopes on, despairs never, will

she not adore a young, lovely, kindly queen; a patient, gentle; eco-

nomical king? And this, too, after the disastrous reign of Louis XV.
— after his hateful orgies, his mean revenges, his Pompadours and

Dubarries 1

? Will not France bless her youthful sovereigns, who
will bring to her, as their dowry, peace with Europe ? Marie

Antoinette now crosses the frontier
;
the altar and the nuptial bed

are prepared at Versailles. Is this the time to begin in France your
work of regeneration? Pardon if I have dared to submit these

thoughts to you whose wisdom is infallible !
"

At these words, he whom the Great Copt had addressed as the

apostle of Zurich bowed as he received the applause of the assembly
and awaited a reply.

He did not wait long.
" If you read physiognomy, illustrious brethren, I read the future.

Marie Antoinette is proud; she will interfere in the coming struggle,

and will perish in it. Louis Augustus is mild; he will yield to it,

and will perish with her, but each will fall through opposite defects

of character. Now they esteem each other, but short will be their

love; in a year they will feel mutual contempt. Why, then, delib-

erate, brethren, to discover whence comes the light? It is revealed

to me. I come from the east, led, like the shepherds, by a star,

which foretells a second regeneration of mankind. To-morrow I

begin my work. Give me twenty yearsforit — that will be enough,
if we are united and firm."

"Twenty years?" murmured several voices. "The time is

long."
The Great Copt turned to those who thus betrayed impatience.
"
YfiS," said he,

"
it is long to those who think that a principle is
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destroyed, as a man is killed, with the dagger of Jacques Clement

or the knife of Darniens, Fooku The knife kills the man, but, like

the pruning-hook, it lops r branch that the ether branches

may take its place. In the stead of the murdered king rises up a

Louis XIII., a stupid tyrant— a Louis XIV., a cunning despot— a

Louis XV., an idol whose path is wet with tears of blood, like the

monstrous deities of India, crashing with changeless smile women
and children, wdio cast garlands before their chariot wheels. And

you think twenty years too long to efface the name of king from the

hearts of thirty millions of men, who but lately offered to God their

children's lives to purchase that of Louis XV ! And you think it

an easy task to make France hate her lilies, which, bright as the

stars of heaven, grateful as the odors of flowers, have borne light,

charity, victory to tlk- ends of the world! Try! try, brethren ! I

give you, not twenty years— I give you a century. You, scattered,

trembling, unknown each to the other, known only to me, who only
can sum up your divided worth and tell its value — to me, who alone

can unite you in one fraternal chain — I tell you, philosophers,

political economists, theorists, that in twenty years those thoughts

which you Whisper in your families, which you wuitc with uneasy

eye in the solitude of your old somber towers, which you tell oik;

another with the dagger in your hands, that you may strike the

traitor who would repeat them in tones louder than your own — I

tell you that these thoughts shall be proclaimed aloud in the streets,

printed in the open face of day, spread through Europe by peaceful

emissaries, or by tl e bayonets of five hundred thousand soldiers bat-

tling for liberty, with your principles inscribed on their standards.

You who tremble at the name of the Tower of London
; you who

shrink at that of the prisons of the Inquisition, hear me — me,

who am about to dare the Bastile ! I tell you that we shall see

those dreaded prisons in ruins, and your wives and children shall

dance on their ashes. But that cannot bo until, not the monarch,

but the monarchy is dead — until religious domination is despised

-until social inferority is extinguished -until aristocratic castes

and unjust division of lands are no more. I ask twenty years to

destroy an old world and make a new one, twenty years
—twenty

seconds of eternity -and you say it is too long !

"

The silence of admiration and of assent followed the words of



'XTBODUCTUli-i. '!9

this dark prophet ;
he had obtained the sympathy of the represent-

atives of the hopes of Europe who surrounded him.

The Great Copt enjoyed for some minutes his triumph; then,

feeling that it was complete, he went on :

"
Now, brethren, now that I am going to devote myself to our

cause, to beard the lion in his den, to risk my life for the freedom
of mankind, now, what will you do for that to which you say you
are ready to give up life, liberty and fortune? This is what I

am here to demand."
A deeper silence fell on the assembly then when he last ceased to

speak; it seems as if the motionless phantoms around him were

absorbed by a fateful thought, which, when expressed, should shake

twenty thrones.

The six chiefs conversed for a moment apart, and then returned

to ihe president. The president spoke :

" In the name of Sweden, I offer for the overthrow of the throne

nfVasathe miners who established it, and one hundred thousand

crowns. "

The Great Copt made an entry in his tablets.

Another on the left spoke.

"I, sent by Scotland and Ireland,' can promise nothing from

England — our linn opponent— but from poor Scotland, from poor

Ireland, I shall bring three thousand men and three thousand

crowns yearly."

He wrote again.
" And you ?

" said he, turning to one whose

vigorous frame and restless spirit seemed wearied by his phantom
robe, and who replied :

"
I represent America, whose stones, whose trees, whose waters,

whose every drop of blood are vowed to rebellion. Whilst we have

gold we will give it, whilst we have blood we will shed it; let us

but be free first. Though now divided, marked and disunited, we
are the links of a gigantic chain, and could some mighty hand join

two of them, the rest will unite themselves. Begin then, oh, great

master, with us? If thou wouldst rid France of loyally, free us

from a foreign yoke first."

"
It shall be so," replied the ma ter :

"
you shall Brst be free, and

Prance shall help you. Wait, brother, but I promise thou shalt

not wait long!
"

Then he turned to the Sw l.,s deputy, who replied to his look:
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"
I can promise nothing. Our republic has been long the ally

of the French monarchy, to which it sold its blood at Marignan
and Pavia; its sons are faithful

; they will give that for which they

have been paid; for the fiist time, I am ashamed of their fidelity."
" So ! but we shall conquer without them and in spite of them.

And you, representative of Spain ?
"

"I am poor; I can offer only three thousand of my brothers,

with a contribution of a thousand reals yearly. Our Spaniards are

indolent; they sleep on a bed of pain
— provided they sleep, they

care not.-"'

" Good! And you ? " said he to another.
"

I represent Russia and Poland. My people are either discon-

tented nobles or wretched serfs. The serf, who owns not even his

life, can offer nothing ;
but three thousand nobles have promised

twenty louis d'ors each annually."

Then all the representatives in turned declared what those from

whom they came would give for the great cause. Some were dep-

uties from small kingdoms, some from large principalities, some

from impoverished states, but all declared that they would add

something to what had been offered. Their promises were written

on the tablets of the Great Copt, and they were bound by an oath

to keep theni.
"
Now," said he,

"
you have seen and recognized the initials of

our watchword— let it be placed on your hearts and in them; for

we, the sovereign lord of the east and west, have decreed tho

downfall of the lily. Hear it, then, brethren: Lilia pedipus des-

tp.ue. "

Loud was their shout at this explanation of the mysterious letters

— so loud that the gorges of the mountains re-echoed to it.

'• And now, retire," said the master, when silence had succeeded,
" retire by those subterranean passages which lead to the quarries

of .Mont Tonnerre. Disperse, before the rising of the sun. You
shall see me once more, and it will be on the day of our triumph !

Go!"
His words were followed by a masonic sign, understood only by

thesis beads of the assembly, so that they remained around him

when the rest had disappeared.
"
Swedenborg,

" said he,
" thou are truly inspired- God thanks
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thee by me for thy efforts in his cause. T shall give thee an address

to which thou shalt send the promised money to France."

The president bowed, and departed, full of astonishment at that

intelligence which had discovered his name.
"

I grant thee, Fairfax," continued the master,
" thou art worthy

of thy great ancestor. Remember me to Washington when next

thou writest to him."

Fairfax bowed and followed Swedenborg.

"Come, Paul Jones," said the Copt, "thou spokest bravely;

thou shalt be the hero of America. Let her be ready at the first

signal !"

The American thrilled in every nerve, as if the breath of some

divine being had passed over him, and retired also.

" And now, as to thee, Lavater, abjure thy theories
;

it is the

time for action. Study no longer what man is, but what he may be.

Go! Woe to thy countrymen if they rise against us
;
for our people

will devour in its wrath, as the wrath of God devours."

The trembling Swiss bowed and departed.
"
Hear, Ximenes,

" he went on, addressing the Spaniard,
" thou

art zealous, but distrustful. Thy country sleeps, but it is because

none awakes her. Go ! Castile is still the country of the Cid I"

The last of the six was advancing, but by a gesture the Copt for-

bade him.
"

Scieffor, of Russia, before a month thou wilt betray our cause,

but in a month thou shalt be no more. "

The Russian envoy fell on his knees, but a threatening movement
of the master made him rise, and, with tottering steps, he also

departed.
And now this singular man, whom we have introduced as the hero

of our drama, left alone, looked around the empty, silent hall, but-

toned up his black velvet coat, iixed his hat firmly on his head,

touched the Bpring of the great bronze gate which had closed

behind him, and sallied out into the defiles of the mountain.

Though he had neither guide nor light, he went on rapidly, as if

led by an invisible hand.

Having passed the thick belt of trees, he looked for his horse, but

DOtseeing him he listened, and soon thought ho heard a distant

neighing. Be whistled with a peculiar modulation, and in a

moment Djerid could be seen coming forward like a faithful and
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obedient dog. The traveler sprang to the saddle, and quickly dis-

appeared in the darkness, which spread over the heath extending
from Mont Tonnerre to Danenfels.

CHAPTER I.

THE STORM.

Eight days after the scene just related, about five in the evening,

a carriage with four horses and two postilions left Pont-a-Mousson,
a small town between Nancy and Metz. It had taken fresh horses

at an inn, in spite of the recommendation of an attentive hostess

who was on the lookout for belated travelers, and continued on its

road to Paris. Its four horses had scarcely turned the corner of

the street when a score of children and half a score of gossips, who
had watched the progress of their being put to, returned to their

respective dwellings with gestures and exclamations expressive in

some of great mirth, in others of great astonishment.

All this was because nothing like that carriage had for fifty years

passed the bridge which good King Stanislaus threw across the

Moselle to facilitate the intercourse of his little kingdom with

France. We do not except even those curious vehicles of Alsace

which bring from Phalsbourg to our fairs two-headed wonders,

dancing bears and the wandering tribes of harlequins and gypsies.

In fact, without being either a child or a curious old gossip, sur-

prise might have arrested one's steps on seeing this primitive!

machine, on four massive wheels, roll by with such velocity that

every one exclaimed :

" What a strange way of traveling post !

,;

As our readers, fortunately for them, did not see it pass, we shall

describe it.

First, then, the principal carriage— we say principal because

in front it was a sort of cabriolet— the principal carriage was

painted a light blue and bore on its panels a baronial scroll sur-

mounting a J and a B entwined. Two windows— large windows,

with white muslin curtains —gave it light, only these windows,

invisible to the profane vulgar, looked frontwise into the cal riolet.

\ grating covered them, through which one might speak to the

inhabitants of the carriage.

This carriage, which was eight feet long, had no light but from
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the windows, and no air but from a ventilator on the top; and

then, to complete its oddity, a chimney, rising about a foot above
the roof, offered to the passers-by the pleasant sight of a light cloud

of smoke lengthening into a bluish trail behind it. At the present

day we should only have thought it a new invention, combining the

power of steam with that of horses.

This would have seemed so much the more probable that the

carriage, preceded, as we have said, by four horses and two

postilions, was followed by one horse, fastened to it by his bridle.

His small head, slender legs, narrow chest aud silky mane and tail

bespoke him of Arab nice. He was ready saddled, which inferred

that one of the travelers shut up in this Noah's ark sometimes

enjoyed the pleasure of riding beside the carriage.
At Pont-a-Housson the postilion who left had received, besides

the pay for the horses, a double gratuity, presented by a strong but

white hand, slipped through the leather curtains of the cabriolet,

which shaded it as imperviously as the muslin ones did the carriage.

"Many thanks, my lord," said the astonished postilion, quickly

taking off his cap and bowing low.

A sonorous voice replied in German (for at Nancy German is still

understood, though no longer spoken):
" SchnelU schnelkr !

" which

means " Fast ! faster !
"

Postilions understand nearly all languages, above all when

accompanied by the sound of certain metals, of which it is said

they are rather fond. So the two new po-tilions did their utmost

to keep to a gallop, but, after efforts which did more honor to their

arms than to the powers of their horses, wearied out, they fell into

a trot, getting on at the rate "of two and a half or three leagues an

hour.

Toward seven they changed at Saint Mihiel; the same hand

passed through the curtains payment for the last stage, and the

eame voice uttered a similar injunction.

There is no doubt the strange vehicle excited there the same

curiosity as at Pont-a-Moussou, for, as night was fast approaching,
its appearance was sti more fantastic.

Beyond Saint Mihiel there is a steep hill, and travelersmust.be
satisfied to let the hores walk. It took hall' an hour to proceed a

quarter of a league.

On the top the postilions stopped a moment to breathe their

3
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horses, and the travelers in the carriage, by withdrawing the

curtains, might have gazed on a wide prospect, had not the mists

of evening begun to veil it slightly.

The weather had been clear and warm until three in the afternoon;

toward evening, however, it became oppressive. A great white

cloud from the south seemed as if intentionally to follow the carriage,

threatening to overtake it before it reached Bar-le-Duc, where the

postilions resolved at all risks to pass the night.

The road, shut in between the hill and a rugged declivity,

descended to a valley, in which was seen the winding Meuse, and

was so steep that it was dangerous to allow the horses to do any-

thing but walk, which prudent plan the postilions adopted. The
cloud advanced, and, as it brooded over and almost touched the

ground, continually extended its limits by drawing the vapors

arising from the soil; so was it observed in ill-boding whiteness to

overwhelm the bluish clouds which seemed to take up their station

to windward, like ships preparing for an engagement. Soon, with

the rapidity of the fioodtide, it spread, until it hid the last rays of

the sun. A dim gray light struggled through upon the scene, and,

although no breeze swept along, the leaves shivered and put on

the dark tinge which they assume in the deepening twilight suc-

ceeding sunset.

Suddenly a tlash illumined the cloud, the heavens burst into

sheets ( l' flame, and the startled eye might penetrate the immeasur-

able depths of the firmament. At the same moment the thunder

rolled from tree to tree, shaking the earth, and hurrying on the vast

cloud like a maddened steed. On went the carriage, sending forth

its smoke, now changed in color by the changes of the atmosphere.
In the meantime the heavens grew darker and darker, but a

purple light appeared from the carriage, as if the persons within,

careless of the storm, had lighted a lamp and went on with some
work' which he had to accomplish. The vehicle was now on a level

part of the mountain, and, when about to begin the descent, a peal
of thunder more violent than the first rent the clouds, and the rain

fell, at first in large drops, then thick and smarting, like arrows

darted from the heavens.

The postilions seemed to consult together, and then stopped.
"Well!" cried the voice which had before spoken, but now in

excellent French,
" what the devil are you doing?

"
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" We are consulting whether we should go on," replied the

postilions.
"

I think you ought to ask me, not one another— on with you!
"

The postilions obeyed, for there was that in the voice which for-

bade all thought of disobedience, and the carriage began to descend.

^Good!
" said the voice, and the leather curtains, which had

been half opened, fell between the traveler and the postilions.

But the road had become so slippery from the torrents of rain

that the horses stopped of themselves.
"
Sir," said the leading postilio:^

"
it is impossible to go farther."

" Why? " asked the voice within.

"Because the horses only slip— they cannot get on— they will

fall."

" How far are we from the nest place where we change ?
"

" A good way, sir; four leaguer,"
" Well postilion, put silver shoes en your horses and they will get

on." and as he said this, the stranger opened the curtain and held

out four crowns.
'• Many thanks! " said the postilion, receiving them in his broad

hand, and slipping them into his great boot.

"The gentleman spoke, I think," said the other postilion, who
had heard th sound of money, and did not wish to be excluded

from so interesting a conversation.
"
Yes, the gentleman says we must push on."

" Have you anything to say against that, my friend? " asked the

traveler, in a kind v ice, but with a firmness that showed he would

broofe no contradiction.
" Why, as to myself I have nothing to say ;

but the horses won't

stir."

" What is the use of your spurs, then ?
"

"
I have buried them in the sides of the poor jades, and, if it has

made them move a step, may Heaven "

lie had not time to finish his oath, for a frightful peal of thunder

interrupted him.
" This is no weather for Christians to be out in," said the honest

fellow. 'See, sir, sec; the carriage is going of itself; in live,

minutes it will go fa fc enough. Jesus Dieu, there we go!
"

And, in fact, the heavj machine pressing on the horses, they lost

their footing. It then made a progressive movemeni, and, accord-
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ing to the mathematical increase of torces, its velocity angTPflnted,

till, with the rapidity of an arrow, it was visibly nearing the edge
of a precipice.

It was not now only the voice of the traveler which was heard;

his head was seen thrust out of the cabriolet.

"
Stupid iellow :

» cried he,
" will you kill us? To the left

;
the

leaders to the left !
"

"
Ah, monsieur, T wish from my heart I saw you on the left,

"

replied the frightened postilion, vainly trjing to recover the reins.

"Joseph!" cried a female voice, now first heard, "Joseph!

help ! help ! Oh, holy Virgin !
"

Indeed, danger so terrible and so imminent might well call forth

that eiaculation. The carnage, impelled by its own weight, neared

the precipice, already one of tie leaders appeared suspended over

it ; three revolutions o. the wheel, and horses, carriage and

postilions would all have been precipitated, crushed and mangled,
to its base, when the traveler, springing from the cabriolet on tho

pole, seized the postLion by the collar, lifted him like a child,

flung him two paces from him, leaped into the saddle, and, gather-

ing up the reins, called to the second postilion :

" To the left, rascal, o„- I will l'„w out thy brains !
"

The command acted like ma.iric. By an extraordinary effort the

postilion gave an impulse to the carriage, brought it to the middle;

•of the road, on widen it began to roil on rapidly, with a noise that

contended with that of the thunder. "
Gallop!

" cried the tra -

eler; "gallop! If you slacken your speed I will run you through
the body and your horses, too !

"

The postilion felt that this was no vain menace, uo redoubled

his efforts, and the carriage descended with frightful speed. As it

thus passed in the night, with its fearful noise, its flaming chimney,
and its stilled cries from within, it might have been taken for some

infernal chariot drawn by phantom horses, and pursued by a

hurricane.

But if the travelers escaped from one danger, t.Y met another.

The cloud which had hung over the valley was as rapid as the

horses. From time to time, as a Hash rent the darkness, the trav-

eler raised his head, and then, by its gleam, anxiety, perhaps fear,

might have been seen on bis face — for dissimulation was not

wanted then — God only saw him. Just as the carriage had
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reached level ground, and was only carried on by its own impetus,

the cloud burst with an awful explosion. A violet flame, changing
to green and then to white, wrapped the horses— the hind ones

reared, snuffing the sulphurous air— the leaders, as if the ground
had given way beneath their feet, fell flat; but almost instantly the

horse upon which the postilion was mounted regained his feet, and,

finding his traces snapped by the shock, he carried off his rider,

who disappeared in the darkness, while the carriage, after proceed-

ing ten yards farther, was stopped by encountering the dead body
of the lightning-stricken horse.

All this was accompanied by piercing shrieks from the female in

the vehicle.

There was a moment of strange confusion in which no one knew
whether he was dead 01 living. The traveler felt himself all over

to assure himself of his own identity. He was safe and sound, but

the woman had fainted.

Although he suspected this from the silence which had succeeded

to her shrieks, it was not to her that his first cares were directed.

Scarcely had he lighted on the ground when he hastened to the

back of the vehicle.

There was the beautiful Arabian horse of which we have spoken
— terrified— rigid

— with every hair rising as if life were in it. He

tugged violently at his fastening, shaking the door to the handle of

which he was secured. His eye was fixed, the foam was on his nos-

trils, but, after vain efforts to breakaway, he had remained, horror-

stricken by the tempest; and when his master whistled to him in

his usual manner, and put out his hand to caress him, he bounded

aside, neighing as if he did not know him.
"
Ay, always that devil of a horse," muttered a broken voice

from the carriage;
" curse him, he has broken my wall! "

Then, with double emphasis, this voice cried in Arabic,
" Be still,

demon !
"

" Do not be angry with Djerid, master," said the traveler, loosing
the horse, which he now tied to one of the hind wheels;

" he has

been frightened, that is all
;
and indeed one might well have been

frightened al less."

Saying this, he opened the carriage door, let down the step,

entered, aim closed the door after him.
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CHAPTER II.

ALTEOTAS.

The traveler found himself face to face with an old man with

gray eyes, a hooked nose, and trembling but busy hands. He was

half buried in a great chair, and turned, with his right hand, the

leaves of a manuscript on parchment, called " La Chiave del Gabi-

nettoj
" in his left be held a silver skimming-dish.

His attitude, his occupation, his face, motionless and deeply

wrinkled, alive only, as it were, in the eyes and mouth, may seem

strange to the reader, but they were certainly very familiar to the

traveler, for he scarcely cast a look on the old man, nor on all that

surrounded him, and yet it was worth the trouble.

Three walls— so the old man called the sides of the carriage
—

were covered by shelves filled with books. These walls shut in his

chair, his usual and principal seat, while above the books had been

planned for his convenience several articles for holding vials, de-

canters and boxes set in wooden cases as earthen and g ass ware

are secured at sea. He could thus reach anything without assist-

ance, for his chair was on wheels, and with the aid of a spring he

could raise it and lower it to any height necessary to attain what

he wanted

The room, for so me must call it, was eight feet long, six wide and

six high. Opposite the door was a little furnace, with its : iade,

bellows and tongs. At hat moment there boiled in a crucibl a

mixture which sent out by the chimney the mysterious smoke of

which we have spoken, and winch excited so much surprise in old

and young who saw the carnage pass.

Besides the vials, boxes books and papers strewed around cop-

per pincers were seen, and pieces of chareoal which ha I been dipped

in various liquids ;
there was also - 1

larg i vase half full of water, and

from the roof, hung by threads, were bundles o: herbs, some appar

ently gathered the night before, others a hundred years ago. A
kern odor prevailed in this laboratory, which, in one less strange,

would have been called a perfume.

As the traveler entered the old man wheeled his chair with won-

derful ease to the furnace, and was about to skim the mixture in

the crucible attentively, nay, almost respectfully, but disturbed by
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the appearance of the Other, he grumbled, drew over his ears his

cap of velvet, (nice black, and from under which a few locks of silver

hair pooped out. Then he sharply pulled from beneath one of the

wheels of his (hair the skirt of his long silk robe— a robe now noth-

ing but a shapeless, colorless, ragged covering. The old man

appeared to be in a very bad humor, and grumbled as be went on

with his operation.

"Afraid — the accursed animal! Afraid of what? He has

shaken the wall, moved the furnace, spilled a quart of my elixir in

the lire. Acharat, in heaven's name, get rid of that brute in the

first desert we come to !
"

" In the fust place," said the other, smiling,
" we shall come to no

deserts; we are in France. Secondly, I should not like to leave to

his fate a horse with a thousand louis d'ors, or, rather, a horse above

all price, for he is of the race of Al Borach. "

'• A thousand louis d'ors! I will give you them, or what is equal
to them. That horse has cost me more than a million, to say noth-

ing of the time, the life he has robbed me of."
" What has he done, poor Djerid ? "

" What has he done ? The elixir was boiling, not a drop escaping—
true, neither Zoroaster nor Paracelsus says that none must

escape, but Borri recommends it."

"
Well, dear master, in a few moments more the elixir will boil

again,'*

'Boil? See, there is a curse on it— the fire is going out. I

know not what is falling down the chimney."
"

I know what is falling," said the disciple, laughing; water! "

" Water— water ? Then the elixir is ruined
;

the operation

musl lie begun again —as if T had time to lose! Heaven and
earth !

'' cried the old man, raising his hands in despair,
" water!

What kind of water, Acharat? "

"Pure water, master— rain from the sky. nave you not seen

thai it rained? "

"How should I see anything when I am at my work ? Water!
You see, Acharat, how this troubles my poor brain! For six

months — nay, for a year— I have been asking you for a

funnel lor my chimney i You never think of anything— yet,

what have you t<> do. you who are young? Thanks to your

lect, it is now the rain, now the wind, which ruins all my ODera-
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tions; and yet, by Jupiter, I have no time to lose! You know it

— the daj decreed is near; and, if I am not ready for that day—
if I have not found the elixir of life— farewell to the philosopher;

farewell to the wise Althotas ! My hundreth year begins on the

15tb of July, at eleven at night, and from this time to that my
elixir must attain perfection.

"

" But it is going on famously, dear master."
"
Yes, I have made some trials by absorption. My left arm,

nearly paralyzed, has regained its power— then, only eating, as I

do, once in two or three days, and taking a spoonful of my elixir,

though yet imperfect, I have more time, and am assisted on by

hope. Oh, when I think that I want but one plant, but one leaf of

a plant, to perfect my elixir, and that we have perhaps passed by
that plant a hundred — five hundred — a thousand times ! Perhaps
our horses have trodden it, our wheels crushed it, Acharat— that

very plant of which Pliny speaks, and which no sage has yet

found or discovered, for nothing is lost. But stay, Acharat, you
must ask its name from Lorenza in one of her trances !

"

" Fear not, master, I will ask her."
"
Meantime," said the philosopher, with a deep sigh,

"
ray elixir

remains imperfect, and three times fifteen days will be necessary to

reach the point at which 1 was to-day. Have a care, Acharat, your
loss will be as great as mine, if I die, and ray work incomplete !

But what voice is that ? Does the carriage move ? "

"
No, master, you hear thunder."

" Thunder '.

"

"
Yes, we have nearly all been killed by a thunderbolt

; but my
silk coat protected me !

"

"Now, see to what your childish freaks expose me, Acharat!

To die by a thunderbolt, to be stupidly killed by an electric fire

that 1 would myself bring down from Heaven, if I had time, to boil

my pot, this is not only exposing me to accidents which the malice

or awkwardness of men bring on us, but to those which come from

Beaven, and which may be easily prevented."
" Your pardon, master; I do not understand."

"What! did I not explain to you ray system of points — my
paper-kite conductor? When I have found my elixir, I shall tell

it you again ;
but new, you see, I have not time."

" And you believe one may master the thunderbolt of heaven?"



ALTHOTAS. 41

u
Certainly. Not only master it, but conduct it where you choose,

and when I have passed my second half century, when I shall have

but calmly to await a third, I shall put a steel bridle on a thunder-

bolt and guide it as easily as you do Djerid. Meantime, put a fun-

nel on my chimney, I beg you !

"

"I shall. Rest easy."
" I shall ! Always the future, as if we could both look forward

to the future ! Oh, I shall never be understood !

" cried the

philosopher, writhing in his chair and tossing his arms in despair.
" ' Be calm !

' He tells me to be calm, and in three months, if I have

not completed my elixir, all will be over! But so that I pass my
second half century, that I recover my powers of motion, I shall

meet no one who says,
' I shall do.' I shall then myself exclaim,

'I have done !'
"

" Do you hope to say that, with regard to our great work ?
"

" Yes ! Were I but as sure of, oh heavens, discovering the elixir

as 1 am of making the diamond !
"

" Theu you are sure of that ? "

" It is certain, since I already made some."

"Made some? "

11
Yes, look !

"

" Where ? »

" On your right, in the little glass vase."

The traveler anxiously seized the little crystal cup, to the bottom

and sides of which adhered an almost impalpable powder.
" Diamond dust 1

" cried the young man.
"
Yes, diamond dust; but in the middle of it? "

"
Yes, yes, a brilliant of the size of a millet-seed. "

" The size is nothing; we shall attain to the union of tho dust,

and make the grain of millet-seed a grain of hemp-seed, and of the

grain of hemp-seed a pea. But first, my dear Acharat, put a fun-

nel on my chimney and a conductor on the carriage, that the rain

may not descend through my chimney, and that the lightning may
go and sport itself elsewhere."

"
Yes, yes, doubt it not! Be calm !

"

"
Again, again, this eternal 'Becalm!' You make mo owear.

Youth! Mad youth! Presumptuous youth!" cried tho old man,
with a laugb of scorn which showed all his toothless gums and

made his eyes sink deeper in their hollow sockets.
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"Master," said Acharat,
"
your fire is going out, your crucible

cooling. But what is iu the crucible ? "

" Look into it !
"

" The young man obeyed, uncovered the crucible, and found in it

a heap of vitrified charcoal, about the size of a small seed.
" A diamond !

" cried he. Then, after a slight examination of it,

"Yes, but stained, incomplete, valueless! "

" Because the fire was put out out, because there is no funnel on

the chimney."
" Let me look at it again, master," said the young man, turning

in his hand the diamond, which sometimes shot forth brilliant rays

and sometimes was dull.
"
Good, pardon me, and take some

food !
"

"
It is unnecessary; I took my spoonful of elixir two hours ago."

"You are mistaken, dear master; it was at six in the morning
that you took it

"

"
Well, and what o'clock is it now ? "

"
Half-past eight in the evening."

" Heaven and earth !
— another (".ay past !

— gone forever ! But

the days are shorter than they were
;
there are not twenty-four

hours in them now."
"

If you will not eat, sleep at least for some minutes."
"
Well, yes, I will sleep two hours— yes, just two hours. Look

at your watch, and in two hours awake me."
"

I promise to do so."
" Dost thou know, dear Acharat," said the old man, in a caress-

ing tone,
" when I sleep I alwaj s fear it will be for eternity — so in

two hours you will wake me. Will you not ? Promise it— swear it !
"

"
I swear it, master."

" In two hours '.

"

" In two hours !

"

Just then something like the trampling of a horse was heard,

and then a shout which indicated alarm and surprise.
" Whal does thai mean?" cried the traveler; and, hurriedly

opening the carriage door, ho leaped out.
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CHAPTER III.

LORENZA FELICIANI.

We shall now inform the reader what passed outside, while the

philosopher and the traveler were conversing inside the carriage.

At the noise of the thunderbolt, which struck down two of the

horses and caused the other two to rear so frightfully, the lady in

the cabriolet, as we have said, had fainted. She remained for some
minutes motionless; then, as fear alone had caused her to swoon,
by slow degrees her consciousness returned.

"
Ah, heaven !

" she exclaimed,
" abandoned here — helpless—

with no human creature to take pity on me !
"

"
Madame," replied a timid voice,

"
I am here, if I can be of any

service to you."
At the sound of this voice, which seemed close to her ear, the

young lady rose, put her head out between the leather curtains, and
found herself face to face with a young man who was standing on
the step of the cabriolet.

"
It was you who spoke, sir? " said she.

"
Yes, madame,

" answered the young man.
" And you offered me your services? "
" Yes. »

" But first tell me wbat has happened."
" The thunderbolt, which fell almost on your carriage, broke the

traces of the front horses, and one of them ran off with the pos-
tilion."

The lady looked uneasily around.
" And he who rode the hinder horses? " she asked.
" He has just got into the carriage, madame."
" nas he not been injured?

"

"Not in the least."
" Are you sure? "

" He leaped from his horse, at least, like a man all safe and
Bound."

•" Heaven be praised !
" and the young lady breathed more freely.

" l>ut who are you, sir, who are here so opportunely to offer mo
assistance? "

"
Madame, overtaken by the storm, I was down in that hollow,

which is merely the entrance to a quarry, when all at once I heard
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a carnage coming with alarming speed. I at first supposed the

horses had run off, but soon saw that they were managed by a

powerful hand. Then the thunderbolt fell with a tremendous

explosion, and I thought for an instant that all was over with me.

Indeed, on recovering, all that I have related seemed but a dream."
" Then you are/ not sure that the gentleman entered the

carriage ?
"

" Oh, yes, madame
;

I had quite recovered, and distinctly saw
him enter. "

" Make yourself certain, I entreat you, that he is in the carriage."
" But how ?

"

" Listen ;
if he be there you will hear two voices. "

The young man jumped down from the step, and approached the

door of the carriage
"
Yes, madame," said he, returning to her. " he is there. "

The young lady, by a movement of her head, seemed to say,
" It

is well," but, she remained for some time as if plunged in a deep
reverie.

During this time the young man had leisure to examine her

appearance. She was about three or four-and-twenty years of age;
a brunette in complexion, but of that rich brown which is more

beautiful than the most delicate tint of the rose; her fine blue eyes,

raised to heaven, from which she seemed to ask counsel, shone like

two stars; and her black hair, which she wore without powder,

notwithstanding the fashion of the day, fell in jetty curls on her

neck. All at once she roused herself, as if she had decided on her

part.
"
Sir," said she,

" where are we now ?
"

" On the road from Strasbourg to Paris, madame."
" On what part of the road ?

"

" Two leagues from Pierrefitte.
"

" What is Pierrefitte? "

"A village."
" And after Pierrefitte, what is the next stage % "

"Bar-le-Duc."

"Is it a town? »

"
Yes, madame.

"

"A large one?"
" About four or five thousand inhabitants."
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" Is there any cross-road by which one could get more directly to

Bar-le Due I

"

"
No, raadame, at least I know of none. "

" Peccato! " murmured she, falling back in the cabriolet.

The young man waited, expecting to be questioned further
;
but

as she kept silence he moved a step or two away. This roused

her, for, leaning out again, she called hurriedly,
" Monsieur !

"

The young man returned.
"

I am here, madame," said he, approaching her.
" One question, if you please?

"

"
Speak, madame."

" There was a horse behind the carriage ? "

"
Yes, madame. "

" Is he there still ¥
"

"
No, madame ;

the person who got into the carriage untied him

and fastened him to the wheel."
"
Nothing, thon, has injured the horse? "

"I think not."-
" He is a valuable animal, and I should like to be sure that he is

safe
;
but how can I reach him through this mud ?

"

" I can bring the horse here," said the young man.
" Oh. yes, do so, I pray ;

I shall be forever grateful to you.
"

The young man approached the horse, who tossed his head and

neighed.
" Do not be afraid,

" said the female
;

" he is as gentle as a lamb;
"

then, in a low voice, she murmured,
"
Djerid, Djerid !"

The animal evidently knew the voice to be that of his mistress,

for he snorted and stretched out his intelligent head toward the

cabriolet. During this time the young man was untying him, but

the horse no sooner felt his bridle in unpracticed hands than at one

bound he was free and twenty paces from the carriage.
"
Djerid !

"
repeated the young woman in her most caressing

tones,
"
Djerid, here, here !"

*

The Arabian tossed his head, snuffed the air, and came toward

tin' cabriolet, pawing as if in time to some musical air.

The lady leaned out.
"
Come, Djerid, come," said she.

Ai'd the obedient animal advanced toward the hand which she

held out to caress him. Then with her slender band she seized him

by the mane, and sprang as lightly into the saddle as the goblin in
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the German ballads,, who leaps behind unwary travelers and holds

on by their belts.

The young man hurried toward her, but she waved him off

imperiously.
l( Hearken !

" said she
;

"
though young, or rather, because you

ere young, you ought to be humane. Do not oppose my tlight. I

leave a man whom I love, but my religion is still dearer to me.

That man will destroy my soul if I stay with him longer; he is an

atheist and a necromancer. God has warned him by his thunders
;

may he profit by the warning. Tell him what I have said, and

receive my blessing for what you have done for me. Farewell !"

At that word, light as a vapor, she disappeared, borne away by
the aerial Djerid. The young man, seeing her flee, could not pre-

vent a cry of astonishment escaping his lips. It was this cry which

startled the traveler in the carriage.

CHAPTER IV.

GILBERT.

The cry had, as we have said, roused the traveler: He leaped

out, shut the door carefully after him, and looked uneasily around.

The first object which he beheld was the young man standing
there in alarm. The lightning, which flashed incessantly, enabled

him to examine him from head to foot, a practice which seemed

habitual with the traveler when any unknown person or thing met

his eye. He was a youth of sixteen or seventeen years old, little,

thin and muscular. His black eyes, which he fixed boldly on any

object which attracted his attention, wanted mildness, but had a

certain kind of beauty; his nose, small and turned up, his thin lip

and projecting cheek-bones, betokened cunning and circumspection,

and the strong curve of his chin announced firmness.
" Did you shout just now?" asked the traveler.

'

Yes, sir."

"And why?"
" Because " He stopped short.
" Because

1

?" repeated the traveler.

"
Sir, there was a lady in the cabriolet."

"Yes!"
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And the eyes of Balsamo darted on the carriage as if they could

have penetrated its Bides.

" There was a horse tied to the wheel."
" Yes; where the devil is he?"
"

Sir, the lady has tied on the horse."

The traveler, without uttering a word, sprang to the cabriolet,

undrew the curtains and a flash of lightning showed him it was

empty.
"
Sang du Christ !

" shouted he, loud almost as- the thunder which

pealed at that moment.

Then he looked round, as if for some means of recovering the

fugitives, but soon felt that it was vain.

"To try to overtake Djerid," he muttered, "with a common
horse would be to hunt the gazelle with a tortoise; but I shall know

where she is, unless "

He felt hurriedly in the pocket of his vest and drew from it a little

case, opened it and took out of a folded paper a curl of black hair.

At the sight of it the traveler's face lost its anxious expression, and

his manner became calm — at least in appearance.

"Well," said he, wiping the perspiration from his forehead,
"
well, and did she say nothing on leaving?

"

"Oh, yes, sir."

"What did she say?
"

" That she quitted you, not through hatred but fear; that she is

a good Christian, and that you
" Ho hesitated.

"And that 1 .'

"

"
I know not how to tell it."

'•
PardieuJ Tell it."

" That you are an atheist and an infidel ;
that God has given you

a last warning by the storm; that she understood that warning and

conjures you not to be deaf to it."

A smile of contempt curled the lip of the traveler. "And this

was all she said '.

"

"
Yes, this was all."

"
Well, let us speak of something else," and all trace of disquie-

tude pasi ed away from thi I raveler's countenance.

The young man remarked all these emotions reflected on his face

with a curiositj indicating no deficiency on bis side of powersof

observation.
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"And now," said the traveler, "what is your name, ruy young
friend ?

"

"Gilbert, sir."

" Gilbert ! That is merely a baptismal name. "

" It is the name of our family.
"

"
Well, my dear Gilbert, Providence has sent you to my aid."

"
I shall be happy if I can oblige you, sir."

" Thank you. At your age one is obliging for the mere pleasure

of the thing; but what I am going to ask is only a trifle— merely

if you can direct me to a shelter for the night?
"

"
Wiry, in the first place, there is that rock under which I was

sheltering just now."
"
Yes," said the traveler,

" but I should like something more like

a house, where I could have a good supper and a good bed. "

" That would be very difficult to find. "

" Arc we then so far from the next village?
"

"From Pierrefitte? "

" It is called Pierrefitte, then ? "

"
Yes, sir; it is about a league and a balf off."

" A league and a half! Let us see— surely there is some habita-

tion nearer? "

" There is the chateau of Taverney, about three hundred paces

from this."

"Well, then"
"
What, sir \

" And the young man opened his eyes in astonish-

ment.
" Why did you not say so at once? "

" The chateau of Taverney is not a hotel."

"Is it inhabited?"

"Yes."
" By whom?"
"
Why, by the Baron de Taverney, of course. "

" What is this Baron de Taverney ? "

" He is the father of Mademoiselle Andree, sir."

"
Very pleasing intelligence, indeed; but I mean, what sort of a

man is he?"
" An old nobleman, sir, of sixty or sixty-five years of age. He

once was rich, they say."



GILBERT. 49

"
Ay, and poor now ! Thai is the history of all those old barons.

Well, show me the way to this baron's abode."
" To the Baron de Taverney's !" he asked, in alarm.
" Then you refuse?"

"No, sir; but "

" Well?"
" He will not receive you."
" He will not receive a gentleman in need of shelter? Is he a

bear, your baron?"
" Dame !

" said the young man, with an expression which said

plainly :

" Not much unlike one. "

" Never miud
;

I'll run the risk."
"
Remember, I do not advise it.

"

" Bah!" said the traveler;
" bear as he is, he won't eat mo."

"
Xo, but he may shut the door in your face. "

" Then I'll break it open; so, if you refuse to be my guide
"

' :

T don't refuse, sir."

" Show me the way, then."
"
Willingly, sir."

The traveler leaped into the cabriolet and brought from it a little

lantern. The young man hoped, as it was not lighted, that he

should be obliged to open the carriage, and that then its interior

would be disclosed; but the traveler did nothing of the kind. He

put the lantern into Gilbert's hand.
" What shall I do with it, sir.'"

"
It will light you on the way, whilst I lead the horses."

" But it is not lighted."
"

I am going to light it."

"
Oh, you have a fire in the carriage?"

'• And in my pocket," replied the traveler.
" But in this rain the tinder won't kindle."
"
Open the lantern," said the traveler, smiling.

Gilbert obeyed.
" Hold your hat over my hands."

Gilbert obeyed, regarding with curiosity what followed, for he

knew no other means of procuring a light than with a flint and

tinder.

The traveler toot from his pockel a verj small silver case, drew



50 MEMOIRS OF A PHYSICIAN.

from it a match, which he rubbed in some sort of inflammable paste,

and it kindled instantly with a slight crackling.

Gilbert stared; the traveler smiled at his surprise, which was
natural enough at that time, when phosphorous was only known to

a few chemists, who kept the secret for their own advantage. The
candle in the lantern being lighted by the match, he put up the

little case. The young man followed his movements with greedy

eyes; it was evident he would have given a great deal for such a

treasure.
" Now that we have light, lead on."
" Follow now, then, sir;" and Gilbert advanced, while his com-

panion, taking the horse by the bit, dragged him after.

The weather was now not so bad, the rain had ceased, and the

thunder was only heard muttering at a distance. The traveler

seemed to wish for more conversation.
" You know this baron, then, my good fellow? "

"
Certainly, sir, since I have lived in his house from my infancy."

"A relation?"

"No, sir."
" Tour guardian?

"

"No."
"Your master?"
The young man started and colored with anger at the word master

— "I am not a servant, sir." said he.

"
Well, but you are surely something or other?"

"
T am a son of an old tenant of the baron's; my mother nursed

Mademoiselle Andree."
"

I understand; being the young lady's foster brother— for I pre-

sume she is young— you live at free quarters in the house."
" She is sixteen, sir."

Now, in the traveler's last words, there was something like two

questions, but Gilbert avoided any reply to that which concerned

himself. The traveler seemed to observe this, and gave his inter-

rogations another turn.
" How did you happen to be out during such weather?"
"

I was under a rock near the road."
" What were you doing there? "

"
I was reading."

" You were reading?
"
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"Yes."
" What were you reading?

"

•• Le Control Social, by Rousseau."

The traveler looked at the young man with surprise.
" Did you get that book in the baron's library?

"

"
No, sir; I bought it."

" Where ? At Bar-le-Duc ?
"

"No, sir; from a peddler. They roam this way now and then,

and bring us some tolerably good books."
" Who told you Le Gontrat Social was a good book .

; "

"
I soon found that out as I read it.

"

'• Have you read bad books, then, that you know the difference

so well?"
" Yes."
" What do you call bad books ?

"

"
Why, Le Sofa, Tanza'i and Neadarne, and books of thatv

description."
" But where the deuce did you get such books? "

" In the baron's library."
" And how does the baron get new novels in this den of his? "

"
They are sent him from Paris."

" So this poor baron spends his money on that sort of trash? "

"No; they are given him."

"Given him.' By whom?"
"
By one of his friends, a great nobleman."

" A great nobleman ! Do you know his name ?
"

" The Due de Richelieu."
" What !

— the old marshal? "

"
Yes, the marshal."

"
I take it for granted he does not leave such books in Made-

moiselle Andrew's way .
; "

"
Indeed, sir, he leaves them in everybody's way."

" Is Mademoiselle Andr6e of your opinion," asked the traveler,

w itli a sly smile,
" that they are bad ?

"

" She does not read them, sir," replied Gilbert, dryly.

The traveler was silent foraminute this character, a singular

mixture of shame and boldness, of good and evil, interei ted liim in

spite of himself.
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u And why did you read those books when you knew they were

bad ?
"

" Because I did not know when I began them."
" But you soon found it out ? "

"Yes.''
" And nevertheless you went on? "

"Yes."

"But why?"
" They taught me things I did not know before."
" And Le Contrat Social?"
" It teaches me things that I have guessed."
" How so ?

"

"
Why, that men are brothers- -that societies in which there are

serfs or slaves are ill constituted— that one day we shall all be

equal."
"
Oh, ho! " said the traveler. There was a short silence.

"So, my good fellow," continued the traveler in a low voice,
"
you wish to be instructed? "

"
Yes, sir, that is my most ardent wish."

" And what do you wish to learn ? "

"
Everything.

"

" For what purpose ?
"

" To raise myself in the world."
" And how high would you rise "

Gilbert hesitated, No doubt he had his mind made up on that

point, but it was evidently a secret, and he would not reveal it.

" As high as man can rise," he replied.
"
Well, have you studied anything?

"

"
Nothing. How can I study, not being rich, aud living at

Taverney?
"

" Then you know nothing of mathematics ?
"

"No."
" Nor of natural philosophy?"
" No."
" Nor of chemistry?

"

"
No; I know only how to read and write— but I shall know all

those things."
" When?"
" Some day or other. "
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"But how?"
"

I don't know yet.
"

"
Strange creature! " muttered tlie traveler.

" And then !

"
murmured Gilbert, speaking to himself.

"Well! then ?"
*'
Nothing."

They had now proceeded for about a quarter of an hour; the rain

had ceased, and the earth sent up those odoriferous exhalations

which in spring follow a great storm.

Gilbert seemed reflecting. All at once he said,
"

Sir, do you

know the cause of storms?" \

"Certainly."
"You really do?"
" Yes. "

" You know the cause of the thunderbolt? "

The traveler smiled. "It is the meeting of two streams of the

electric fluid — one from the clouds, the other from the. earth."

Gilbert sighed.
"

I do not understand that." said he.

Perhaps the traveler would have explained the matter more

clearly, but just then a light appeared trough the trees.

" Ah ! what is that .'

" asked the stranger.
"

It isTaverney."
" We have reached it, then? "

"
Yes; this i.. the gate of the back entrance."

"
Open it."

" And do you think the gate of Taverney, sir, can he opened with

a push?"
" Is it a fortified place, then i Knock."

Gilbert approached the gate and timidly gave one knock.
" Pardieu! they will never hear that. Knock loudly !

"

Nothing, indeed, indicated that Gilbert's knock had been heard

— all was silent.

'• You must take the responsibility upon yourself, sir, then," said

Gilbert.
" Don't be troubled about that."

Gilbert hesitated no longer
— left tin; knocker, and pulled a

string which made a bell sound so loud one might have heard it a

mile oil.
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" Ma foi! if your baron does not hear that," said the traveler,

" he must be deaf. "

" Hark! I hear Mahon barking."
" Mahon? That is no doubt a compliment from your baron to

his friend the Due de Richelieu?"
"

I don't know what you mean, sir."
" Mahon was the last place taken by the marshal."

"Oh, sir, I told you, I know nothing,
" and Gilbert sighed

again.

These sighs revealed to the stranger some hidden ambitiou, some
secret cause of pain.

A step was heard. " Here is some one at last,
" said the stranger.

" It is Master la Brie," .said Gilbert.

The gate opened, but La Brie, taken by surprise at seeing the

stranger and the carriage when he expected no one but Gilbert,

would have shut it again.
" Excuse me, my friend, but I have come here purposely, and you

must not shut the door in my face. "

"
But, sir, I must tell the baron that an unexpected visitor "

" Never mind — I shall run the risk of his looking a little cross at

me; but be shall not turn me out, I can tell you, until I have got

warmed, dried and fed. They say you have good wine in this part
of the country— do you happen to know? "

La Brie, instead of replying, was going to make further resist-

ance, but it was in vain; the traveler pushed in, and Gilbert closed

the gate after him, the two horses and carriage being in the avenue.

La Brie, seeing himself vanquished, proceeded as quickly as his old

limbs would permit toward the house, to announce his own defeat,

shouting with all his strength,
" Nicole Legay, Nicole Legay!

"

" Who is this Nicole!" asked the stranger, calmly making his

way to the house.

"Nicole Legay. sir?" replied Gilbert, with symptoms of sunn*

inward emotion.
"
Yes; she whom Master la Brie is calling!

"

" Mademoiselle Andree's waiting-maid, sir."

In the meantime, in answer to the calls of La Brie, a light

appeared under the trees, borne by a beautiful young girl.
" What do you want, La Brie? What is all this fuss?" asked

she.
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"
Quick, Nicole." cried the quivering voice of the old man;

" run

and tell the baron a strange gentleman is come to ask shelter."

Nicole did not wait to be told twice, but flew oft' toward the

chateau so quickly that in a moment she was out of sight.

As to La Brie, having thus satisfied himself that the baron should

not be taken by surprise, he stopped and took breath.

The message soon produced an effect. A sharp, commanding
voice was heard from the house, repeating, with an accent by no

means indicating a wish to be hospitable:
" A strange gentleman!

"Who is he? People don't come in that way without sending up
their nanus! "

"Is it the baron himself?" asked he who was the cause of all

the disturbance.
"
Oh, yes, sir," replied the poor, frightened old man. " You hear

what he says?
"

" He asks my name, I think."
" Yes. I forgot to ask it, sir."

"
Say the Baron Joseph Balsamo. Our titles being the same, he

will, perhaps, not be so angry."
La Brie, a little emboldened by the rank of the stranger,

announced him as he requested.
"
Well," grumbled the voice from the house,

" since he is there,

be must come in. Here sir; this way, this way."
The stranger advanced quickly; but, just as he reached the foot

of the stone steps leading up to the door, he turned to see whether

Gilbert were there or not. Gilbert had disappeared.

CHAPTER V.

THE BARON DE TAVERNEY.

Ai/moron in some degree forewarned by Gilbert of the poverty of

the Baron de Taverney, the person who had caused himself to be

announced as the Baron Joseph Balsamo could not help being sur-

prised at the miserable appearance of the abode called by Gilbert,

with emphasis, a chateau.

The house was built in the form of an oblong square, of i story

in height, with a square tower at each corner, its irregular appear-
ance had. however, something pleasing and picturesque, seen by
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the pale light of the moon shining from between the huge masses

of the clouds left by the storm. There were six windows in the

low building )
and two in each tower; that is, one window in each

of its stories. A broad flight of steps led up to the hall door, but

they were so broken and rugged that they seemed rather a sort of

precipice than a staircase.

Such was the dwelling on the threshold of which the stranger
was received by the Baron de Taverney in his dressing-gown and

holding a candlestick in his hand. The, baron was a little old man
of from sixty to sixty-five years of age, with a keen eye and a high,

retreating forehead. He wore an old wig, which, from frequent
accidents with the candles on the mantelpiece, had lost all the curls

which the rats which frequented his wardrobe had left it. He held

in his hand a napkin of very dubious whiteness, which indicated

that he had been disturbed when going to sit down to supper.
In his malicious countenance, which slightly resembled that

of Voltaire, two expressions struggled for majesty— politeness

required a smile for his guest, but vexation turned it to a rather

decided atrabilious sneer. And thus lighted as he was by the candle

in his hand, the flickering of which disturbed his features, the Baron

de Taverney could not well he called anything but a very ugly
nobleman.

"
Sir," said he,

" may I knew to what fortunate circumstance I

owe the pleasure of seeing you?
"

"
Simply, sir, to the storm, which frightened my horses and

caused them very nearly to destroy my carriage ;
one of my postilions

was thrown from his horse, the other galloped off with his, and I

know not what 1 should have done had I not met a young man, who
conducted me to your chateau, assuring me that your hospitality

was well known."

The baron raised his light to endeavor to discover the unlucky

wight who had by this piece f.
:

if rmation, been the cause of the

unwelcome visit. Balsamo also looked around for his guide, but he

had retired.
" And do you know the name of the young man who pointed out

my chateau? " asked the Baron de Taverney, as if he wanted to

return him thanks.
"
Gilbert, I think, is his name."
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''Ha Gilbert! I scarcely thought him fit even for that— an

idle clog! A philosopher, you must know, sir!
"

Tho threatening tone in which these epithets were uttered showed

that there was little sympathy between the lord and his vassal.

"However, sir," said the baron, after a moment's silence, as

expressive as his words,
" will you be good enough to enter'? "

" Allow me first, sir, to see after my carriage, which contains some

very valuable articles."

'La Brie," cried the baron, "La Brie! Get some assistance,

and put the gentleman's carriage under the shed in the yard -

there are still some laths of a roof there. I can't answer for your

horses, however, getting a good feed, but as they are not yours, but

the postmaster's, you need not care very much. "

" In truth, sir,
" said the traveler, beginning to get impatient,

"
I

fear that I am giving you quite too much trouble."
' Not ct all, sir, not at all, no trouble to me, but you will be

rather poorly lodged, 1 warn you."
"

Sir, I assure you I feel exceedingly grateful."
"
Pray do not deceive yourself as to what we can do for you,"

said the baron, raising his candle, so as to throw its rays in the

direction where Balsamo was assisting La Brie to wheel his carriage

under the shed, and elevating his voice in proportion as his guest

retreated '*

Pray do not deceive yourself, Taverney is a dull

abode, a wretched place !

"

The traveler was too busy to reply; he chose the best-covered

part cf the shed to shelter the carriage, and, having pointed it out

to La Brie, slipped a louis-d'or into his hand, and returned to the

baron.

La Brie put tho louis in his pocket, supposing it only a crown,
and thanking heaven for his good fortune.

" Heaven forbid I should think so ill of your chateau as you speak
of it

' said Balsamo, bowing tc the .baron, who, as the only proof
of the truth of his assertion, shook his head, and led the guest

through a wide, damp antechamber, grumbling as he proceeded:

"Oh, all very good! But I know what i am saying — I know,

unfortunately, my own means, and I assure you they are very
limited. If you are a Frenchman, sir— but your German accent

Shows you are not, and yet your name is Italian, but that is no

matter — if you area Frenchman, I repeat, the name of Taverney
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may recall some recollections of splendor— it was once called Tav-

erney the Rich !
"

Balsamo expected a sigh at this conclusion, but there was none.
"
Philosophy !

"
thought he.

" This way, this way !
" cried the baron, opening the dining-

room door. " Hola !
" Maitre ia Brie ! wait at supper now, as if

you were yourself a hundred footmen in one !
"

La Brie bustled about in obedience to this command.
"

I have no servant but this, sir," said Taverncy ;

" he is a very
bad one, but I have not the means of getting a better. The fool

has been with me twenty years without getting a penny of wages.
I feed him about as well as he waits on me. He is an ass, you
see !

"

Balsamo continued to study this character. " No heart,
"
thought

he;
"
yet perhaps all this is merely affectation. "

The baron shut the door of the dining-room, and then, as he held

his light high above his head, the traveler saw distinctly its size and
its furniture.

It was a large, low hall, which had formerly been the principal

apartment of a small farm-house, raised by its owner to the rank of

a chateau. It was so scantily furnished that, at the first glance, it

appeared empty. Straw chairs, with carved backs, some engrav-

ings from tbe battle-pieces of Lebruru, framed in black varnished

wood, and a large oak cupboard, dark with age and smoke, were

all its ornaments. In the middle stood a little round table on which

was a dish of partridges and cabbage. The wine was in a stone jar,

and the plate, unpolished, worn and battered, consisted of three

covers, one tankard and one salt-cellar; but this last article was

very massive, exquisitely chased, and looked like a diamond among
worthless pebbles.

"
There, sir, there! " said the baron, offering a seat to his guest,

whose scrutinizing look on all around did not escape him. "
Oh, you

are looking at my salt-cellar. You admire it. Good taste, and

very polite, too, for you fix on the only thing here worth looking at.

I assure you, sir, I am particularly obliged. But uo, I forgot, I

have one other valuable commodity, my daughter !
"

" Mademoiselle Andree >.

" said Balsamo.

"Faith, yes! Mademoiselle Audreo! " said the host, surprised
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that bis guest was so well informed. "
1 shall present you to her.

Andree! Andrei'! Come hither, child; don't be afraid.
"

"
I am not afraid, father,'' answered a sweet and clear voice, and

a tall and beautiful girl entered the room, in a manner perfectly

unembarassed, and yet quite free from forwardness.

Joseph Balsamo, though, as we have seen, perfectly master of

himself, could not prevent an involuntary bow at sight of all-power-

ful beauty like hers. Andree de Taverney seemed indeed sent to

adorn and brighten all around her. She had dark auburn hair, of

a rather lighter shade at her temples and neck : black eyes, clear,

with dilated pupils, and a steady and majestic look, like that of an

eagle, yet the mildness of that look was inexpressible. Her small

mouth, formed like Apollo's bow, was brilliant as coral; her taper-

ing bauds were antique in form, as were her arms, and dazzlingly

fair. Her figure, flexible and firm, was like that of the statue of

some pagan goddess to which a miracle had given life. Her foot

might bear a comparison with that of the huntress Diana, and it

seemed only by a miracle that it could support the weight of her

body. Her dress was of the simplest fashion, yet suited her so well

that it seemed as if one from the wardrobe of a queen wonld not

have been so elegant or so rich.

All these details were perceived by Balsamo in the first glance, as

the young lady passed from the door to the table. On his side the

baron bad not lost a single impression produced on the mind of his

guest by the rare union of perfections in his daughter.
" You were right," whispered Balsamo, turning to his host,

"Mademoiselle Andree is perfection."

"Do not Hatter poor Andree, sir," said the baron, carelessly;
" she has just returned home from her convent, and she will believe

all you say— not that I am afraid of her coquetry — on the con-

trary, the dear child is not enough of a coquette, but, like a good

father, I am cultivating in her that first and most important quality

for ;i woman."
Andree looked down and blushed; although she tried to avoid

listening, she could not but overbear her father's words.
" Did they tell mademoiselle that al the convent? " asked Joseph

Balsamo, laughing.
" And was that precept part of the instructions

of the nuns If"
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Sir," replied the baron,
"

I have my own way of thinking on

particular subjects, as you may see."

This was so self-evident that Balsamo merely bowed in assent.
"
No," continued he,

"
I do not imitate those fathers who say to

their daughters, 'Be prudes, be rigid, be blind, thiuk of nothing but

honor, delicacy, devotion.' Fools! It is as if the fathers of the

knights of old had sent those champions into the lists — after hav-

ing taken off all their armor— to light an adversary armed cap-a-

pie. Pardieu! that is not the way I shall bring up my daughter

Andree, though she be brought up in this miserable den."

Although Balsamo perfectly agreed with the Baron as to the pro-

priety of this last epithet, yet he deemed it polite to contradict it.

"
Oh, all very well,

" resumed the old man,
" but I know the place,

I tell you. Yet, though now so far from the sun of Versailles, my
daughter shall know the world which I formerly knew so well my-
self, and if she enter it it shall be with an arsenal of weapons forged

by my experience and my recollections. But I must confess, sir, the

convent has ruined all my plans. As if that was what I wanted, my
daughter was the first boarder who really practiced the precepts
there taught, and followed the letter of the gospel. Corbleu, was
not that being prettily served ?

"

" Mademoiselle is an angel," replied Balsamo,
" and in truth, sir,

what you say does not surprise me. "

Andree bowed her thanks for this compliment, and sat down in

obedience to a look from her father. "

" Be seated, baron," said the host,
" and if you are hungry, eat.

What a horrible ragout that fool La Brie has given us !
"

"
Partridges ! Do you call that horrible ?

" said the guest, smil-

ing. "You slander your supper. Partridges in May! Are they
from your own estates ?

"

" My estates! It is long since I had one. My repectable father left

me some land, indeed, but it was eaten and digested long enough

ago. Oh, Heaven be praised, I have not an inch of ground. That

good-for-nothing Gilbert, who can only read and dream, must have

stolen a gun, powder and shot from some one or other, and he kills

birds, poaching on the estates of my neighbors. He will be caught
and sent to the galleys some day, and certainly I shall not interfere

— it will be a good riddance; but Andree likes game, so I am

obliged to overlook Monsieur Gilbert's freaks."
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Balsaino watched Andree's lovely face as this was said, but not a

change, not the slightest blush, disturbed it.

lie was seated at table between her and the baron, and she

helped him, without appearing in the least annoyed at the scanti-

ness of the repast, to a portion of the dish procured by Gilbert and

coked by La Brie, and so heartily abused by the baron. During

this time poor La Brie, who heard all the eulogiums passed on him-

self and Gilbert, handed the plates with a deprecating air, which

became quite triumphant at each word of praise the guest bestowed

on his cookery.
" He has not even salted his abominable ragout !

" cried the

baron, after he had devoured two wings of a partridge, which his

daughter had placed before him on a tempting layer of cabbage.
"
Andree, pass the salt-cellar to the Baron Balsamo."

Andree obeyed, extending her arm with exquisite grace.
"
Ah, you are admiring the salt-cellar again !

" said the host,

"No, sir, you are wrong this time,
"
replied Balsamo, "I was

admiring madmoiselle's hand."
"
Ah, very good, indeed; a perfect Richelieu! But since you

have the salt-cellar in your own hand examine it; it was made for

the regent by the goldsmith Lucas. It represents the loves of the

satyrs and bacchantes— a little .Tree, but pretty."

Balsamo saw that the littl figures, so admirably executed, were

something worse than free, and he could not but admire the uncon-

sciousness with which Andree had offered him the salt-cellar.

But as if the baron had determined to put to the proof that inno-

cence which carries with it such a charm, he began to point out in

detail the beauties of his favorite piece of plate, in spite of all

Balsamo's efforts to change the conversation.
" Come, eat, baron," said Taverney,

" for I warn you there is no

other dish. Perhaps you are expecting the roast and other

removes; if so, great will be your disappointment."
" Pardon me, sir," said Andree, in her usual calm manner. " But

if Nicole lias rightly understood me, we shall have another dish. I

have given her the receipt for one."

".The receipt! You have given a receipt to your maid, the

femme-de-chambre turned cook ! It only requires one step more;

turn cook yourself, I begyou! Did the Duchess de Chateaurous or

the Marchioness de Pompadour ever cook for tlie king:' on the
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contrary, it was he who dressed omelets for them. Jour de Dieu,
have I lived to see women cooking in my house? Baron, excuse

my daughter, I beseech you.
"

"But, father, we must eat," said Andree, quietly. "Well,

Legay,
" added she, in a louder tone,

"
is it done 1

"

"Yes, mademoiselle," replied the maid, bringing in a dish of a

very tempting odor.
"

I know one at least who will not cat of that dish! " said the

baron, furious and breaking his plate as he spoke.
"
Perhaps you will eat some, sir? " said Andree, coldly. Then,

turning to her father,
" You know, sir, we have now only seven

plates of that set which my mother left me," and, so saying, she.

proceeded to carve the smoking viands which Mademoiselle Legay,
the pretty waiting-maid, had just placed on the table.

CHAPTER YT.

AXDKEE DE TAYERNEY.

The searching intellect of Balsamo found ample food for study in

each detail of the strange and isolated life led by this family in a

corner !>f Lorraine.

The salt-cellar alone revealed to him one phase of the baron's

character, or rather his character in all its bearings. He called up
all his penetration, therefore, as he scrutinized the features of

Andree while she handed him that salt-cellar.

At length, whether moved by curiosity or some deeper feeling,

Balsamo gazed on Andree so fixedly that two or three times, in less

than ten minutes, the eyes of the young girl met his. At first she

bore his look without confusion, hut its intensity became by degrees

so great that a feverish impatience, which made the blood mount to

her cheeks, took possession of her; then, feeling that this look hid

Eiimcthiug supernatural in its power, she tried to brave it, and, in

her turn, she gazed at the baron with her large, limpid, dilated

eves. But this time again she was obliged to yield, and, tilled with

the magnetic thud which flowed in streams from his flaming orbs,

her eyelids weighed down, sunk timidly, no linger to be raised but

with hesitation.

\\ bile (his silent struggle went on between the young girl and the
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mysterious traveler the baron grumbled, laughed, found fault, and
swore like a true country gentleman, and pinched La Brie whenever
he was within his reach, feeling that he must vent his spleen on some
one. He was going to do the same to Nicole, when his eyes, for the

first time no doubt, rested on the hands of the young waiting-maid.
The baron was an adorer of line hands— all his youthful folhes

might be attributed to the power of a fine hand over him.
"
Only see," cried he,

" what pretty fingers this little rogue has!

How the nail tapers— it would bend over the tip. A great beauty,
if washing bottles and cutting wood did not wear down the horn;
for it is horn you have at the ends of your Angers, Mademoiselle

Nicole."

Not accustomed to compliments from her master, Nicole looked

at him with a half smile, in which there was more astonishment

than gratification.
"
Yes, yes," said the baron, who saw what passed in the mind of

the young flirt,
" turn away— play the coquette, I beg of you— but

1 must inform you, my dear guest, that Mademoiselle Nicole Legay,
this young lady here present, is not a prude like her mistress, and is

not at. all afraid of a compliment."
Balsamo turned quickly toward the baron's daughter and saw an

expression of supreme disdain on her handsome features; then,

thinking it right to adapt his expression to hers, he looked haughtily

away, at which Andree seemed pleased, and regarded him with less

sternness, or rather with less uneasiness, than before.

"Would you think, sir,
" continued the baron, chucking Nicole

under the chin,
" would you think that this damsel had been in a

convent with my daughter, and is really what one might call

educated? Oh! Mademoiselle Nicole would not quit her mistress

for a moment. Then; is a devoteness in her which would greatly

delight the philosophers who maintain that these creatures have

souls."

"Sir," said Andree, displeased, "it is not devotedness which

prevents Nicole from leaving me; it is because I order herto remain."

Balsamo raised his eyes to Nicole to see tbe effect of these con-

temptuous words, and he observed, from her compressed lips, that

she was not insensible to the humiliations to which her position of

domestic exposed her. lb.it the emotion was transitory, for, in

turning away to hide it. her eyes rested with interest- on a window
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of the room which looked into the courtyard. Everything roused

the curiosity of Ba'samo, and, as he followed her eyes, he thought
he saw what interested her— the face of a man .at the window.

"In truth," though he, "everyone has a mystery in this house,

and I hope soon to know Mademoiselle Andree's. I have found out

the baron's, and I guess what Nicole's is." While thus communing
with himself, the baron observed his absence of mind.

"You are in a reverie, my dear guest," said he. "
Well, it is

infectious here, it attacks every one. Let me reckon
; first, Made-

moiselle de Taverney falls into reveries; then Mademoiselle Nicole

does the same; then the good-for-nothing fellow who shot the

partridges is in a perpetual reverie, and very likely the partridges

were in a reverie when he shot them."
" Gilbert ?

" asked Balsamo.
" Yes. Oh, a philosopher like Monsieur la Brie here ! But

excuse me ; perhaps you are a friend of theirs ? If so, I warn you

you will be none of mine."

"No, sir; lam neither for ihem nor against them," replied

Balsamo. "
I know nothing of them."

" Ventrebleu ! so much the better. They are wretches as mis-

chievous as they are ugly ;
the monarchy will be ruined by their

opinions. No one laughs now ; they road, they read ! And what,

I pray you? Sentiments like this: Under a monarchical govern-

ment it is difficult forapecple to be virtuous ; or this: Monarch//

is an institution invented for the corruption of the morals of men,

and the purpose of enslaving them ; or else this: If the power of

kings comes from God, it comes as diseases and other scourges of

the human race comefrom him. You call that improving, I hope ! A
virtuous people! Now, I ask you, of what use would they bef

Everything has gone wrong since the king spoke to Voltaire and

read Diderot !
"

At this moment Balsamo thought he saw the pale face, which he

had seen before, again appear at the window
;
but it vanished

when he looked in that direction.

"
Is mademoiselle a philosopher ''.

" asked Balsamo, turning to

Anilree, with a smile.

"I don't even know what philosophy is," replied Andree. "I

like what is serious."
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"
Ha, mademoiselle !

" cried the baron,
"
then, in my opinion,

nothing is more serious than good living; like that, I pray you."
" But mademoiselle does not hate life, I presume ?

" said Balsamo.
" That depends on circumstances,

"
replied Audree.

"What a stupid phrase," exclaimed the baron; "would you
believe it, sir, my son once made me, word lor word, a similar

reply ? "

" You have a son, then, sir? "

"
Oh, mon Dieu ! sir, yes! I have that misfortune. The Chevalier

de Taverney, lieutenant in the body-guard of the dauphin, a most

excellent young man !
" And the baron uttered these four words

as if he would have crushed each letter in them.
"

I congratulate you, sir," said Balsamo, with a bow.
• "

Oh, yes! another philospher, sir ! Upon the honor of a gentle-

man, it is sickening ! Did he not speak to me the other day about

giving the negroes their freedom! 'And what about sugar?'

asked I,
' for I like my coffee very sweet, and so does Louis XV. 7

'

Sir,' replied he, 'is it not better to go without sugar than to make
a whole race suffer?' 'A race of monkeys,' said 1 and I think it

was sa)ing a great deal in their praise. Well ! What do you
think he said next? Ma foi ! there must be something in the air to

turn people's heads! He replied to me that all men were

brothers ! I the brother of a Hottentot !

"

"
Oh, that was going rather far !

"

"
Hey ! what do you think of that ? I am in great luck with my

two children, am I not ? No one will say that I shall be truly

represented in my descendants. The sister is an angel ;
tho

brother an apostle! Drink, sir, drink ! The wine is detestable !
"

"
I think it exquisite," said Balsamo, still looking at Andree.

"Then you are a philosopher! Take care, or I shall order my
daughter to preach you a sermon. But, no, philosophers have no

religion. Still, religion was a very convenient thing — one believed

in God and the king, and all was settled. Now people believe in

neither one nor the other— they must know so much — read so

much — I prefer never doubting. In my time, our only study was

to amuse ourselves— to play at faro and dice, and to fence— we

ruined duchesses, and were ruined by opera dancers— that was my
history to a tittle! The whole of Taverney went to the opera. It is

the only thing I regret, for a ruined man is not worth the name of

5
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man. You think me old, don't you? Well, it is because I am
ruined and live in this den

; because my wig is shabby and my
coat a relic of antiquity. But* look at my friend, the marshal, with

his coats of the newest cut, and bis well-curled wig, and his ten

thousand a year. lie looks young, fresh and gay, and yet he is ten

years older than I, sir— ten years, I assure you!
"

" You speak of Monsieur de Richelieu? "

*'
Yes, the same."

" The duke? »

"
^Yhy, faith, not the cardinal, I think — I do not go quite so far

back. Besides, the cardinal never did what his nephew did; he

did not last so long."
"

I am surprised that, with such powerful friends at court, you
should have left it."

"
Oh, a temporary retreat ! I shall return to it some day or

other," and the old baron cast a singular look on his daughter.
Balsamo did not allow it to pass unnoticed.

"But," said he. "the marshal might at least advance your
son ? "

" My son ! He hates him. "

" Hates the son of his friend? "

" He is quite right."
" And do you say so, sir? "

" Pardicu ! I tell you he is a philosopher— he abhors him !
"

" And Philip returns him the compliment," said Andree, with

perfect calmness. " Remove these things, Legay !

"

The young girl, roused from her fixed contemplation of the win-

dow, hastened to obey.
" Ah," said the baron, sighing,

" one used to sit after supper till

two in the morning— we had what was fit to eat then, and when
the eating was over we drank. But how drink this stuff, when we
are not occupied in eating?

"
Legay, bring a flask of Maraschino,

if there be one."
" Do so,

" said Andree, for the maid seemed to wait for her orders

before obeying those of the baron.

The baron threw himself back in the chair, shut his eyes, and

sighed with a grotesque sort of melancholy.
" You were speaking of the Marshal de Richelieu," said Balsamo,

who appeared not inclined to let the conversation drop.
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"
Yes," said Taverney,

"
I was speaking of him,

" and he hummed
an air as melancholy as his sighs.

" If he hate your son, and if he be right to hate him, because he

is a philosopher, he must retain all his friendship for you, since you
are not one."

"
Philosopher! No, heaven be praised?

"

" You must surely have claims on the administration'? You have

served the king?
"

"Fifteen years. I was the marshal's aid-de-camp— we served

together in the campaign of Mahon. Our friendship is of long

standing
— let me see, it began at the siege of Philipsbourg ;

that

was in the year 1742 or '43."
"
So,

" said Balsamo,
"
you were at the siege of Philipsbourg ! I

was there myself."

The old man sat upright in his chair and stared at the stranger.
" Excuse me ;

but what is your age, my respected guest ?
"

"Oh, I am not old," said Balsamo, holding out his glass to be

filled with Maraschino by the fair hand of Andree.

The baron interpreted the stranger's answer in his own way, and

concluded that Balsamo had some reason for concealing his age.
" Sir." said he,

" allow me to say that you do not appear to be

old enough to have served at Philipsbourg ;
that siege took place

twenty-eight years ago, and you seem to be about thirty.
"
Oh, anybody might be taken for thirty."

"
Pardieu, then, I wish I could

;
it is just thirty years since T was

that age."
Mademoiselle Andree gazed with increasing and irresistible

curiosity on the stranger, for every word revealed him in n new

light.
" You astonish me, sir,

" said the baron. " Unless you are all

this time mistake!) in the name, and are thinking of some other

town than Philipsbourg. I should say you were not more than

thirty ;
would qoI you; Andree, say the same? "

••

Fes, indeed," replied she, trying to bear the powerful eye of

their guest, but thistime again in vain.

"No, no." said the latter, "I mean what T say, I mean the

famous siege of Philipsbourg, at which the Due de Richelieu killed

his cousin, the Prim e de Lixen, in a duel. The affair took place as

they were returning from the trenches, on the high-road; he ran
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his sword right through his body! I passed just as he expired in

the arms of the Prince de Deux Buts; he was seated against the

side of a ditch when Richelieu was coolly wiping his sword."
" On my honor, you amaze me, sir,

" said the baron
;

"
it occurred

precisely as you say."
" You have beard the affair described "?

" asked Balsamo, coolly.
"

I was there. 1 had the honor of being second to the marshal.

He was not marshal then, but that is no matter."

"Let me think," said Balsamo, turning and gazing firmly on

him. " Were you not then a captain?
"

"
Precisely."

" You were in the queen's regiment of light horse, which was cut

to pieces at Fontenoy.
"

"
Perhaps you were at Fontenoy, too ?

" asked the baron,

endeavoring to jest.
"
No," replied Balsamo

;

" I was dead at that time."

The baron stared — Andree started— Nicole crossed herself.

" But to return to what we were saying. You wore the uniform

of the light horse, I -remember perfectly, at that time; I saw you
as 1 passed ; you were holding your own and the marshal's horse,

whilst they fought. I went up to you and asked you about the

duel —you gave me the details."

"
Yes, you, pardieu ! I recognize you now, you bore the title of

chevalier — they called you the Uttfe chevalier.'
11

" Mordieu I" cried the baron, all amazed.
" Excuse me that I did not sooner recognise you, but thirty years

change a man. Let us drink the marshal's health, my dear baron."

He raised his glass, and drained it to the last drop.
" You saw me there?" cried the baron. "

Impossible!"
"

I saw you," said Balsamo.

"On the high-road?"
" On the high-road."

"Holding the horses?"
"
Holding the horses."

" Whilst the duel was going on ?"
" As the prince was expiring, I said."
" Then you are fifty."
•' I am old enough to have seen what I tell you."
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The baron threw himself back in his chair, but in so ridiculous a

pet that Nicole could not help laughing. Andree, instead of laugh-

ing, seemed to be in a reverie, her eyes open and fixed on those of

Balsamo. He appeared now to have attained his object. Sud-

denly rising, he sent from his flaming eyeball two or three lightning

flashes full on her. She started, as if from an electric shock. Her

arms stiffened, her neck bent, she smiled, yet as if involuntarily, on

the stranger, then closed her eves.
" Do you also, mademoiselle, believe I speak falsely when I say

that I was present at the siege of Philipsbourg?"
"
No, sir, I believe you," she articulated, making a violent effort.

"Then it is I who am only a dotard," said the baron; "the

gentleman no doubt has come back from the other world!"

Nicole gazed on him with horror.
" Who knows?" replied Balsamo, in so solemn a tone that he was

yet more horrified.
"
Well, then, baron," resumed the old man,

" to have done with

jesting, are you really more than thirty ? You do not look more !
"

"
Sir,

" said Balsamo,
" would you believe me if I told you a very

incredible thing?"
"

I do not promise that," said the baron, looking knowing, while

Andree listened with eager attention. "
I am very incredulous, I

must candidly warn you."
" What use is there, then, in putting a question, when you will

not listen to my reply?''
"
Well, I will believe you. There ! are you satisfied?"

"
Then, sir, I have only to repeat what I have told you, and to

add that I knew you personally at the siege of Philipsbourg."
" Then you must have been a child?"

"Undoubtedly."
" Four or five years old at most?"
"
No, I was forty-one."

The baron burst into a loud fit of laughter, which Nicole re-

echoed.
"

I told you you would not believe mo," said Balsamo gravely.
" But how is it possible to believe that? At least, give me some

proofs."
" That is easy. I was forty-one then, but I do not say that I was

the man I am."
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"
Oh," cried the baron,

" this is going back to paganism. Was
there not a philosopher— for those wretches flourished in every cen-

tury — was there not a Greek philosopher who would not eat beans

because he pretended they had had souls, as my son says negroes

have, who was he ? What the deuce was his name ?"
"
Pythagoras," said Andree.

"
Yes, Pythagoras ;

the Jesuits taught me that. Father Poree

made me compose Latin verses on it, with little Arouet. I remem-
ber they thought mine much the best. Pythagoras? — yes."

"
Well, how do you know that I am not Pythagoras?

"
replied

Balsamo, quietly.
"

I do not deny that you may be Pythagoras, but Pythagoras was
not at the siege of Philipsbourg;. at least, I did not see him there."

" No
;
but you saw the Viscount Jean des Barreaux, who was in

the black musketeers."
"
Yes, I knew him well, but he was no philosopher, although he

did hate beans, and never ate them when he could help it.
"

" Well ! Do you recollect, the day after the duel. Des Barreaux

was in the trenches with you ? "

"
Yes, perfectly well."

" For you know the black musketeers and the light horse always
mounted guard together, every seven days."

" True enough. What next ?
" '

" That very evening the grape-shot fell like hail, and Des Barreaux

was dull ; he asked you for a pinch of snuff and you offered him

your gold box. "

" On which was the likeness of a female ?
"

"
Exactly. I see her now. She was fair, was she not ? "

" Alordieu !

" cried the baron, terrified,
"
you are light. Well,

then ?
"

"
Well, then," continued Balsamo,

" as he was taking that pinch
of snuff a ball carried off bis head, just in the same way that Mar-

shal Berwick's was carried away formerly."
"Alas! yes, I remember," said the baron; "poor Des Bar-

reaux! "

" And now, sir, you see I must have seen and known you at the

siege of Philipsbourg, since I was that very Des Barreaux."

The baron fell back once more in his chair, almost stupefied at

these words; but, recovering, he cried,
"
Why, this is sorcery—
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magic! A hundred years ago you would have been burnt, my dear

guest. Upon my honor, I think I can smell a sort of corpse-like

odor! "

"
Sir," said Balsamo,

" no true sorcerer or magician has ever yet

been burnt; it is fools who have anything to do with the faggot.

But a truce to this conversation. Mademoiselle de Taverney is

asleep; it seems that metaphysics and the occult sciences have few

attractions for her."

In fact, Andree, overcome by an unknown, irresistible power, felt

her head sink on her breast, like a flower whose cup bends under

its weight of dew.

At the last words of Balsamo, she made an effort to shake off the

influence that like a subtle fluid stole upon her. She shook her

head, arose, seemed about to fall, but, supported by Nicole, left the

dining-room. At the same moment the lace which had been look-

ing in at the window, and which Belsamo had long ago recognized

as Gilbert's, also disa; geared. An instant after he heard Andree begin
to play with vigor on her harpsichord. He had followed her with

his eve as she left the room, and could not help exclaiming triumph-

antly, as she disappeared,
"

I may say, like Archimedes> Eureka! "

" Archimedes ! Who was he °i
" asked the baron.

" A good sort of fellow, a savant whom I knew two thousand one

hundred and fifty years ago," said Balsamo.

CHAPTER VII

EFREKA.

Whether this piece of extravagance was too much tor the baron,

whether he had not heard it, or whether, having hoard it, ho

thought it best to get rid of his strauge guest, we know not, but ho

made dm reply to it; but when the sound of Andree's harpsichord

proved that she was engaged in the nexl apartment, he offered to

procure Balsamo the means of proceeding to the nearest town.
"

I have an old horse who, though on his last legs, will carry you
so far; and you Would at least procure good lodgings. There is,

indeed, a room and a bed at Taverney ;
l»ut my ideas of hospitality

are rather peculiar
—

'good or none '

is my motto."
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" Then you wish to send me away !

" said Balsamo, biding his

vexation under a smile. " That is treating me like an intruder. "

"
No, indeed; it is treating you like a friend, my dear guest.

Lodging you here would be really treating you as an enemy. I say
this in all conscience, but with great regret, for I am delighted
with your society."

"
Then, pray do not force me to rise when I am tired— to get on

horseback when I would rather stretch my limbs in bed. Do not

represent your hospitable resources as worse than they are, if you
would not have me believe that I have been so unfortunate as to

incur your dislike."
" Oh !

" said the baron,
" since you view the matter in that light,

you shall stay."

Then looking round for La Brie, who was in a corner, he cried,
" Come hither, you old rascal !

" La Brie advanced a few steps,

timidly.
" Ventrebleu ! come hither, I say ! Is the red room fit to

accommodate a gentleman, think you?
"

"
Oh, certainly, sir,

"
replied the old servant; "you know it is

occupied by M. Philip when he comes to Taverney.
"

" It may do very well for a poor devil of a lieutenant who comes

to pass a month with a ruined father, and, at the same time, very
unfit for a rich nobleman who travels post with four horses !

"

"I assure you," said Balsamo, "I shall be perfectly content

with it."

The baron grinned, as if he would have said,
"

I know better
;

"

then he added, aloud,
" La Brie, show the stranger to the red room,

since he is determined to be cured of all wish to return to Taver-

ney. Well, you have decided to stay, I suppose ?
" said he, turning

to Balsamo.
"
Yes, if you permit it."

"
Stay ! there are still other means."

" Means for what ?
"

" To avoid having to make the journey on horseback."
" What journey ?

"

"To Bar-le-Duc."

Balsamo waited quietly to hear this new plan developed.
"
You.were brought here by post-horses, were you not? "

"
Yes, unless Satan brought me."
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"
I at first almost suspected he did, for you do not seem to be on

bad terms with him."
" You do me infinitely more honor than I deserve."
"
Well, the horses that brought your carriage could now take it

away? "

" No
;
there are only two horses left of the four, and the carriage

is heavy. Besides, post horses must rest."
" Ha! another reason. You are determined, I see, to remain."
" Because I wish to see you again to-morrow, and express my

gratitude to you for your hospitality."
" That you could easily repay.

"

" How ?
"

" Since you are on such good terms with his satanic majesty, beg
him to permit me to discover the philosopher's stone."

" Why, M. le Baron, if you really wish for it
"

" The philosophers stone ! Parbleu ! if I really wish for it !

"

" In that case you must apply to another individual than the

devil."

"To whom, then?"
" To me, as I heard Corneille say about a hundred years ago,

when he was reciting me a part of one of his comedies."
" Ha ! La Brie, you old rascal !

" cried the baron, who began to

find the conversation rather dangerous at such an hour and with

such a man,
"
try and find a wax candle, and light the gentleman

to his room."

La Brie hastened to obey, and during this search, almost as

dubious in its result as that for the philosopher's stoue, he desired

Nicole to precede him upstairs and air the red room. Nicole being

gone, Andree was delighted to find herself alone. See felt as if she

required to reflect. The baron bid Balsamo good -night, and
retired to bed.

Balsamo looked at his watch, for he remembered the promise he

bad made to Althotas—a promise now impossible to fulfill, the two
hours having expired. He asked La Brie if the carriage was still in

the place he had pointed nut. La Brie replied that unless it would
move away of itself, it must be there. He then asked what had
become of Gilbert. La Brie assured him that the lazy fellow was no

doubt in bed two hours ago. Then, after having studied the
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topography of the passage which led to the red room, Balsamo went

out to waken Althotas.

The Baron de Taverney had not spoken falsely respecting the

discomfort of this apartment ;
it was as poorly furnished as all the

other rooms of the chateau.

An oaken bed with a faded green damask coverlet, and hangings
of the same material looped up above it; an oaken table with twisted

legs; a huge stone chimney-piece of the time of Louis XIII., to

which in winter a fire might impart some appearance of comfort,

but which now, wanting that, wanting all ornaments and utensils,

wanting wood, and stuffed with old newspapers, only made the

place look still more dreary. Such was the apartment of which

Balsamo was for one night to be the fortunate possessor.

We must add that there were two chairs and a wardrobe painted
of a graj color.

While La Brie was endeavoring to give a habitable appearance
to the room, which Nicole had aired before retiring to her own apart-

ment, Balsamo had wakened Althotas and returned to the house.

When he reached Andree's door, he stopped to listen. From the

moment Andree left the dining-room, she felt that she had escaped
from the mysterious influence wnich the stranger exercised over

her, and to rouse herself completely from its power she continued

to play on her harpsichord. Its sound reached Balsamo through
the closed door, and, as we have said, he stopped to listen.

After a minute or two he mades everal gestures with a sweeping,
circular motion which might have been mistaken for a species of

conjuration, since Andree, struck again by the same sensation she had

previously experienced, ceased to play, let her arms fall immovable

by her side, and turned toward the door with a slow, stiff motion, as

if she were obeying a command against her own free will. Balsamo
smiled in the dark as if he saw through the door. No doubt this

was all he wanted, for he stretched out his left hand, and, having
found the balustrade of the staircase, which, was steep and broad,

he ascended to the red room. In proportion as he increased his

distance, Andree. with the same slow, rigid motion, returned to her

harpsichord, and when Balsamo reached the highest stair he

heard her resume the first notes of the air which he had inter-

rupted.

Having entered his chamber, he dismissed La Brie. La Brie was
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evidently a good servant, accustomed to obey on the instant; but

now, alter moving a tew steps toward the door, he stopped.
" Well ?

" said Balsamo.

La Brie slipped his hand into his waistcoat pocket, and seemed

feeling for something in its silent depths, but he did not reply.
" Have you anything to say to me, my friend ?

"
inquired

Balsamo, approaching him.

La Brie made a great effort over himself, and pulled his hand

out of bis pocket.
"

I merely wished to say, sir, that you made a mistake this

evening.
"

.

" Did I ? " said Balsamo. " How so ? "

" You meant to give me a crown, and you gave me a louis-d'or,
"

and he opened his hand and disclosed to view the new shining

piece.

Balsamo looked at the old servant with an expression of admira-

tion which indicated he had not the highest opinion of men, as far

as probity was concerned.
" 'And honest,

7 " said he,
" as Hamlet says;

" and, feeling in his

own pocket, he drew out a second louis-d'or, which he laid beside

tbe first in La B lie's hand.

La Brio's joy at this munificence could not be described. For

twenty years he had not once seen gold, and in order to conyinco

him that hi' was really the happy possessor of such a treasure,

Balsamo had to put the money with his own hand into La Brie's

pocket. He bowed to tbe ground, and was retiring without turn-

ing bis back on the stranger when the latter stopped him.

"At what hour does tbe family usually rise iu the morning ? "

asked be.

" Monsieur de Taverney rises late, but Mademoiselle de Tavorney
is always up at a very early hour."

"At what hour? "

" About six o'clock."
u Who Bleeps above this room ?

"

"1 do, sir."

"And below !
"

"No one
;
the vestibule is under this."

" Thank you, my friend. Now you may go."
"
Good-night, .sir."
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"
Good-night. But, by the bye, see that my carriage be all safe."

" You may depend on me, sir."

"If you bear any noise or see any light, do not be alarmed; I

have an old, lame servant in it Avho travels with me everywhere.
Tell M. Gilbert not to interfere with him; and tell him also, if you

please, not to go out to-morrow morning until I have spoken to him.

Can you remember all this? "

"
Oh, certainly. But are you going to leavens so soon, sir? "

"
I am not quite sure," said Balsamo, with a smile,

"
yet, strictly

speaking, I ought to be at Bar-le-Duc to-morrow evening."
La Brie sigbed resignedly, gave a last glance at the bed, and,

taking up tbe candle, went toward tbe fireplace to give a little

warmth to the great, damp room by setting fire to the papers, as

he had no wood.
"
No, never mind," said Balsamo, preventing biin. " Leave the

old papers; if I do not sleep I can amuse myself by reading them.

La Brie bowed and retired.

Balsamo listened until the steps of the old servant had died away
on the stairs, and until he heard them overhead. Then he weut to

the window. In the opposite tower there was a light in the window
of a garret, the curtains of which were but- half closed. It was

Legay's room. She was thoughtfully unfastening her gown and

handkerchief, and from time to time she opened her window and

leaned out to see into the court-yard. Balsamo looked at her with

more attention than he had chosen to bestow on her during supper.
" What a singular resemblance !

" he murmured to himself. At
this moment the light in the garret was extinguished, although its

occupant was not yet in bed.

Balsamo leaned against the wall, listening anxiously. The notes

of the harpsichord still sounded in his ears. lie assured himself

that its harmony alone woke the midnight silence around; then,

opening the door which La Brie had shut, he cautiously descended

the stairs and gently pushed open the door of the saloon.

Andree heard nothing; her white hands continued to wander
over the old yellow keys of the instrument. Opposite her was a

mirror set in an old carved frame, the gilding of which had changed
to a dull gray. The air she played was melancholy, or, rather, she

played merely harmonies instead of an air. No doubt it was all

extempore, and she was thus reproducing in music her early recol-
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lections, or indulging in the dreams of her imagination. Perhaps
her spirit, saddened by her residence, at Taverney, had left the

chateau to wander in the large, shady gardens of the, convent of the

Annonciades at Nancy, ringing with the merry voices of troops of

happy boarders. Whether such were her dreams or not, her vaguo

gaze seemed to lose itself in the somber mirror before her, which

reflected only indistinctly the different objects in the vast apartment,

dimly lighted by the single candle placed on the harpsichord.

Sometimes she suddenly ceased. It was when she recalled the

strange vision of the evening and her unaccountable impressions,

but, before hei thoughts had time to take any precise form, her

heart beat, she felt a thrill run through her limbs, and she started

as though a living being had come into contact with her. All at

once, as she tried to account for these feelings, they returned. Sho

felt a thrill as if* from an electric shock. Her eye became fixed, her

floating thoughts became embodied, as it were, and she perceived

something move over the dim mirror.

The door of the saloon had opened noiselessly, and in the door-

way a shadow appeared. She shuddered; her fingers wandered

involuntarily over the keys; yet nothing could be more easily

accounted for than the appearance of the figure. Might it not be

her father, or Nicole, or La Brie, who, before retiring, had returned
'

to the apartment upon some household errand? La Brio's visits of

that kind were frequent, and on these occasions the faithful creature

never made a sound. But no; the eyes of her soul showed her that

the being whom she did not see was none of those wo have named.

The shadow drew nearer, becoming more distinct in the mirror,

and, when within the circle of the light afforded by the candle, the

stranger was seen, his dress of black velvet increasing the ghastly

pallor of his face. He had, for some mysterious reason, laid aside

the silk one which he wore at supper.*

She would have turned and screamed, but Balsamo extended his

arms, and she remained motionless. Sho made another effort.

"
sir," said she,

"
in the oame of Heaven, what do you want I

"

He smiled; the glass reflected his smile, and she watched it with

eager gaze, but he did not reply.

She tried once more to rise, but could not
;
an irresistible power,

Y
It is well known that silk is a bad conductor, and repels the electric Quid. It

it is almost impossible to magnetize n person who wears a dross of silk.
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a paralyzing feeling which was not with'out a pleasurable sensation

attending it, fixed her to her chair while her eye never left the

magic mirror. This new sensation alarmed her, for she felt that

she was altogether in the power of the unknown. She made
another almost supernatural effort to call for aid, but Balsamo

extended both his hands above her head, and nc sound escaped her

lips. She continued dumb, her bosom loaded with a stupefying
heat which ascended slowly in invading billows to her brain. She
had no longer strength or will; her head sank on her shoulder.

At this moment Balsamo thought he heard a slight noise; he
turned— the face of the man he had seen before was at the window.

He frowned, and, strange to say, the frown was reflected on the

young girl's face.

Then, turning again to Andree, he drew down his hands which

he had hitherto held above her head
;
then he raised them again

gently, again drew them down, and continued thus to overwhelm
her with column upon column of the electric fluid.

"
Sleep," said he.

She still struggled against his power.

"Sleep," he repeated, in a voice of command, "sleep, it is my
will !

'

Then all her faculties yielded to that all- powerful will
;
she leaned

her elbow on the harpsichord, drooped her head on her hand, and

slept.

Balsamo now, without turning his face from her, left the room,
closed the door and went up to his own chamber. Scarcely had he

retired when the face once more appeared at the window. It was

Gilbert's.

CHAPTER VIII.

ATTRACTION".

Gilbert, whose menial position in the chateau of Taverney caused

him to be excluded from the saloon, watched all the evening those

whose rank permitted them that privilege. During supper he saw

Balsamo's looks and gestures. He remarked Andree's attention to

him, the baron's unusual affability, and the respectful eagerness of

La Brie.
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When the party rose from table, he hid in a clump of shrubs, lest

Nicole, in closing the shutters, or in goiDg to her own room, might
see him, and put an end to bis espionage. Nicole bad, indeed, made
her round to secure all for the night, but our of the shutters of the

saloon she was forced to leave open, the half unfixed hinge of which

would not permit it to close. Gilbert knew that such was the case,

so he remained out, certain that he could continue his watchings
when Legay was gone.

His watchings, have we said? What reason had Gilbert to

watch? Having been brought up at Taverney, did he not know it

perfectly, as well as the habits of the family ? The reason was, that

on that evening he had other motives than those which usually

actuated him; he not only watched, but waited.

When Nicole quitted the saloon, leaving Andree there, after

having slowly closed the doors and shutters, she walked for a few

minutes up and down in front of the house, as if she expected some

one. Then she looked furtively on all sides, peeped into the saloon,

waited a little longer, and at length made up her mind to go to

bed.

Gilbert, motionless, bending down close to the trunk of a tree,

and scarcely venturing to breathe, saw every movement and gesture

of Nicole; and when she bad disapp areri, and when he saw a light

in the windows of her apartment, he stole again on tiptoe to the

window, leaned forward, and continued, although scarcely knowing

why, with eager eyes to devour Andree, who was sitting at her

harpsichord in a listless attitude.

Just then Joseph Balsamo entered the saloon. Gilbert started,

and every faculty was strained to enable him to comprehend the

scene which we have just described. Ho thought that Balsamo

complimented Andree on her musical talent, that she replied with

her usual coldness; that, with a smile, lie repeated his praise, and

that then she stopped to reply, and to dismiss him for the night.

He admired the grace with which the stranger retired backward;

but he had in reality iindi I nothing of the scene, as it had all

passed in silence, lie had heard do words, he had seen the lips and

hands of the pair before him move, and. close observer as he was, ho

discovered no mystery in what appeared to pass so naturally.

Balsamo gone, Gilbert remained no longer in an attitude of

observation, but apparently lost in observation of Andree, so
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beautiful in her careless attitude; but soon, to bis amazement, he
discovered that she was asleep. He remained for some moments

longer in the same position, to be certain that such was the case
;

then, when be was quite convinced, he clasped bis forehead with
both hands, like one who feared for his senses in the flood of

thoughts and sensations which poured on his brain. "Oh! " said

he wildly,
" her hand !

— that my lips might only touch her hand !

Gilbert, Gilbert, rouse thee! I will do it!
"

As he spoke he rushed into the anteroom and reached the door
of the saloon, which, as when Balsamo entered, opened without
noise. But scarcely was it opened, scarcely did he find the young
girl before him without anything separating them, than he felt all

the importance of the step he had taken. He, the son of a farmer

and a peasant woman; he, the timid young man, who in his low-

ness dared hardly raise his eyes to his haughty mistress— he was

going to press to his lips the hem of the robe or the tip of the finger
of this sleeping majesty, who, if she awoke, would with a look crush

him to the dust. At this idea all that had intoxicated him and
made him bold vanished. He stopped and clung to the door-post,
for he trembled and felt as if he should fall.

But Andree's meditation or sleep (for Gilbert could not yet decide

whether she slept or was only buried in thought) was so deep that

he in no way disturbed her, yet one might have heard the beating
of his heart, which he tried in vain to still. He remained a minute

gazing on her. She stirred not; she was so beautiful, with her head

gently bent forward on her hand, her long unpowdered hair falling

on her shoulders that the flame, which fear for a moment had extin-

guished, rekindled. His madness returned. He must at least touch

something touched by her. He made a step toward her. The floor

creaked under his unsteady footstep, a cold moisture stood on his

forehead. But she seemed to have heard nothing.

"She sleeps!" he murmured. "Oh, joy! she sleeps!"

But before he advanced three steps farther he stopped again. It

was the unusual brightness of the candle which alarmed him now,
for it had burned down in the socket, and gave, as usual, a larger

flame just before it expired. But not a sound, not a breath in the

house. La Brie bad returned to bed and, no doubt, to sleep, and
the light in Nicole's chamber was extinguished.

"
Courage!

" said he, and he advanced anew. Strange, the floor
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creaked again, but Andree stirred not, and Gilbert himself could

scarcely avoid being frightened by this mysterious repose.

"She sleeps!" repeated he again, with that varying resolution

peculiar to the lover and the coward, and he who is not master of

his heart is always a coward. "She sleeps! Oh, heaven! oh,

heaven !
"

In the midst of all these feverish altercations of fear and hope he

still advanced, and at last found himself within two paces of

Andree. Then he felt as if fascinated. He would have fled were

flight possible; but once within the circle of attraction, of which she

was the center, he felt himself rooted to the spot, and conquered,

subdued he fell on both his knees.

Andree remained motionless as a statue. Gilbert took the hem
of her dress in both hands, and kissed it

;
then he looked up slowly,

breathlessly. His eyes met hers, which were wide open, yet she saw

him not.

Gilbert no longer knew what to think
;
he was overwhelmed with

astonishment. For a moment the horrible idea that she was dead

flashed across his mind. He seized her hand, it was warm, and

the pulse beat softly ;
but this hand remained unresistingly in his.

Then, bewildered by having touched it, he imagined that she saw,

that she felt, that she had discovered his maddening passion; poor

blinded heart ! That she expected his visit, that her silence indi-

cated consent, her immovability favor. He raised her hand to his

lips, and imprinted on it a long and burniug kiss. Immediately a

shudder ran through her frame, and Gilbert felt that she repelled

him.
"

I am lost! " he murmured, relinquishing her hand, and throw-

ing himself upon the floor.

Andree rose as if moved by a spring, and not once casting her

eyes to the floor, on which Gilbert lay overcome by shame and fear,

without even strength to ask a pardon which he knew would not

be granted, her head erect, her neck rigid, and with a painful and

constrained step, she moved toward the door. She passed on like

one drawn by a secret spell to an unseen goal, and in passing she

touched Gilbert's shoulder. He raised himself on one hand, turned

slowly, and followed her with eyes lull of amazement. She opened

the door, passed into the anteroom, and reached the foot of the
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stair. Pale and trembling, Gilbert dragged himself after her on

his knees.
u
Oh," thought he,

" she is so indignant that she would not her-

self deign to show her anger. She is going to the baron to relate

my shameful infatuation, and I shall be turned out like a disgraced

lackey!
"

The thought that he should be dismissed— that he should no

longer see her who was his light, his life, his soul— gave him

courage; he arose and hurried after her. "
Oh, pardon, mademoi-

selle
;

in the name of Heaven, pardon !
" murmured he.

Andree appeared not to have heard him, passed on, but did not

enter her father's apartment. Gilbert breathed more freely. She

advanced toward the staircase, and began to ascend.

"Great heaven!" murmured he, "where can she be going?
That is the way to the red room which the stranger occupies, and
to La Brie's loft. It may be to call him— yet, she would ring; she

must be going— oh, impossible, impossible!
" and he wrung his

hands with rage at the thought that she was going into Balsamo's

apartment.
She stopped before the door. A cold perspiration trickled down

Gilbert's forehead
;
he grasped the iron of the balustrade that he

might not fall, for he had continued to follow her, and all that he

saw and all that he fancied filled him with horror.

Balsamo's door was half open. Andree did not knock, but pushed
it wider and entered the room. The light within fell on her noble

features, and was reflected with a golden luster from her large, open

eyes. Gilbert could see the stranger standing in the middle of the

chamber, with his eyes fixed, his brow contracted, and one hand

extended with a commanding gesture.

This was all
;
the door was shut again.

Gilbert felt his strength abaudon him. He put his hand to his

head and fell heavily on the cold stone of the upper step of the

stairs, but with his eyes turned on the accursed door, which

eutuiubyd his past dreams, his present happiness, his future hopes?
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CHAPTER IX.

CLAIRVOYANCE.

Balsamo advanced to meet the young lady, who moved toward

him in a direct line, rigid in her movement as the bronze statue in

Don Juan. However strange her coming might seem to any other

than Balsamo, he appeared in no degree surprised at it.

" I commanded you to sleep," said he
;

" do you sleep ? "

She sighed, but did not answer. Balsamo drew nearer her, im-

parting to her still more of the electric fluid.

"
It is my will that you speak," he said.

She started.

11 Have you hearrl my command ? "

Andree assented by a gesture.
" Then why do you not speak ? "

She put her hand to her throat, as if to indicate that she could

not articulate.
"
Well, sit down !

" said Balsamo.

He took her by the hand which Gilbert had so lately kissed with-

out her being conscious, and his touch gave her that shudder which

sho had then exhibited, but which had been caused by the electric

fluid descending on her at that moment from the room above. Led

by him, she made three steps backward and sat down in an

arm-chair.
" Do you see ?

" he asked.

Her eyes dilated as if she tried to take in all the rays of light in

the apartment.
" I do not mean to ask if you see with your eyes. Do you see

inwardly
1

?
"
and, drawing from under his embroidered coat a little

rod of steel, he touched her heaving breast. She bounded as if a

dart of flame had pierced her and entered her heart, and then her

eyes closed.
" And now you begin to see ?

" ho said.

Sho bowed in assent.
" And you will soon speak?

"

"Yes," replied Andree; but at the same moment she put her

hand to her head in a manner expressive of great suffering.
" What is the matter? " asked Balsamo.
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11 1 am in pain."
" Wherefore ?

»

" Because you force me to see and speak.
"

,

He made several movements over her head, as if to lessen the

influence of the electricity.
" Do you suffer now? "

" Not so much."
"
Well, then, look where you are."

Her eyes remained closed, but her face expressed great surprise.
"

I am in the red chamber !
" she murmured.

" With whom ?
"

" With you !
" continued she, shuddering.

" What is the matter? "

"
I am afraid— I am ashamed! "

" Of what ? — are we not united by sympathy ? "

"
Yes, certainly !

"

" And you know that I have caused you to come here with a pure
intention ? "

"
True, true," said she.

" That I respect you as a sister ?
"

"
I know it, indeed !

" and her face grew calm, then again was

troubled.
" You do not tell me all — you do not pardon me entirely.

"

" Because I see that though you would not wrong me, you would

another, perhaps."
"
Possibly," he muttered,

" but look not at that!" he added in an

authoritative tone.

Her face resumed its usual expression.
" Are all asleep in the house ?"
"

I do not know."
" Then look and see. "

" Where shall I look?"
" Let me see— first, in your father's room; what is he doing?"
" He is in bed."

"Asleep?"
" No; he is reading.".
" What is he reading?"
" One of those bad bonks which he wishes mo to read."
" And you will not read them ?"
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" No !" said she with an expression of the greatest scorn on her

features.
"
Well, we are safe, then. Look in Nicole's room."

" There is no light in her room."
" But you do not want light to see."
" Not if you command me."

"See! it is my will."

"Ah, I see!"

"What?"
" She is half undressed — she is opening her door softly

— she is

going down-stairs !

"

" So— where is she going?"
"She stops at the courtyard gate

— she waits behind it — she

watches!"

Balsamo smiled. " Is she watching to see whether you are out 1
"

"No."
"
Well, that is the principal matter; for when a young lady is free

from her father's and her waiting-maid's eye, she has nothing to

fear unless "

"No."
"You are replying to my thought."
"I sec it."

" Then you have no lover ? "

"I? " asked she, disdainfully.
"
Yes, you might be in love; young people do not leave their

convents to be shut up. They give liberty to their hearts when

their persons are set free !
"

Andree shook her head. "My heart is free," she said, sadly;

and such an expression of candor and virgin modesty lighted

her features that Balsamo exclaimed with rapture,
" A lily,

a true pupil, a clairvoyante !

" and he clasped his hands with joy

and gratitude.
Then turning again to Andree: "But if you do not love, you

may be loved," said he.
"

I do not know," replied she, softly.
"
What, do you not know !

" he cried, imperiously.
" When I

question, I expect a proper answer? " and ho touched her bosom

in with the steel rod. she started, but without evincing so

much pain as before.
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"
Yes, I see," said she. " But be gentle, or you will kill me."

" What do you see ?
"

"
Oh, but no ! It cannot be," said she.

"
What, then, do you see"? "

" A young man, who, ever since my leaving the convent, has fol-

lowed me, watched me, brooded on me, yet always secretly."
" Who is the young man? "

"I do not see his face. I see his coat; it is like that of a

workman."
" Where is he ?

"

" At the foot of the stairs. He seems in sorrow, he weeps."
" Why can you not see his face? "

" It is hidden in his hands."
" Look through his hands."

She made an effort
;

then exclaimed,
"
No, it is impossible,

Gilbert?"
" Why impossible?

"

". He— he dare not love me !
" cried she, with a lofty expression

of disdain.

Balsamo smiled like one who kuows mankind, and who is aware

that there is no distance the heart will not overleap, were there an

abyss between it and its object.
" And what is he doing at the foot of the staircase ? "

"Stay! He removes his hands from his face; he seizes the

balustrade; he rises; he ascends."
" Ascends where ? "

" Up here— but no matter— he dares not come in."

"Why not? "

" Because he is afraid," said she, with a smile of contempt.
" But he will listen ?

"

" Yes
;
for he is now putting his ear to the door. "

" That annoys you ? "

"
Yes, he may hear what I say."

" And would he use it against her whom he loves? "

"
Yes, in a moment of passion or jealousy — in such a moment he

would be capable of anything."
"Then let us get rid of him," said Balsamo, and he walked

noisily to the door.

Gilbert's hour to be courageous was not yet come, for, at the
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noise, fearing to bo caught, be jumped astride on the balustrade,
and slid down noiselessly to the bottom of the staircase. Andree
uttered a stilled cry.

"Look no more in that direction," said Balsamo, returning
toward her

;

" the loves of the vulgar are of no importance. Speak
to me of the Baron of Taverney, will you ¥

"

"
I will answer what you choose," said she, sighing.

" The baron is very poor, is he not 1?
"

"
Very poor."

" Too poor to allow yon any amusement If
"

"Oh, yes."
" You are heartily tired of Taverney f "

"Heartily!"
" You are ambitious, perhaps % "

"No."
" You love your father? "

"
Yes," said the young girl with hesitation.

" Yet I thought this evening your filial love was not very

apparent," said Balsamo, smiling.
" I am vexed at him for having wasted my mother's fortune, so

that poor Maison Rouge has to pass his time iu garrison, and cannot

worthily support the dignity of our family."
" Who is this Maison Rouge $ "

"My brother Philip."
" Why do you call him Maison Rouge ?

"

"
It is, or rather it was, the name of one of our castles, and the

eldest of the family bears it until the death of the chief, then he is

called Taverney."
" You love your brother, then i "

"
Oh, dearly, dearly !

"

" More than any one in the world 1f
"

" More than any one in the world !
"

" Why do you love him so warmly and your father so coldly
1

? "

" Because he has a noble heart; he would die for me."
" And your father?"

She was -ilont. Doubtless Balsamo thought it better not to force

her against her will on this point ; and perhaps, also, he already
knew as much of the baron as he wished.

" And where is the Chevalier Maison Rouge at this moment If
"
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" Where is Philip ? "

" Yes !
»

" In the garrison at Strasbourg."
" Do you see him there ¥

"

" Where ?
"

" At Strasbourg."
"

I do not see him."
" Do you know that town ? "

"No."
"

I know it— let us visit it together— will you ? "

" Yes
; with pleasure !

"

" Now. Is he at the theater ?
"

"No."
" Is he at the coffee-house in the square with the other officers ? "

"No."
" Has he gone back to his apartment f I wish that you should

look for him there. "

"
I see nothing. I think he is not in Strasbourg."

" Do you know the road from thence ?
"

"No."
" I know it— follow me ! Is he at Saverne f "

"No."
" Is he at Saarbruck ? "

"No."
" Is he at Nancy ? "

"
Stay ! stay !

" The young girl seemed collecting all her powers— her heart beat— her bosom heaved. "I see him! I see him!
Dear Philip, what joy !

"

"What is he doing?
"

" Dear Philip !
" continued Andree, her eyes sparkling with joy.

"Where is he ?
"

" On horseback, riding through a town I know well."

"What town? "

"
Nancy ! Nancy ! where I was at the convent."

" Are you sure that it is he? "

"
Oh, yes, the torches around show his face."

"Torches?" said Balsamo, with surprise; "why are there

torches? "
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"He is ou horseback, at the door of a magnificent carriage,

richly gilt.
"

" Ah !
" cried Balsamo, who appeared to comprehend this,

" who
is in the carriage ?

"

" A young lady— oh, how majestic she is! how graceful! how
beautiful ! Strange, I almost fancy T have seen ber before; no — it

is Nicole's features which resemble hers."
" Nicole resembles the young lady who is so beautiful and so

majestic .'

"

"
Yes, yes ; but as a jasmine may be said to resemble a lily."

" Let us see what is passing at Nancy at this moment."
il The young lady bends forward and makes a sign to Philip to

approach; he obeys, and takes off his hat respectfully."
" Can you hear what they say ?

"

"
I am listening.

" said Andree, impressing silence on Balsamo by
a gesture.

"
I hear, I hear !

" murmured she.
" What does the young lady say?

"

" She orders him, with a sweet smile, to hasten the pace of the

horses. She says she will require her escort to be ready at six in

the morning, as she wishes to stop on the road. "

" To stop ? Where ? "

" My brother is just asking her. Heavens ! she wishes to stop at

Taverney, to see my father! Such a great princess at our poor
house! What shall we do— without plate

— almost without linen? "

" Do not be uneasy; that will be provided for."
"
Oh, thanks, thanks! " And the young girl, who had half risen

from her seat, sank back with a heavy sigh, completely exhausted.

Balsamo immediately approached her, and, by some magnetic

passes in an opposite direction, changed the course of the electric

fluid. A calm sleep then stole over her lovely frame, which had

bent down exhausted, her head sinking on her palpitating bosom.

"Recover thy strength," said Balsamo, gazing at her with a

stern delight ;

"
I shall soon require thy light again. Science !

"

continued he, with the rapture of exalted faith,
" thou alone never

deceivest us; to thee, then, man ought to sacrifice every feeling.

This young girl is beautiful, pure as an angel; and He who made

beauty and innocence knows how dear they ought to be to us. But

let the creature perish
— how pure, how perfect, how beautiful

soever she be— if 1 can but make her speak the words of truth!
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Let all the delights of the world — love, passion, rapture— exist no

longer for me, if I can only with a firm step advance on the path
of light and science. And now, young girl, now that my will has

given thee strength, awake; or rather, sink again in the sleep

which reveals all things ! Speak again ;
hut now it must he for me

that thou must speak."
He spread his hands oyer her head, and forced her to sit up by

breathing upon her. Seeing her ready and submissive, he took

from his pocket-book a curl of jet-black hair, which he put into

Andree's hand.
" See! " he commanded.
"
Again !

" said she, with anguish.
"
Oh, no, let me rest

; it is

too painful, and just now I felt so happy !
"

" See! "
replied Balsamo, pitilessly, touching her again with the

steel rod.

She wrung her hands, struggling to evade the tyranny of the

experimenter. The foam was on her lips, as formerly gathered on

those of the pythoness on her sacred tripod.
" I see, I see! " cried she, with the despair of a subdued will.

" What do you see ? "

" A woman."
" Ah! " exclaimed Balsamo, with wild joy,

" science is not, then,

a useless word, like virtue! Mesmer is greater than Brutus!

Describe the woman, that I may know you really see her whom I

would have you see."
" She is a brunette, tall, with blue eyes, jet-black hair and sinewy

arms. "

"What is she doing?"
" She gallops, she Hies forward, carried by a splendid horse,

reeking with sweat and foam."
" In what direction? "

"
There, there !

" said the young girl, pointing to the west.

"On the highway?"
"Yes."
"Toward Chalons? "

"Yes."
"
Good," said Balsamo;

" she takes the road which I shall take;

she goes to Paris, as I do; I shall find her there. Now rest," said

he; and he took from Andree's hand the curl of hair.
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Her arms fell powerless by her side.

" Now return to your harpsichord!
"

Andree arose aud made a step toward the door, but, overcome by

inexpressible fatigue, her limbs refused to support her. She

staggered.
" Renew your strength and walk," said Balsamo, enveloping her

anew with magnetic passes; and she, like the generous steed that

braces every nerve to fulfill his master's will, unjust though it be,

walked erect. Balsamo opened the door, and, still sleeping, she

descended the stairs.

CHAPTER X.

NICOLE LEGAT.

While the scene of interrogation was passing in Balsamo's

chamber, Gilbert remained under the railings at the foot of thejstair-

case in a state of indescribable torture. Not daring to ascend again
to listen at the door of the red chamber, he fell into despair, and

this despair was increased tenfold by the feeling of his weakness and

his inferiority.

Balsamo was only a man (for Gilbert, being a profound thinker—a

philosopher in embryo—had small faith in sorcerers); but then this

man was strong, and he was weak— this man was courageous, and

Gilbert was not so yet. Twenty times he arose, determined to beard

the stranger, and twenty times his trembling limbs bent under him,
and he sank on his knees. Then the thought struck him that he

would get a ladder used by La Brie (who was at the same time cook,

butler, and gardener)' for nailing the jasmine and honeysuckle

against the walls, and, by propping it against the balcony of the

apartment, be enabled to mount to the window, and witness what he

so ardently desired to discover.

He passed stealthily into the court-yard, ran to the spot where the

ladder lay, but, as he was stooping to take it up, ho thought ho

heard a noise in the direction of the house, and he turned. He was

almost certain that in the obscurity he saw a human form enter the

dark frame of the open door, but moving so quickly and so noiselessly

that it appeared rather a specter than a living being, lie le1 the

ladder fall, and, his heart beating audibly, hastened back toward

the chateau.
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Some minds are constitutionally superstitious, and these are

generally the most eialted and i ichest in fancy. They admit the

fabulous more readily than the rational, because what is natural is

too common for them, impelled as they are toward the impossible,

or at least the ideal. Such spirits delight in the darkness of the

forest, the depths of which they people with phantoms or genii.

The ancients, who were poets in all things, saw these fantastic beings
in open day; but as their sun, warmer and brighter than ours,

forbade the fancy to bring forth specters and demons, they filled the

forest with smiling dryads and wood-nymphs. Gilbert, born in a

gloomier clime, imagined he saw a spirit. This time, in spite of his

incredulity, he recalled the words of the woman who had fled from

Balsamo, and the idea Hashed across his mind that the sorcerer

might have summoned up some evil spirit to do his bad behests.

But Gilbert had always, alter a first impression, a second not more

encouraging, for it was the result of reflection. He recalled all the

arguments of powerful minds against the belief in the return of

spirits to this world, and thinking of the article Specter in the

Philosophical Dictionary restored his courage; but it was only to

give him another apprehension, better founded and more alarming.
If he had indeed seen any one, it must have been a real individual

deeply interested in watching him. Fear suggested M. de Taver-

ney ; his conscience whispered another name. He looked up to

Nicole's apartment; her candle was out, not a ray of light was
visible

;
not a whisper, not a movement, not a light in all the house

except in the stranger's room. He looked, he listened; then, seeing

nothing, hearing nothing- he took up the ladder again, convinced

that he had been deceived, and that this vision had been the result

of a suspension of his observing faculties, rather than of their

exercise.

Just as he was about to place his ladder, Balsamo's door opened
and then shut. At this sound he hurried in, and saw Andree glide

out and descend the stairs without noise.and without a light, as if

guided and supported by a supernatural power. Having reached

the landing-place, she passed by where he had now concealed him-
self in the shade, her dress touching him as she passed, and con-

tinued her way. The baron was asleep, La Brie in bed, Nicole in

the other turret, Balsamo's door closed
;
he could not be surprised

by any one. He made a violent effort aud followed her, adapting
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his step to hers, and keeping at a distance from her. She passed

through the anteroom into the saloon; but, although she left the

door open, he stopped just before he reached it. Should he enter ?

He hesitated, then resolved ; but, just as his foot was on the thresh-

old, an arm was stretched out in the darkness, and lie was firmly

grasped. Gilbert turned, his heart panting as if it would burst his

bosom.
" So I have caught you at last !

"
whispered an angry voice close

at his ear. " Deny now, if you can, that you have meetings, that

you are in love with her !
"

Gilbert had not strength to shake himself loose from the grip

which detained him, yet it was only that of a young girl, it was

simply the hand of Nicole Legay that held him.
" What do you mean f

"
whispered he, impatiently.

"
Oh, I am to speak it out, then? r

'

and Nicole raised her voice

nearly to the loudest pitch.

"No-, for God's sake be quiet!
"

replied Gilbert, between his

closed teeth, and dragging her away from the door.

" Well, come with me, then !

"

This was what Gilbert wanted, for, by going away with her, he

took her away from Andree. He followed Nicole, who led the way
into the court-yard, shutting the door behind her when he had

passed.
"
But," said Gilbert,

" mademoiselle will be retiring to her apart-

ment
;
she will call you to help her to undress, and you will not bo

in the house."
" Do you think I care for that now ? Let her call or not, I must

speak to you.
"

" You might put off until to-morrow what you have got to say,

Nicole. You know Mademoiselle Andree is strict."

"
Yes, I would advise her to be strict —particularly with me !

"

"
To-morrow, Nicole, I promise."

" You promise ! I know what your fine promises arc. This very

day you promised to meet me near Maison Rouge. Where were

you? Why, in the very opposite direction, since you brought the

traveler hither! Your promises, indeed: I believe them just as I

did those of our confessor at the Annonciades, who swore to

keep secret what we confessed, and then told all our sins to tho

abbess! "
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"
But, Nicole, you will be dismissed if you are seen."

" And you— will you not be dismissed for being in love with my
young lady? Do you think the baron too geuerous for that? "

" He could surely have no motive for dismissing me," said Gil-

bert, endeavoring to defend himself.

"
Oh, none in the world ! The baron, perhaps, allows you to pay

your addresses to his daughter. I really did not know he was quite

so great a philosopher !
"

Gilbert might easily have proved to Nicole, by relating what he

had just witnessed, that, if he was to blame, at least Andree was

not privy to his misconduct; and incredible as her visit to the

stranger's apartment would have appeared, Nicole, thanks to the

good opinion women have of one another, would have believed him.

But deeper reflection arrested the words on his lips. Andree's

secret was one that might serve him, as it placed her completely

in his power; and, as he loved Andree infinitely more than he

feared Nicole, he was silent on the singular events he had just

witnessed.
"
Well," said he,

" since you insist on having an explanation, let

us understand each other."
"
Oh, that is easily done. But you are right

— this is a bad place

for it
;

let us go to my room. "

" To your room? Impossible !
"

" Why so ? "

" We might be surprised.
"

"Indeed! and who would surprise us? Mademoiselle? True;
she might be jealous about her sweet youth ! Unfortunately for

her, since her secret is discovered, I am not afraid of her.

Mademoiselle Andree jealous of Nicole ! What an honor!" And
the forced laugh of the young girl frightened Gilbert more

than any invective or menace could possibly have done.
" It is not mademoiselle of whom I am afraid," said he; "I am

only anxious on your own account, Nicole."
"
Oh, most anxious, no doubt ! But you are going to my room

for no bad purpose, and you have often told me where there is no

bad intention there should be no shame. Philosophers are Jesuits

sometimes, and our confessor at the Annoniciades told me all that

before yon. Come, come no more false reasons. Corao to my
room

;
I am resolved you shall !

"
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" Nicole !
" said he grinding his teeth.

"Well, what more m v?"
" Take care! an,, he raised his hand.
" Oh, I am not afraid ! You have struck me once ; but you were

jealous then. At that time you loved me, and I allowed you to

strike me. But I shall not now— no, no, no! for you no longer
love me, and it Is I who am jealous now. "

" But wha. .. '1 you do ? " cried Gilbert, grasping her wrist.
" I shall sci:rr', -nd mademoiselle will hear me. I advise you to

let go your hoL", of me. "

Gilbert dropped her hand •

then, seizing the ladder, and dragging
it eautio-"-]

'

al'te. him,, ho placed it against the wall of the turret,

so that it reached nearly to Nicole's window.
" See how things turn in this world," said she maliciously.

" Tho
ladder which was to assist you to climb to mademoiselle's apart-
ment must merely serv> y u to descend from my humble attic.

Very flattering for me, :'
J i not? "

Nicole, perceiving the :. .'.vantage she had gained, declared her

triumph with that precipe te eagerness which women, unless,

indeed, of very superior minds, often exhibit, a victory which is

often too dearly purchased.

Gilbert, who felt himself in a false position, was sileut and

followed tho young girl, reserving all his powers for the approach-

ing contest.

In the first place, however, like a prudent general, he satisfied

himself on two points. The first was, in passing before the

window, that Mademoiselle de Tavercey was still in the saloon;

and the second*, on reaching NicoIe :

s chamber, that, in case of

necessity, he could reach the ladder without much risk of breaking
hi* neck, and thus allow himself to slide to the ground.

Nicole's room was as simple in its furniture as the rest of the

house. It was a loft, the walls of which were covered with a drab
and green paper. A wooden bed and a large geranium placed near

the window7 were its whole furniture and decorations, except a

large bonnet-box, given her by Andrec, which served both for table

and wardrobe. Nicole sat <}nwn on the edge of the bed, Gilbert on

a corner of the box. She had had time to calm down while ascend-

ing the stairs, and now, completely mistress of herself, she felt

strong in having justice on her side. Gilbert, on the contrary, was
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agitated, and could not recover bis coolness; his anger had

increased as hers decreased.
"
So,

" said she,
"
you are in love with mademoiselle, and you have

attempted to deceive me? '•'

" Who told you I was in love with mademoiselle ?
"

" Dame! Were you not going to a rendezvous with her !
"

" How do you know that I had a rendezvous with her? "

- " How do I know ? Why, there was no one else to go to but tho

sorcerer!"
"
Well, I might have been going to him

;
I am ambitious."

"
Say envious."

" It is the same word taken in a bad sense."

" Don't let us dispute about words —you love me no longer."
"
Yes, I do— I love you still.

"

" Then why do you avoid me ?"
" Because you quarrel with me whenever 1 meet you."
" That is because you always rw id me."
" You know I am shy— that I love solitude."

"
Yes; and you seek solitude ladder in hand !"

Gilbert was beaten on his first move.

"Come, come! Be frank if you can, Gilbert, and confess that

you no longer love me, or that you love two womeu at once. "

11
Well, and if I did, what would you say ?"

" I should say it was monstrous:"
"
No, no ! that there was an error somewhere."

"In your heart?"

"No, in our social state. You know there are nations where

every man is allowed seven or eight wives."

" They are not Christians," said Nicole, pettishly.
"
They are philosophers," said Gilbert, with dignity.

"
So, Master Philosopher, you would wish me to take a second

lover, as you have done !"

"
I would not be unjust and tyrannical ;

I should not wish to re-

press the impulses of your heart. Freedom, blessed freedom,

respects free-will. If you change your love, Nicole, I shall not

force you to a fidelity which, in my opinion, is unnatural."

" Ah, I see plainly you no longer love me!"

Gilbert was great in argument; not that he was skillful in logic,

but he was an adept in paradox, and, however, little he knew, he
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still knew more than Nicole. She had read only what amused her,

he what taught him a little also, and, as they talked, be regaiued
his presence of mind while Nicole began to lose hers.

" Has the great philosopher any memory?" asked Nicole with an
ironical smile.

"
Sometimes," replied Gilbert.

" Then you have not forgotten, perhaps, what you said to me five

months ago, when I came with mademoiselle from the Annonci-

ades?"
" I have forgotten. Tell it me. "

"You said: *I am poor. It was the day we were reading

among the old ruins."

"Well, goon."
" lou trembled very much that day

"

"
Very likely; I am naturally timid. But I do all I can to correct

that fault, and some others also."
" So that, when you have corrected all your faults,

" said Nicole,

laughing,
"
you will be perfect."

"
I shall be strong. Wisdom gives strength."

"WJiepe did you read that, pray ?
"

""^Never mind. Return to what you were saying."
Nicole felt that she was losing ground every minute.
"
Well, you said to me: 'I am poor; no one loves me. Yet there

is something here.' And you pressed your hand on your heart."
"
No, Nicole. If I pressed my hand anywhere when I said that, it

must have been on my forehead. The heart is merely a forcing-

pump, which drives the blood to the extremities of the body. Read

the article Heart in the Plrilosoplrical Dictionary.
" And Gilbert

drew himself up proudly. Humble before Balsamo, he gave him-

self the airs of a prince before Nicole.
" You are right, Gilbert. It must have been your head which you

struck. Well, striking your forehead, you said .
' I am treated here

worse than a dog. Indeed, Mahon is in a happier condition than I.'

I replied that they were wrong not to love you; that if you had been

my brother I should have loved you also. I think, however, 1 said

that from my heart, not from my head. But perhaps I am wrong,

for I never read the Philosophical I)i<tionar>j."

You ought to read it, Nicole."

"Then you threw your arms round mo. You said, 'You are au

7
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orphan— I am one, too; let us love one another as if we were

brother and sister— no ! Better than if we were
;
for if we were,

we should be forbidden to love as I wish we should;' then you

kissed me. "

"
Very possibly !

"

" Did you think then as you spoke ? "

"
Oh, yes

— one generally thinks what one says at the time one

says it.
"

" So that now »

" Now I am five months older than I was. I have learned things

of which I knew nothing then, and I look forward to things which

I do not know; I think differently now."
" You are a deceiver, a hypocrite, a liar !

" exclaimed she,

furiously.
" No more than a traveler, should he make two different answers

to the same question— if you asked him in a valley what he thought

of the prospect, and again when he had got to the top of a mountain

which before had closed his view. "

"
So, then, you will not marry me ? "

"
I never said I would marry you," said Gilbert, contemptuously.

"And yet," cried the exasperated girl,
"

I think Nicole Legay

fully the equal of Sebastian Gilbert."

"All human. beings are equal; but nature or education makes

certain faculties greater in one man than another, and according as

these faculties are more or less developed men differ from one

another."
" So that, your faculties being more developed than mine, you are

raised above me ? "

"
Quite correct ! You do not reason yet, Nicole, but you under-

stand. "

"
Yes, yes ! I understand !

" cried Nicole, with redoubled passion.
" What do you understand ?

"

" That you are a bad man. "

"
It is possible. Many are born with bad inclinations. Rousseau

himself bad such, but he corrected them— I shall do the same. "

"Oh, heavens! " cried Nicole, "how could I ever love such a

man?"
" You did not love me, Nicole,

"
replied Gilbert, coldly ;

"
I

pleased you— that was all. You had just come from Nancy, where
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you had only seen students whom you laughed at, or soldiers who

frightened you ;
so you took a fancy to ma, and for a month or two

wo enjoyed our dream of love. But should we therefore be tied

together to be eternally miserable'!' You see, Nicole, if we bound
ourselves for our lives in a moment of happiness, we should give up
our free-will, and that would be absurd! "

" Is that philosophy ? " asked Nicole.
11 1 think so," replied Gilbert.
" Then there is nothing sacred in the eyes of philosophers?

"

"
Oh, yes !

— reason is."
" Vet I think you once said something about being faithful to the

choice of the heart. lou recollect your theory on marriages ? "

" On unions, Nicole, for I shall never marry."
" You will never marry ? "

" No ! I shall be a learned man— a philosopher. Science requires

perfect freedom of the mind, and philosophy that of the body."
" Monsieur Gilbert," said she,

"
you are a wretch; and whatever

I am, I am at least better than you."
" Now," said Gilbert, rising,

" we are only losing time— you in

abusing me, I in listening to you— let us end! You loved me
because you took pleasure in loving.

"

" Well ?
"

" Well !
— there is no reason in the world that I should make

myself unhappy because you did a thing which gave you gratifica-

tion."
" Fool !

" she exclaimed,
"
you think you can confound my com-

mon sense— and you pretend not to fear me !
"

" Fear you! Why, Nicole, jealousy is turning your brain! "

" Jealous !
" she cried, stamping her foot,

" and why should I be

jealous! Is there a prettier girl in the province than I?— if I had

but as white hands as mademoiselle, and I shall have some day,
when I do no more hard work. You are my first lover, it is true,

but you are not the first man who has paid court to me. Gilbert,

Gilbert, do not force me to seek revenge on you; do not make me
leave the narrow path in which a last remembranco of my mother

and the regular repetition of my prayers have kept me. Gilbert, if

you do, you may have to reproach yourself with bringing many
evils on yourself and others."

" All in good time,
" said Gilbert. " So now that ydu have got to
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the summit of your dignity, Nicole, I am perfectly satisfied on one

point."
" And what may that be? "

inquired the girl.
"
Simply that if I consented now to marry you

"

" What then I
"

"
Why, that you would refuse me."

Nicole paused, her clenched hands and gnashing teeth showing
the workings of her mind.

" You arc right," she exclaimed, at length. "Yes, I also begin
to ascend that mountain of which you spoke. I see a wider pros-

pect before me. The wife of a learned man, a philosopher! No, I

am destined for something greater than that! Mount your ladder !

and don't break your neck; though I ber :n to think it would be a

blessing for many persons if you would, perhaps even a blessing for

yourself."

She turned her back on him. Gilbert stood a nioinen' wavering
and irresolute, for Nicole, excited by anger and jealousy, was tn^y
beautiful. I5ut he had resolved to break with her. Nicole cou.d

blast at once his love and his ambition. His decision was made.

In a few seconds Nicole, hearing no sound, looked behind her.

She was aloue in the apartment.
" Gone !

" she murmured;
" and mademoiselle— oh! I shall know

to-morrow whether she loves him or not !

"

She went to the window and looked out. All was dark, every

light extinguished. She stole on tiptoe to her young lady's door,

and listened.
" She is in bed; she sleeps soundly," said she,

" but to-morrow I

shall know all !
"

CHAPTER XI.

WAITING-MAID AND MISTRESS.

The calmness with which Nicole returned to her room was not

affected. Young, strong, full of^an uncultivated self-confidence,
she was blessed with that faculty so important for those who would

govern where they love— the faculty of forgetting—and she could

sleep after she had arranged with the little inauc.ous sprites that

dwelt in her heart her plan of vengeance.
Mademoiselle do Taverney appeared to her even m( re guilty than
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Gilbert. This aristocratic girl, rigid in her prejudices, elevated in

her pride, who at their convent would descend to familiarity with

none below the daughters of marquises; this statue, outwardly so

cold, but yet with feeling in its marble bosom
;
this statue, warming

to life for a rural Pygmalion like Gilbert, became contemptible in

her estimation. For Nicole felt that Gilbert was her inferior in

everything but a little reading, and thought that she had con-

descended very much when she, the waiting-maid of the daughter
of a ruined baron, put herself on a level with the son of a poor

peasant.

What, then, could she think of her mistress, if she really returned

Gilbert's love !

She calculated that in relating what she had seen to the baron

she should fall into a great error— first, because he would only ltiugh

;it the affair, box Gilbert's ears, and turn him out of doors; next,

•ause it would deprive her of her power over Gilbert and Andree.

What pleasure she should have— she, the waiting-maid— in seeing
them turn pale or red as her eye fell on them! This idea flattered

her pride and soothed her vindictive spirit; and, at this idea, her

reflections ceased— she slept.

It was day when she awoke, fresh, light-hearted, and her mind

prepared for everything. She took her usual time to dress— that

is, an hour. She looked at herself in the piece of broken glass

which served as her mirror
;
her eyes appeared to her more brilliant

than ever— her lips had not lost their brightness nor their round-

ness—her teeth were perfect— her neck, which she took particular

care to hide from the sun, was white as a lily. Seeing herself so

handsome, she began to think she could easily make her young lady

jealous. Thus armed personally and mentally, she opened Andree's

door, as she was authorized to do whenever, at seven o'clock, her

mistress had not rung for her.

When Nicole entered the room she stopped in amazement.

Pale, her beautiful hair damp with perspiration, Andree lay on

her bed in a heavy sleep, in which she sometimes writhed us if in

pain. She was still in the dress which she had worn the day before.

Her breathing was hurried, and now and then a low groan escaped
her lips. Nicole looked at her for a minute, then shook her head,
for she acknowledged to herself that there could be no beauty which

could contest the yalm with Andree's.
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She went to the window and opened the shutters. A stream of

light poured in, and made Mademoiselle do Taveruey's violet-veined

eyelids quiver. She awoke— tried to rise, but felt, at the same

time, such great weakness and such excessive pain that she fell

hack on her pillow with a cry of suffering.
"
Ob, mademoiselle, what is the matter i

" asked Nicole.
" Is it late ? " said Andree, rubbing her eyes.

"Very late, madame— much later than your usual hour for

rising."
"

I do not know what is the matter with me, Nicole," said she,

looking around her,
"

I feel so oppressed— so ill! "

Nicole fixed her eyes on her mistress before replying:
"

It is the

commencement of a cold that you have caught, madame, last

night."

"Last night!
"

replied Andree, surprised; then, looking at her

disordered dress,
" Have I really lain down without undressing ?

How could that be? "

"
If mademoiselle would reflect "

"
I don't recollect anything about it," replied Andree, leaning her

head on her hand. "What has happened? Am I going mad?"
She sat upon the bed and looked around for the second time, all

bewildered. Then, after reflecting. "Oh, yes, I remember I was

very much tired— very much exhausted yesterday— it was the

storm, no doubt — then I fell asleep on the music-stool at my harp-

sichord, but, after that, I remember nothing. I must have come up
to my room half asleep, and 'thrown myself on my bed without

strength to undress."

"You should have called me, madame," said Nicole; "mad-
emoiselle knows that I am always ready to wait on her. "

"
I either did not think of it or had not strength to do it."

"Hypocrite!" muttered Nicole to herself— then she added:
" But mademoiselle must have stayed very late at her harpsichord,

then, for before she came up to her room, hearing a noise, I went
down " She stopped, hoping to discover in Andrei something
like agitation— a blush, perhaps; no !

— Andree was calm, and her

countenance, that clear mirror of her soul, was undisturbed. "I
went down," repeated Nicole.

" Well .'

»

"
Well, madame, you were not at your harpsichord."
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Andree looked up, but there was only surprise to be read in her

lovely eyes.
"
Very strange !

" said she.
" It is quite true, however. "

" You say I was not in the saloon ? But I never left it for a

moment till I came to bed."
" Mademoiselle will pardon me for contradicting her."
" But where was I, then ? "

"Mademoiselle must know that better than I," said Nicole,

shrugging her shoulders.

"You must be wrong, Nicole," said Andree, mildly; "I only

remember feeling cold and stiff and having great difficulty in walk-

ing.
"

"
Oh, but when I saw mademoiselle she walked very well," said

Nicole, almost with a sneer.
" You saw me walk 1

"

"
Yes, indeed, madame."

" But just now you said I was not in the saloon? "

"
It was not in the saloon I saw mademoiselle."

"Where, then'? "

" In the vestibule, near the staircase."

"Yes. I think I ought to know mademoiselle when I see her,"
said Nicole, with an affected laugh.

"I am certain, however," said Andree, with great simplicity,

after she had again tried to recall the events of the night,
" that I

did not stir out of the saloon."
"

I am, however, quite as certain that I saw mademoiselle in the

vestibule. I thought, indeed, she had just come in from a walk in the

garden. It was a beautiful night after the storm, and it is very

pleasant to walk out when the air is so cool and when the flowers

smell so sweet; is it not, madame ? "

"Oh, but you know I dare not walk out at night! I am too

timid."
" Alademoiselle might have some one with her, and then she

would not be afraid."

"And whom, pray, could I have with'me?" asked Andree, with-

out the least suspicion that she was undergoing a cross-examination.

Nicole was afraid to proceed farther in her investigation.
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JLndfeVs coolness she thought the height of dissimulation, but she

judged it best to give the conversation another turn.

" Mademoiselle was saying that she felt in pain '?
"

"Yes, indeed, I feel in great pain, and so weak, so low; I did

nothing yesterday but what I do every day, yet I am so tired; per-

haps I am going to be ill."

••
It may be some sorrow which causes that feeling of weariness;

I have felt it myself."
"
Oh, you have sorrows, have you, Nicole? "

This was said with a disdainful carelessness which gave Nicole

courage to speak more plainly.

"Oh, yes, madame," she replied,
"
yes, 1 have."

Andree got slowly out of bed, and, while proceeding to undress,

that she might dress again, she said,
"

Well, let me hear them."

"Indeed I have just come to tell mademoiselle" She

stopped.
" To tell what ? You look frightened, Nicole."
"

I look frightened and mademoiselle looks tired
; so, doubtless,

f.e are both suffering.
"

This piece of familiarity displeased Andree. She frowned, slightly,

exclaiming,
" Oh! "

The intonation of her voice might have made Nicole reflect, but

she was not to be dar"ited.
" Since mademoiselle wishes me to speak, I shall do so. "

"Well, goon."
"

I wish to get married, madame."
" Oh ! Is that what you are thinking of? Why, you are not

seventeen yet."
" .Mademoiselle is only sixteen, and yet does she not sometimes

think of marrying?
"

" What reason have you to suppose so? " asked Andree, severely.

Nicole was just opening her mouth to say something impertinent,
but she knew thai that would cut short the conversation, which she

had no desire should end yet.
"

I beg mademoiselle's pardon; I cannot certainly know her

thoughts; I am but a country girl; 1 follow nature."
" That is a strange expression.

"

11 13 it not natural for a woman to love, and to wish to be loved? "

"Perhaps so. Well?"

I



WAITING-MAID AND MISTRESS. 105

"Well, I am in love."
" And the person you love loves you ? "

44
I think so, madame "— then reflecting that this reply was not

decided enough under the circumstances, she added,
" Indeed I arn

sure of it.
"

" You are not wasting your time at Taverney from your own

account, Mademoiselle Nicole."
" One must think of the future, madame ; you are a lady, and

doubtless some rich relation will leave you a fortune. I must do the

best I can for myself."

All this appeared natural enough, and, forgetting Nicole's little

piece of impertinence, Andree's goodness of heart began to resume

the ascendancy.
"
Very true," said she;

" but I should like to know who is your

choice."
"
Ah, you do know him, madame," said Nicole, fixing her eyes on

Andree.
"

I know him ?
"

"
Yes, very well. "

" Who is it, then ? Do not keep me in suspense
"

"
I am afraid mademoiselle will be displeased.

"

44 1 displeased ?
"

"Yes, mademoiselle."
44 Then it is some improper person whom you have chosen? "

"
I dare not say that, madame."

44 Then tell it without fear. It is the duty of masters to take an

interest in the welfare of their dependents who perform their duties

satisfactorily, and you know I am satisfied with you."
44 You are very kind, madame."
44

Well, tell me quickly, and finish lacing me."

Nicole collected all her firmness and all her powers of penetra-

tion, as she said,
44
Well, madam, it is Gilbert whom I have chosen."

To her great surpiise Andree betrayed no emotion of any kind;

she only said :

44 What, little Gilbert — my nurse's son! "

44
Yes, madame, the same."

44 And he loves you f
"

Now was the decisive moment.
" He has told me so twenty times."
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a
Well, marry him," replied Andree, calmly.

" I see nothing to

prevent it. You have no relations— he is an orphan— you are each

of you free from control. "

"
Certainly," stammered Nicole, quite amazed at the matter end-

ing so differently from what she had expected. "Mademoiselle

gives her permission, then. "

" My full permission, only you are both very youug yet."
" We shall live longer together."
" And you have neither one nor other any money.

"

"We shall work."
" What can he work at? He is good for nothing.

"

This dissimulation was too much for Nicole. She could not con-

tain herself.
" Mademoiselle must allow me to say that speaking so of poor

Gilbert is treating him very ill !
"

"
It is treating him as he deserves ; he is a lazy fellow."

"
Oh, mademoiselle, he reads a great deal — he wishes so to be

well-informed."
" He will not work. "

" For mademoiselle he does all that he can."
" For me 1 "

" Mademoiselle must know that, when she ordered him to procure

game for her every day, and he does so."
"

I ordered him 1 "

" Yes
;
and he often goes twenty miles for it."

" Indeed ! I confess I never thought about it."

" About the game?
" asked Nicole, sarcastically.

" What does that witticism mean? " asked Andree, getting a lit-

tle impatient, for she felt irritable and unwell.
"

I have no wit, madam? — wit is for great ladies. I am a poor

girl, and tell things plainly as they are," replied Nicole, "and
mademoiselle is unjust to Gilbert, who is so very attentive to all her

wishes."
" Be only does hi;; duty as a- servant, if he be so."
" But Gilbert is not a servant, madame; he receives no wages."
"

lie is the son of an old tenant - he is kept - he is fed, and he

does nothing in return. But why defend so warmly this lad, when
he was not attacked ?

"
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"
Oh, I know very well that mademoiselle would not attack

him."
" .More words that I do not understand !

"

"Mademoiselle will not understand."
"
Enough ! Explain this moment what you mean. "

" Mademoiselle must certainly have no difficulty to know what I

mean."
"

I know nothing, and shall not take the trouble of finding out;

you ask my consent to your marriage ?
"

"
Yes, and I would beg of you, mademoiselle, not to be angry with

Gilbert for loving me."
" What can it matter to me whether he loves you or does not love

you? You are really very tiresome."
"
Perhaps mademoiselle has said the same to Gilbert ?

"

"I! Do I ever speak to your Gilbert? You are very crazy, I

think."
" If mademoiselle does not speak to him now, it is not very long

since she did speak."
Andree turned on her a look of ineffable scorn. " You have been

t tying for an hour to let me hear some specimen of your imperti-

nence; say it at once. I command you."
" But "

began Nicole, a little alarmed.
" Y«iu say that I have spoken to Gilbert? "

"
Yes, madaine, I say so !

"

A thought flashed across Andres's mind, but it was so absurd that

she burst into a fit of laughter. "Heaven forgive me!" she

exclaimed,
" I do believe the poor girl is jealous. Be not uneasy,

Legay, I know so little of your Gilbert that I do not even know the

color of his eyes!" And Andree felt quite prepared to pardon

what she now thought not impertinence, but merely folly. But

Nicole did not want to be pardoned, because she looked on herself

as the injured person.
"

It is not the way to know their color to look at them by night,"

said she.

"Did you speak?" asked Andree, now beginning to under-

stand, but scarcely willing to allow herself to entertain the thought.
" I said that if mademoiselle only speaks to Gilbert at night she

will not see very well what his features are."
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" Take care !

" said Andree, turning pale,
" and explain instantly

what you mean."
" That is easily done. Last night I saw "

: ' Be silent— some one calls me !

"

In 1'aet, a voice just then called, from the court in front of the

house, "Andree! Andree! "

" It is the baron, madame,
" said Nicole,

" with the strange gentle-

man."
" Go down and say that I cannot appear, that I am indisposed,

and then return and let me know the end of this extraordinary his-

tory of yours."
" Andree! " cried her father again ;

"
it is merely the Baron Bal-

samo, who wishes to bid you good-morning and inquire after your
health."

"
Go, I tell you," said she to Nicole, and she pointed to the door

with the gesture of a queen.

But when Nicole was gone Andree felt a strange sensation. She

had resolved not to appear, yet she was impelled by an irresistible

power to the window left open by her waiting-maid. She saw Bal-

samo below. He bowed, at the same time lixing his eyes steadily

on her. She trembled and held by the window to prevent herself

from falling.
"
Good-morning, sir," said she, in reply to his salutation, and'

just as she pronounced ^the words Nicole, whom she had sent to say

she should not appear, advanced toward the gentlemen, looking with

open mouth at this instance of caprice in her mistress.

Andree had scarcely spoken when she sank, deprived of strength,

on a chair. Balsamo still continued to gaze on her.

CHAPTER XII.

THE MORNING.

The traveler had risen early, in order to look after his carriage

and impure how Althotas had got on. No one was up at that hour

in the castle but Gilbert, who followed with his eyes every move-

ment of the stranger. But he could discover little, as Balsamo

closed the carriage door too carefully for his inquisitive looks to

penetrate its mystery.
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Seeing the baron's abode by the clear light of a sunny morning,
Balsamo was struck by the different impression it made on him
from what it had done on the preceding night. In fact, the little

white and red chateau— for it was built of stone and brick—made
a pretty picture, surrounded as it was by a grove of sycamores and
laburnums of a large size, the flowers of which hung on the roof of

the low building and girt the towers with a crown of gold. In front

of the court there was a small piece of water, surrounded by abroad
border of turf and a hedge of acacias, on which the eye rested with

pleasure, confined as the view was on this side by the tall chestnut

and ash trees of the avenue.

Balsamo turned along a broad walk on the left, and had scarcely

advanced twenty paces when he found himself in the midst of a

thick shrubbery of maples, palms and lindens, among which the

roses and syringas, steeped by the rain of the preceding night, sent

forth a delicious perfume. Through the hedge of privet which

bordered the walk peeped jasmine and honeysuckle, and in the

distance could be seen a long alley, lined with pink hawthorn and
wild roses, leading to a wood.

Balsamo at last arrived at the extremity of the demesne. Here,
on a slight elevation, stood the massive ruins of an ancient castle,

one of the towers of which was still standing almost uninjured, and

clothed from its base to its summit with luxuriant shoots of the ivy

and wild vine. Viewed from this point, the demesne of Taverney,

though but seven or eight acres in extent, wanted neither dignity
nor elegance.

After having spent about an hour in examining the ruins, Balsamo

was returning toward the house when he saw the baron leave it by
a side door, his slight frame buried in an Indian flowered dressing-

gown, and proceed to prune and arrange his little parterre. He
hastened to meet him, and now, having still further sounded tho

poverty of his host, his politeness was more decided in its expression
than it had been the night before.

"Allow me, sir,'
7 said he, "to offer you my excuses for the

trouble I have given you, and, at the same time, my respectful

thanks for your hospitality. I should not have ventured to come
down before knowing that you were up, but the view of Taverney
from my window was so charming that 1 could not resist my desire

to»revisit those imposing ruins and to see your beautiful garden.
n
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"The ruins," said the baron, after having politely wished the

stranger good-morning,
" the ruins, sir, are fine — indeed, the only

thing that is fine at Taverney."
"

It was a large castle!"
" Yes

;
it was mine, or rather my ancestors'. They called it

Maison-Rouge, which name has long been joined to Taverney,

i in iced, our barony is Maison-Rouge; but, my dear guest, let us not

talk of tilings no longer in being."

Balsamo bowed in submission.
" Allow me rather to make my excuses to you for your poor

accommodation here. I told you beforehand what my house was."

" I have been delighted with it."

" A dog-kennel, a dog-kennel, sir! A very favorite place with

the rats, since the foxes, lizards, and adders drove them from the

other castle ! Ah, pardieu ! sir, you, who are a sorcerer or some-

thing very near it, you certainly ought to raise up with a stroke of

your wand the old castle in its glory again, above all, not forgetting

the two thousand acres which formerly surrounded it. I'll wager,

however, that, instead of thinking of doing me such a service, you

have been so polite as to go to sleep in an execrable bed! "

"Oh, sir
"

"No, no, don't attempt to say anything in its favor; it is an

execrable bed— it is my son's.
"

" You must permit me to say that, such as the bed is, it appeared

lo me excellent. I cannot but feel ashamed of having intruded on

you, and I am deeply indebted for the kindness with which you

have received me. It would give me sincere pleasure to make a

return, if it were in my power."
"
Well, there is an opportunity," replied the old man, with a

mocking smile and pointing to La Brie, who was coming with a

glass of water on a splendid plate of Dresden china, "just turn

this into Burgundy, Chambertin, or any other good wine, and you

will do me a most essential service."

Balsamo smiled ,
the old man took the smile for a refusal, and at

one draught swallowed the water presented to him.
" An excellent specific," said Balsamo ;

" water is highest among
the elements, lor the Holy Spirit was borne on it before the creation

of the world. Nothing can resist its action, it penetrates stone,

and we may yet discover that the diamond can be dissolved by it."
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"I shall be dissolved by it, I fear,
"

replied the baron. "Will

you pledge me f The water has some advantage over my wine;

it is in capital order, and it is not yet exhausted. It is not like

my Maraschino,"

''If you had ordered a glass for me as well- as fo yourself, I

might have been able to use it for your advantage."
" Good , explain that for me, is it not still time ? "

" Then tell your servant to bring me a glass of very pure water."
•- La Brie, do you hear, you old rascal? "

La Brie hastened to 'bey.
" Eow '

" said the baron, turning to his guest,
" does the glass

of water which I drink every morning contain any properties, any

secrets, which are unknown to me" Have I for ten years been

making chemical experiments, as Monsieur Jourdain made prose,

without being aware of it? "

'

1 do not know what you have been doing, but you shall see

what I can do Thank you, my good fellow," said Balsamo, taking

»he glass from La Brie, who had brought it with marvelous

rapidity

He held the glass on a level with his eyes, and seemed to interro-

gate the water which it contained
;

id the sunlight the little beads

on ds surface were bright as diamonds and streaked with violet

color.

•'

Oh, the deuce !
;/ cried the baron, laughing,

" can anything
beautiful be seen in a glass of water? "

"
Yes, baron, to-day, at least, something very beautiful."

And Balsamo appeared doubly attentive in his occupation, the

baron, in spite of himself, looking a little serious; and La Brie

gazing with open mouth at what was going on.

"What do you see, pray? lam bursting with impatience to

know. A good estate for me ? A new Maison-Rouge to set me on

foot again ?
"

"
I see something which induces me to beg you to be on the

alert."
"
Ay! am I going to be attacked?"

•'

No, but this morning you will receive a visit."

"
Then, you have yourself ordered some one to meet you here.

That was wrong, sir, very wrong. There may be no partridges

this morning, remember that!"



112 MEMOIRS OF A PHYSICIAN.

"
I speak seriously, my dear baron, and what I say is most

important, some one is at this moment on the way to Taverney."
"Some one? What sort of a visitor, tell me, pray? for I must

confess (you must have perceived it from the rather sour reception
I gave you) that every one annoys me who comes here. So, what
sort of visitor? Be precise, my dear sorcerer, if possible, be precise

in your description.
"

"
1 can very easily tell all you wish," and Balsamo again raised

the glass to his searching eye.
"
Well, do you see anything?"

"
1 see everything distinctly."

"
Speak, oh speak, sister Anne !

"

*'
I see a lady of great consequence coming.

"

"
Bah, indeed !

— coming without being invited ? "

11 She has invited herself; your son brings her."

"Philip brings her? »

"
Yes, himself. "

The baron laughed heartily.

"She is brought by my son? The great lady brought by my
son."

"
Yes, baron."

" You know my son, then? "

"
I never saw him in my life."

" And my son a., this moment is "—
" Is about a mile off."
" My dear sir, he is in garrison at Strasbourg, and unless he has

deserted, which he has not, I can swear, he is bringing nobody
hither."

" He is bringing a great lady hither, a very exalted personage.

Ah, hold! there is one thing I ought to tell you, you had better

keep out of sight that little rogue with the horn at her finger-ends."
" Nicole Legay. Why, pray ? "

" Because her features resemble those of the lady who is

coming."
" A great lady resemble Nicole ! That is absurd !

"

"Why so? [ bought a slave once who resembled Cleopatra so

much that there was sonic idea of sending her to Koine to pass for

that queen in Octavius' triumph."
"
Ah, another attack of your old malady !

"
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" You must surely see, my dear baron, that this matter cannot

concern me
;

I only speak for your own good."
" But why should Nicole's resemblance to the great lady offend

her ?
»

"
Suppose you were the king of France, which I am far from

wishing, or the dauphin, which I wish still less, should you be

llattered, on entering a house, to find among tlr -servants one whose

face was a counterpart of you own august visage ?
"

"
Oh, the devil! that would be a sad dilemma! So, then, you

think »

"
I think that the most high and mighty lady who is coming

would not be pleased to see her living image in a short petticoat

and cotton handkerchief. "

"
Oh, well," said the baron, still laughing,

" we must see about

it; but, after all, my dear baron, what delights me most in this

affair is that my son is coming— that dear Philip !
— without giving

us a note of warning," and he laughed louder than before.
" So you are pleased with my prediction?

" said B^lsamo, gravely.
"

I am glad of it
;
but in your place I should set about giving some

orders."
"
Really ? "

"Yes."
"

I shall think of it, my dear guest; I shall think of it."
" You have very little time."
" And you are serious, then '!

"

" No one could be more serious. Tf you wish to receive the great

personage who does you the honor of visiting you properly you have

not a minute to lose."

The baron shook his head.
" You still doubt? " asked Balsamo.
"

I warn you, you have to do with a most confirmed skeptic.
"
And,

just then, he turned to call his daughter, in order to communicate

his guest's prediction to her, as we have before related. We have

seen how the young girl replied to her father's invitation, and

how Balsamo's gaze had drawn her, as if by fascination, to the

window.

Nicole stood looking, with amazement, at La Brie, who was mak-

ing signs to her, and trying to understand what had been said.
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"I am dreadfully bard of belief," repeated tbe baron, "and,.

unless I saw "

"Then, since you must see, look there,
" said Balsamo, pointing

to the avenue, where a horseman appeared galloping toward

them.
" Ha! " cried the baron,

"
there, indeed, is "

" Monsieur Philip!
" said Nicole, standing on tiptoe.

" My young master !
" exclaimed La Brie, joyfully.

"My brother, my brother!" cried Andree, stretching out her

arms at the window.
"

Is it your son, my dear baron? " asked Balsamo, in a careless

tone.

"Yes, pardieu, it is!" exclaimed he, stupefied with astonish-

ment.
" This is but the beginning," said Balsamo.
" You are positively a sorcerer, then," said the baron, more sub-

missively than before.

A triumph/i nt smile hovered on the stranger's lips.

The horse came on at full speed, reeking with moisture, passed
the last row of trees, and, while still in motion, the rider leaped to

the ground, and hastened to embrace his father, who only muttered:
" What the devil! What the devil! "

"
It is really I," said Philip, who saw his father's perplexity;

"
it

is, indeed."

"Doubtless— I see that plainly enough—but what brought you
hither at this time? "

"
Father, a great honor awaits our house !

"

The old man looked up inquiringly.

Philip went on :

" In an hour Marie Antoinette Josephe, Arch-

duchess of Austria and Dauphiness of France, will be here."

The baron looked as deeply humbled as he had before looked

.sarcastic, and, turning to Balsamo, said, only,
" Pardon me! "

''

Sir," returned Balsamo,
"

I leave you with your son; it is long
since you have met, and you must have much tQ say to each other."

Bowing to Andree, who, full of joy at the arrival of her brother,

had hastened down to meet him, he retired, making a sign to Nicole

and La Brie, which they doubtless understood, for they disappeared
with him among the trees of the avenue.
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CHAPTER XIII.

PHILIP DE TAVEENEY.

Philip de Taveexey, Chevalier <le Maison-Rouge, did not in

the least resemble his sister, yet was as fine a spocimen of manly

beauty as she was of feminine loveliness. His features were noble

and regular, his figure and carriage graceful in the extreme, and the

expression of his eyes was at the same time mild and haughty.
Like all distinguished minds, wearied by the narrow and chilling

forms of life, he was disposed to melancholy, without being sad.

To this, perhaps, he owed his mildness of temper, for he was naturally

proud, imperious, and reserved. The necessity of associating with

the poor, his real equals, as with the rich, Lis equals in rank, had

softened a character inclined to be overbearing and scornful.

Philip had scarcely embraced his father when Andree, roused

from her magnetic torpor by his arrival, hastened down to throw

herself on his bosom. The sobs which accompanied this action

showed how dear he was to the heart of the tender girl.

Philip took her hand and his father's and drew them into the

saloon, where, being now alone, he sat down between them.
" You are incredulous, my dear father; you are surprised, my

dear sister/' said he,
"
yet nothing is more true than that in a few

minutes the dauphiness will be in our poor abode."
" Ventrebleu !

" cried the baron,
" she must be prevented, what-

ever it cost ! The dauphiness here! We should be dishonored for-

ever! This would bo a specimen of the nobility of France to

present her! No, no, it must not be. But tell me, what the deuco

put my house into her head? "

"
Oh, it is a complete romance."

"A romance," said Andree; "relate it, brother; my dear good

brother !

"

" My dear good brother !

"
repeated the baron. " She seems

quite pleased.
"

" Yes ;
for is not Philip pleased, my dear father? "

" Because Master Philip is an enthusiast. But for me, who look

at things in a more serious manner, I see nothing very agreeable
in it."

" You will be of a different opinion when I relate what has

occurred."
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"
Well, relate it quickly," grumbled the old man.

"
Yes, yes, relate it !

" exclaimed Andree, impatiently.
" Well, I was in garrison at Strasbourg, as you know. Now, you

are aware that it was by Strasbourg that the dauphiness was to

enter France."
" Know it ! How should we know anything in this den ?

" asked

the baron.
"
Well, at Strasbourg, brother? " said Andree.

"
Well, we were waiting on the glacis from six in.tho morning, for

we did not know positively at what hour Madame la Dauphine
would arrive. It rained in torrents and our clothes were dripping.

The major sent me forward to endeavor to discover the cortege. I

had galloped about a league, when, all at once, at a turn in the

road, I found myself close to the advanced guard of the escort. I

spoke a few words to them, and just then her royal highness put
her head out of the carriage window and asked who I was. It seems

I had been called to to stop, but I had already set off at full gallop
—

all my fatigue was forgotten in an instant."
" And the dauphiness?

" asked Andree.
" She is not older than you, and beautiful as an angel."
"
But, Philip," said the baron, rather hesitatingly.

"Well, father? "

" Does she not resemble some one you have seen? "

" Some one that I have seen? "

"
Yes; endeavor to recollect."

"
No, I know no one like Madame la Dauphine !

" he exclaimed

enthusiastically.
" What ! Not Nicole, for instance ? "

" Ha! That is most strange! Now you say so, I do think she is

like her; but, oh, so much inferior in beauty and grace! But how
could you know that she was like her? "

«

"
Faith, a sorcerer told me."

" A sorcerer? "

"
Yes, and he predicted her coming and yours this morning."

" The stranger.'
" asked Andree timidly.

" Is it he who was beside you, sir, when I arrived, and who retired

so discreetly .'

"

"
Yes, the same; but go on, Philip, go on."
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"Perhaps it would be better to make some preparations," said

Andree.
•'

No'; the more von prepare the more ridiculous we shall appear.

Go on, Philip, I tell you !

"

'•
1 returned to Strasbourg, and told the governor, the Count de

Stainville. We set out immediately to meet her royal highness,

and we were at the Kehl gate when the procession came in sight. I

was close to the governor."
"
Stay !

" said the baron
;

" I once knew a Count de Stainville."

"Brother-in-law to the prime minister, the Duke de Choiseul. "

"
It is the same. Go on then, go on."

" The dauphiness, who is young, perhaps likes young faces, for

she listened very inattentively to the governor, and all the time

fixed her eyes on me, although I kept respectfully in the back-

ground. Then, pointing to me, she said,
'

Is not that the gentle-

man who was the first to meet me?' 'Yes, madame,' replied the

governor.
'

Approach, sir.' said she. I approached her. ' What
is your name!' asked the dauphiness, in the sweetest voice I ever

heard. ' The Chevalier de Taverney Maison-Rouge,' I replied,

stammering. 'Pray take a note -of that name on your tablets, my
dear friend,' said the dauphiness, turning to an old lady, who, I have

since learned, is the Countess de Langershausen, her governess.

My name was written. Then, turning again to me, she said,
'

Ah,

sir, you have suffered very much from your exposure to this fright-

ful weather; I am extremely sorry for having been the cause of it.'
"

"
Oh, how good the dauphiness must be ! What kindness aud

consideration !
" said Andree, with delight.

'-

Very well, very well indeed," muttered the baron, with a smile

indicative of a father's partiality, and, at the same time, of his bad

opinion of women, and even of queens. But go on, Philip."
" What did you say ?

" asked Andrei'.
"

I said not a word
;

I bowed to the very ground. She passed on."
" What! you said nothing

1

? V exclaimed the baron.
"

I had no voice, I assure you, sir; my heart beat so rapidly
— I

was so much agitated."
" What the devil do you think 1 had nothing to say when, about

your age, I was presented to the Princess Leezinskaf "

,; But, sir, yon had always a great deal of wit," Philip replied.

Andree pressed his hand.
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"
I profited by her royal highness' departure,

" continued Philip,
" to hasten to my apartment and change my clothes, for I was wet

to the skin and covered with mud from head to foot."
" Poor, dear brother," whispered Andree.
" When the daupbiness,

"
Philip continued,

" reached the town-

hall she had to receive the congratulations of the principal inhabit-

ants
;
that being over, it was announced that dinner was served.

A friend of mine, the major of my regiment, since told me that, while

at table, she looked several times round on the officers who were

present, and at last she said, 'I do not see the young officer who
was sent to meet me this morning; has he not been told that I

wished to thank him?' The major stepped forward. 'Madame,'
said he,

' Lieutenant de Taverney was obliged to retire and change
his dress, that he might present himself in a more suitable manner

before you.' A moment after I entered the room, and I had not

beeu five minutes in it when the daupbiness perceived me. She

made a sign to me to approach; I obeyed. 'Sir,' said she, 'should

you object to follow me to Paris ?
' '

Oh, madame,' I cried,
'
it would

only make me too happy; but I am in garrison at Strasbourg, and

I am not my own master.' '

Well,' I shall arrange that matter with

the governor;' and she made a gesture for me to retire. In the

evening she said to the governor, 'Sir, I have a vow to fulfill, and

you must assist me in it.'
' I shall consider it a sacred duty, mad-

ame,' he replied. 'You must know,' she continued, 'that I made a

vow to take into my own service the first Frenchman, whoever he

should be, whom I should meet on touching the soil of France, and
that I would make him and his family happy, if, indeed, princes can

make any one happy.' 'Madame,' said the governor, 'princes are

God's representatives on earth; but may I ask,' continued he, 'who

was the person who had the good fortune to be first met by your

royal highness?' 'The Chevalier de Taverney Maison-Rouge, a

young lieutenant.' 'We shall all be jealous of the Chevalier de

Taverney, madame,' replied the governor, 'but we shall not place

any obstacle in the way of his high fortune; the ties which engage
him here shall be broken, and he shall depart at the same time as

your highness.' So the day on which the dauphiness left Strasbourg
1 was ordered to accompany her on horseback, and since then have
never left the door of her carriage."
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"
Oh," said the baron, with his former singular smile,

"
strange

enough, but not impossible."

"What, father? "

"
Oh, never mind! "

"
But, brother," said Andree,

"
I don't see what all this has to do

with the dauphiness coming hither. "

" Wait till you hear. Yesterday morning we arrived at Nancy
about eleven o'clock, and were passing through the town by torch-

light. The dauphiness called me to her. '
I wish/ said she,

' to

depart early to-morrow morning.'
' Your highness is going to make

a long march, then ? ' '

No, but I wish to stop on the road, and can

you guess where?' she asked, smiling. 'No, madame.' '

1 mean
to stop at Taverney, to see your father and sister.' ' My father and

my sister!— what— your royal highness knows' 'I have
made inquiries, and know that they live only two hundred paces
from the road which we are traveling.' The perspiration broke on

my forehead, and trembling, as you may suppose, I hastened to

reply,
' My father's house, madame, is not worthy to receive so great

a princess— we are poor.' 'So much the better,' replied she; 'I

shal therefore, I am certain, be received more cordially and more

simply; however poor you may be, there will be always a cup of

milk for a friend who wishes to forget for a moment that she is

Archduchess of Austria and Dauphiness of France.' '

Oh, madame,'
said I. This was all— respect forbade me to go further."

"
Stupid fellow !

" cried the baron.
" One might have thought that her royal highness guesses what'

was passing in my mind, for she added :
' Do not be afraid ; I shall

not stay long; but since you think that I shall suffer any inconve-

nience by this visit, it is only fair, for I caused you to suffer on my
arrival at Strasbourg.' Who could resist such charming words,
father? "

"
Oh, it would have been impossible !

" cried Andree ;

" she is so

sweet, so good, she will be satisfied with my flowers and a cup of

my milk, as she says.
"

"
Yes, but she will not be very well satisfied with my chairs,

which will dislocate her bones, and my hangings, which will dis-

gust hor. Devil take all whims! So! France will be well gov-

erned with a woman who takes such caprices. Plague on it! A
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strange reign it will be, to judge from the commencement." said

the baron, angrily.
"
Ob, father, how can you say such tbings of a princess who is

honoring us so highly .

"

" Who is dishonoring us, rather! " cried the old man. " Taver-

ney was forgotten, buried under the ruins of Maisdn-Rouge. I

intended that if it came to light again it should be in a suitable

manner, and now the whims of a girl are going to drag us into day,

dusty, shabby, wretched! And the gazettes, on the watch for

everything absurd, will amuse their readers with the visit of a great

princess to this den of Taveruey. Cordieu! I have an idea "

The young people started at the manner in which he pronounced
these words.

" What do you mean, sir?" demanded Philip.

The baron muttered to himself: "
If the Duke of Medina burned

his palace that he might embrace a queen, I may well burn my
kennel to get rid of the visit of a princess. Let her come, let her

come! "

Philip and Andree only heard the last words, and they looked at

each other uneasily.
"

It cannot be long before she be here, sir," said Philip. I took

the way through the wood, in order to get some minutes in advance

of the cortege; it will soon be here."
" Then I must not lose time," said the baron, and with the agility

of twenty he left the room. He hastened to the kitchen, snatched

;i flaming piece of wood from the hearth, and proceeded to his

barns. Put just as he raised his arm to throw it into a heap of

straw, be was seized by Balsamo, who flung to a safe distance the

burning brand.

'•What are you about, sir!" cried he. " The Archduchess of

Austria is not a Constable de Bourbon, whose presence contaminates,

so that we shoiUd rather burn our house than permit her to

enter it."

The old man stopped, pale, trembling, and his habitual smile

vanished from his lips. He had gathered all his strength to enable

him to resolve on making his poverty yet greater by the destruction

of his dwelling, rather than be disgraced, according to his ideas, by
allowing its mediocrity to be seen.

"
Come, sir, come," continued Balsamo. " You have only time to
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throw off your dressing-gown and put yourself in better trim. The
Baron of Taverney, whom 1 knew at the siege of Philipsbourg,
wore the "rand cross of the order of St. Louis; any coat will be

rich and elegant when decorated with that."
"
But, sir, shall I show to our dauphiness that poverty which I

wished to hide from you ? "

'* Be not uneasy ; we shall manage to occupy her attention so

that she shall not know whether your house be new or old, poor or

rich. Be hospitable, sir; it is your duty as a gentleman! What will

the enemies of the dauphiness— and she has many— what will they
do if her friends burn their castles rather than receive her under

their roof? Let us not thus anticipate that vengeance which is to

come! Everything in its predestined time."

The baron again showed an involuntary submission to Balsamo,
aud hurried to his children, who, uneasy at his absence, were seek-

ing him on every side.

As to Balsamo, he retired in silence, like a man intent on some

work which he had undertaken and which he must complete.

CHAPTER XIV.

MARIE ANTOINETTE JOSEPHE, ARCHDUCHESS OF AUSTRIA.

As Balsamo had said, there was no time to be lost, for now on the

road— generally so peaceful— which led jo the Baron of Taverney's

dwelling, a great sound of carriages, horses and voices was heard.

Three carriages, one of which was covered with gilding and

mythological bas-reliefs, and which, notwithstanding its magnifi-

cence, was not less dusty and bespattered than the others, stopped
at the great gate of the avenue. Gilbert held it open, his eyes dis-

tended, his whole frame trembling with feverish agitation at the

sight of so much magnificence. Twenty gentlemen on horseback,

all young and splendidly dressed, drew up near the principal car-

riage, from which a young girl of sixteen, dressed with great sim-

plicity, but with her hair elaborately piled on her forehead, got out,

assisted by a gentleman in black, who wore, saltier-wise, under his

mantle, the ribbon of St. Louis.

Marie Antoinette, for it was she, brought with her a reputation
for beauty which the princesses destined to share the thrones of the
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kings of France have not always possessed- It was difficult to say

whether ber eyes were beautiful or not, yet they were capable of

every expression, more particularly of the opposite expressions of

mildness and scorn. Her nose was finely formed, her upper lip

beautiful, but the lower lip, her aristocratic inheritance from seven-

teen emperors, was too thick and prominent. Her complexion was

lovely ;
her neck, shoulders and bust were of marble whiteness and

beautifully formed
;
her hands truly regal. At times, when roused

to energy, her carriage was majestic, firm and decided
;
at other

times, when not excited, soft, undulating— one might almost say

caressing. No woman ever made a more graceful curtsy— no

queen ever bowed with more tact and discrimination. This day the

most expressive sweetness shone in her countenance. She had

resolved to be only the woman and to forget the dauphiness. She

wore a dress of white silk, and her beautiful, bare arms supported
a mantle of rich lace.

Scarcely had she touched the ground when she turned to assist

one of her ladies of honor whom age bad weakened a little, and,

refusing the arm of the gentleman in black, she advanced, inhaling
the fresh air, and looking around as if determined to enjoy to the

utmost the few moments of freedom with which she was indulging
herself.

"
Oh, what a beautiful situation !

" she exclaimed ;

" what mag-
nificent trees! and such a pretty little house! How happy one

might be in this healthful air, under those trees, which form so

sweet a retirement !

"

At this moment Philip appeared, followed by Andree, on whose
arm the baron leaned. She was dressed in a simple gown of gray
silk, and the baron in a coat of blue velvet, the remains of some of

his old magnificeuce ;
he had not forgotten Balsamo's recommenda-

tion, and wore his ribbon of St. Louis. On seeing the three

approach, the dauphiness stopped. Eler escort then grouped itself

around her, the officers holding their horses by the bridles and the

courtiers, hat in hand, whispering to one another. Philip drew

near, pale with agitation, yet with a noble bearing.

"With your royal highness' permission," said he, "I have the

honor of presenting to you the Baron de Taverney-Maison-Rouge,
m\ father, ami Claire Andree de Taverney, my sister."

The baron bowed profoundly, like a man who knew how to bow
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to queens. Andree showed, in her graceful timidity, the most

flattering kind of politeness
— sincere respect. Marie Antoinette

looked at the two young people, and, recalling what Philip had said

of their poverty, she guessed what they suffered at that -moment.
" Madame," said the baron, with dignity,

"
your royal highness

does too mueh honor to the Chateau of Taveruey; such a humble

abode is not worthy to receive so much rank and beauty."
•'

I know that it is the abode of an old soldier of France," replied

the dauphiness,
" and my mother, the Empress Maria Theresa, who

was a distinguished warrior, lias told me that often in your country
those richest in glory are the poorest in meaner treasures," and

with ineffable grace she extended her lovely hand to Andree, who,

kneeling, kissed it.

The baron was, however, still haunted by the idea which had so

much tormented him, that the train of the dauphiness was about

to crowd into his little house, in which there could not be found

chairs for a fourth of their number. The dauphiness hastened to

relievo him from all embarrassment.
"
Gentlemen," said she, turning to those who firmed her escort,

"
I must not impose on you the trouble of following me in all my

caprices. You will wait here, if you please; in half an hour I shah

return. Come with me, my good Langershauseu," she added in

German to the lady whom she had assisted out of the carriage,
" and you, sir," said she to the gentleman in black, "have the

goodness to follow us !

"

This personage, though dressed thus simply, was remarkable for

the elegance of his manners, and was about thirty years of age,

and very handsome. He drew to one side to allow the princess to

pass. Marie Antoinette took Andree for her guide, and made a

Bign to Philip to come near his sister.

As to the baron, he was left to the personage of high rank,

doubt;68S, to whom the dauphiness had granted the honor of

accompanying her.

" So you are a Taverney-Maison-Rouge !
" said he, playing with

his splendid ruffles of the mo I expensive lace, and turning to the

baron with truly aristocratic impertinence:
'• Must I reply, sir, or my lord •

" asked the baron, with equal

impertinence.
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You may say simply prince, or your eminence, which you
choose," the other replied.

"
Well, then, your eminence, I am a Taverney-Maison-Rouge— a

real one!". said the baron, in that tone of raillery which he so

seldom abandoned.

His eminence, who bad tbe usual tact of great nobles, felt that

he had to do with no country clown, .and continued,
" This is your

summer residence? "

" Summer and winter,
" answered tbe baron, who wished to put

an end to disagreeable queries, but accompanying each reply with

a low bow.

Philip could not help turning from time to time uneasily toward

his father, for the house, as they drew nearer it, wore an aspect

threatening and ironical, as if pitilessly determined to show all

their poverty. The baron had already resignedly extended his

hand to point the way to the door of his house, when the dauphin-

ess, turning to him, said,
" Excuse me, sir, if 1 do not enter; these

shades are so delightful that I could pass my life in them. I am
tired of rooms. For fifteen days I Lave been received in rooms— I,

who love the open air, the shade of trees, and the perfume of dow-

ers." Then, turning to Andree,
" You will bring me a cup of milk

here, under these beautiful trees— will you not?"
" Your highness,

" said the baron, turning pale, "how should we
dare to offer you such poor refreshment? "

"
I prefer it, sir, to anything else. New-laid eggs and milk

formed my banquets at Schoenbrunn. "

All at once La Brie, swelling with pride, in a splendid livery and

a napkin on his arm, appeared under an archway of jasmine, the

shade of which had attracted the eye of the dauphiness. In a tone

in which importance and respect were strangely mixed, he

announced,
" Her royal highness is served !

"

•• Am I in the dwelling of an enchanter? " cried the princess, as

she ran rather than walked to the perfumed alley.

The baron in his uneasiness forgot all etiquette, left the gentle-

man in biack, and hurried after the dauphiness. Andree and Philip

looked at one another with mingled astonishment and anxiety, and

followed their father.

Under the clematis, jasmine, and woodbine was placed an oval

table, covered with a damask cloth of dazzling whiteness, ou which
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was arranged, in a brilliant service of plate, a collation the most

elegant and rare. There were exotic fruits made into the most

delicious confections; biscuits from Aleppo, oranges from Malta,
and lemons of extraordinary size, all arranged in beautiful vases.

Wines, the richest and most esteemed, sparkled like the ruby and
the topaz, in decanters ornamented and cut in Persia, and in the

center, in a silver vase, was placed the milk for which the dauphin-

ess had asked.

Marie Antoinette looked around and saw surprise and alarm im-

printed on the lace of her host, and on the countenance of his son

and daughter. The gentlemen of her escort were delighted with

what they saw, without understanding it, and without endeavoring
to understand it.

" You expected me, then, sir?" said she to the baron.
"

I, madame !" stammered he.

"Yes; you could not in ten minutes have all this prepared, and
I have only been ten minutes here," and she looked at La Brie with

an expression which said,
" above all, when you have only one

servant !"

''Madame," answered the baron, "your royal highness was

expected, or, rather, your coming was foretold to me."
" Your son wrote to you?"
"
No, madame."

" No one knew that I was coming here, as I did not wish to give

you the trouble which I see I have done. It was only late last ni.u'ht

that I expressed my intention to your son, and he reached this but

half an hour before me."
"
Scarcely a quarter of an hour, madame. "

" Then some fairy must have revealed to you what was to occur.

Mademoiselle's godmother, perhapsV
"Madame," said the baron, offering a chair to the princess, "it

was not a fairy who announced my good fortune to me."
" Who then ?

" asked she, observing that he hesitated.

"An enchanter, madame! "

" An enchanter ? How can that be .'

"

"
I know nothing of the matter, for I do not meddle with magic

myself, yet to that, madame, I am indebted for being able to enter-

tain your highness in a tolerable fashion."
" In that case we must not touch anything, since the collation is
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the work of sorcery. His eminence,
: ' added she, pointing to the

gentleman in black, who had fixed his eye on a Strasbourg pie,
"

set ins in a hurry to begin, bnt we shall assuredly not eat of this

enchanted collation; and you, dear friend," turning to her gov-

erness,
" distrust the Cyprus wine, and do as I do !

" And she

poured some water from a globe-formed carafe with a narrow neck

into a golden goblet.

"In truth," said Andree, with alarm, "her royal highness is,

perhaps, right!
"

Philip trembled with surprise, and, ignorant of what had passed

the evening before, looked alternately at his father and his sister for

explanation.
>

" But I see," continued the dauphiness,
" his eminence is deter-

mined to sin, in spite of all the canons of the church."
" Madame,

"
replied the prelate,

" we princes of the church are

too worldly to be able to believe that heaven's wrath will fall on us

about a little refreshment for the body, and, above all, too humane
to feel the least inclination to burn an honest sorcerer for providing
us with good things like these! "

" Do not jest, I pray, monseigneur,
" said the baron. " I swear-

to you that a sorcerer— a real sorcerer— foretold to me, about an

hour ago, the arrival of her royal highness and my son! "

" And has an hour been sufficient for you to prepare this ban-

quet ?
" demanded the dauphiness.

" Iu that case you are a greater

sorcerer than your sorcerer !

"

"
No, madame, it was he who did all this, and brought the table

up through the ground, ready served as you see."
" On your word, sir? "

" On the honor of a gentleman !
"
replied the baron.

" Ha !
" said the cardinal, in a serious tone, putting back the

plate which he had taken,
"

I thought you were jesting. Then you
have in your house a real magician ? "

" A real magician l'
— and I should not wonder if he has made all

the gold on that table himself."
"

Oli, he must have found out the philosopher's stone !" cried

the cardinal, his eyes sparkling with covetness.
" See how the eyes of his eminence sparkle ! He who has been

seeking all his life tor the philosopher's stone !

"
said the dauphiness.

"I confess to your royal highness," replied his very worldly



MABIE ANTOINETTE. 127

eminence. " that nothing interests me more than the supernatural
— nothing is so curious, in my estimation, as the impossible."
"Ah! I have traced the vulnerable part, -it seems!" said the

dauphiness.
"
Every great man has his mysteries, particularly when

he is a diplomatist
— and I, I warn your eminence, know a great

deal of sorcery; I sometimes find out things — if not impossible, if

not supernatural, at least incredible !

" and the eye of the dauphin-
ess. before so mild, flashed as from an internal storm, but no

thunder followed. His eminence alone doubtless understood what

this meant, for he looked evidently embarrassed. The dauphiness
went on :

" To make the thing complete, M. de Tavemey, you must show

us your magician. Where is he? In what box have you hidden

him?"
" Madame," answered the baron,

" he is much more able to put
me and my house in a box, than I to put him !

"

" In truth, you excite my curiosity," said Marie Antionette. "
I

must positively see him !

"

The tone in which this was uttered, although still retaining the

charm which Marie Antionette knew so well to assume, forbade all

idea of refusal to comply with her wish.

The baron understood this perfectly, and made a sign to La Brie,

who was contemplating with eager eyes the illustrious guests, the

Bight of whom seemed to make up to him for his twenty years of

unpaid wages.
" Tell Baron Joseph Balsamo,

" said his master,
" that her royal

highness, the dauphiness, desires to see him." La Brie, departed.
"
Joseph Balsamo !

" said the dauphiness.
" What a singular

name !
"

"
Joseph Balsamo! "

repeated his eminence, as if reflecting,
"

I

think I know that name."

Five minutes passed in silence— then Andree felt a thrill run

through her frame— she heard, before it was perceptible to other

ears, a step advancing under the shade of the trees— the branches

were put aside— and Joseph Balsamo stood face to face with Marie

Antoinette.
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CHAPTER XV.

MAGIC.

Balsamo bowed humbly; but no sooner bad he raised bis bead

than he fixed his bright, expressive eyes firmly but respectfully on

the face of the dauphiness and waited calmly until she should inter-

rogate him.
" Jf it is you of whom the Baron de Taverney has been speaking

to us. Draw near, sir, that we may better see what a magician is."

Balsamo advanced another step and bowed.
" Tour profession is to foretell events, sir ?

" said the dauphiness,

regarding him with more curiosity than she would herself have

been willing to acknowledge, and sipping some milk which had
been handed her.

" It is not my profession, but I do foretell events."
" We have been brought up in an enlightened creed," said the

dauphiness,
" and the only mysteries in which we believe are those

of the Catholic faith."
"
They are to be venerated," replied Balsamo, reverently;

" but

here is Monseigneur the Cardinal de Rohan, who will tell your royal

highness, though he be a prince of the Church, that they are not

the only mysteries which deserve to be regarded with respect."

The cardinal started. He had not told his name, it had not heon

pronounced, yet this stranger knew it. Marie Antoinette did not

appear to remark this circumstance, but continued:
" You will confess, sir, that at least they are the only mysteries

which cannot be controverted?"
" Madame," answered Balsamo, with the same respect,

" as well

as faith there is certainty."
" You speak rather obscurely, sir. Although thoroughly French

in heart, I am but indifferently acquainted with the niceties of the

language, and must beg you to be less enigmatic if I am to compre-
hend you."

" And I, madame, would entreat that all may remain unexplained.
I should deeply regret to unveil to so illustrious a princess a future

which might not correspond to her hopes."
" This becomes serious," said Marie Antoinette;

" tho gentleman
wishes to excite my curiosity, that I may command him to tell my
fortune."
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" God forbid that your royal highness should force me to do it !

"

"
Yes," replied the dauphiness;

" for you would he rather puzzled
to do it !

" and she laughed.
But the dauphiness' laugh died away without meeting an echo

from any of the attendants. Every one present seemed to submit

tacitly to the influence of the singular man, who was, for the

moment, the center of general attraction.
"
Come, confess it frankly," said the dauphiness.

Balsamo bowed.
" Yet it was you who predicted my arrival to the Baron dc

Taverney," resumed Marie Antoinette, with a slight movement of

impatience.
"
Yes, madame, it was I."

" And how did he do it ?
" she added, turning to the baron, as if

she felt the necessity of a third party taking share in this strange

dialogue.
"
Very simply, madame — merely by looking in a glass of water."

" Was it so ? " she asked of Balsamo.
"
Yes, madame," answered he.

"
Then, having read the future for the Baron do Taverney in a

glass of water, surely you can read it for me in a decanter."

"Perfectly well, madame."
" And why refuse to do so? "

" Because the future is uncertain
;
and if I saw a cloud on it

"

He stopped.
"Well?"
"

It would give me pain to sadden your royal highness."
" Have you known me before, or do you now see me for the first

time ? "

"
I have had the honor of seeing your royal highness when a child,

in your native country, with your august mother."
" You have seen my mother, then? "

"
I have had that honor. She is a great and powerful queen."

"
Empress, sir."

"
I used the word queen in reference to the heart and mind; and

yet
"

" Reservations concerning my mother? " said t'io dauphiness,

haughtily.
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" The greatest hearts have weaknesses, madame, particularly

where they think the happiness of their children is concerned."
"
History, I trust, sir, will not discover one single weakness in

Maria Theresa. "

" Because history will not know what is known only to the Empress
Maria Theresa, to your royal highness and to myself."

" We have a secret, sir, we three,
" said the dauphiness, smiling

disdainfully.
" We three, madame," replied Balsamo, solemnly.
" Come, then, tell this secret, sir!

"

" It will then be no longer one."

"No matter; tell it!
"

" Is it your royal highness' will ?
"

"It is."

Balsamo bowed. " There is in the Palace of Schoenbrunn," said

he,
" a cabinet, called the Dresden cabinet, on account of the

splendid vases of porcelain which it contains "

"
Yes," said the dauphiness;

"
go on."

" This cabinet forms a part of the private suite of rooms of the

Empress Maria Theresa; in it she writes her letters."

"Yes."
" On a certain day, about seven in the morning, when the empress

had not yet risen, your royal highness entered this cabinet by a

door through which you alone were permitted to pass ;
for your

highness is the favorite daughter of her imperial majesty."

"Well, sir? "

" Your highness approached a writing-desk on which lay open a

letter which her imperial majesty had written the night before.

Your royal highness read that letter; and doubtles some expres-

sions in it must have been displeasing to you, for you took a pen
and with your own hand erased three words."

The dauphiness blushed slightly. "What were the words

erased ?
" she asked, anxiously.

"
They were too condescending, doubtless, and showed too great

affection for the person to whom they were addressed. This was a

weakness, and to this it was I alluded in speaking of your august
mother."

" Then you remember the words? "

"
Assuredly.

"
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"
Repeat them to me."

" They were: My dear friend.''
1

Marie Antoinette bit her lip and turned pale.
" Shall I tell your royal highness to whom the letter was ad-

dressed? "

"
No, but you may write the name."

Balsamo drew out a pocket-book with gold clasps, and, having
written some words on one of the leaves, he tore it out, and, bow-

ing, presented it to the dauphiness. Marie Antoinette unfolded the

leaf, read it, and looked with astonishment at the man who, though
he bowed low before her, seemed to have it in his power to direct

her fate.

The letter was addressed to the mistress of King Louis XV. — To
the Marchioness de Pompadour.

" All this is true, sir," said Marie Antoinette, after a pause,
" and

although I am ignorant by what means you have become acquainted
with these circumstances, I cannot speak falsely and I must declare

that what you have said is true."
"
Then," said Balsamo,

"
will your royal highness permit me to

retire, satisfied with this harmless proof of my art? "

"
No, sir," replied the dauphiness.

" The more I know of your

powers the more desirous I become to have my fate foretold. Tou
have spoken only of the past ;

let me learn what the future will he. "

The princess spoke these words with a feverish impatience, which

she in vain endeavored to conceal from her auditors.
"

1 am ready, if your royal highness commands me, to declare it,

yet let me supplicate you not to do so."
" 1 have never expressed a command twice; and, you will recol-

lect, sir, that I have already commanded once."
" Let me at least consult the oracle whether it may be revealed

to your royal highness or not," he said, entreatingly.

"Good or bad, sir," replied Marie Antoinette,
"

1 will know it.

If good, I shall take it for flattery ;
if bad, I shall hold it as a warn-

ing, and shall be obliged to you for it. Begin!
"

Balsamo took the round carafe with the narrow neck, and placed

it on a golden saucer. The rays of the sun, striking on this, shone

dimly yellow in the water, and seemed to offer something worthy of

deep consideration to the attentive soothsayer. Every one was
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silent. At length be placed the carafe again on the table, and shook

his head.
"
Well, sir? " said tbe daupbiuess.

"
I cannot speak it," replied Balsamo.

" You cannot, because you have nothing to tell me,
"
replied Marie

Antoinette, a little contemptuously.
" There are things which must never be said to princes, madame,

"

replied Balsamo, in a tone which seemed to express his determi-

nation to oppose her wishes.
"
Yes, when those things, I repeat, may be expressed by the word

nothing.
"

"
It is not that which prevents me, madame

;
on the contrary, it

is the very reverse."

The dauphiness smiled disdainfully, Balsamo appeared embar-

rassed, the cardinal began to laugh outright, and the baron drew

near, grumbling :

"
So, my magician has exhausted himself! His powers have not

lasted very long ! It only remains for us to see all these fine things
turned into vine-leaves, as we have read in Eastern tales.''

"I should rather have had the simple vine leaves," said Marie

Antoinette,
" than these fine things displayed by the gentleman for

tbe purpose of getting himself presented to me."
"
Deign to remember, madame," replied Balsamo, who was deadly

pale,
" that I did not solicit this honor."

" It was not difficult for you to guess, sir, that I should ask to see

you."
" Pardon me, madame," said Andree, in a low voice,

" he thought
he was doing right."

" And I tell you he was doing wrong," replied the princess, so as

only to be heard by Andree and Balsamo. " No one can elevate

himself by humiliating an old man; and, when we can have the

pewter goblet of a gentleman to drink in, we need not the golden
one of a mountebank !

"

Balsamo started as if a viper had bitten him. "
Madame," said

he, greatly agitated,
"

I am ready to let you know your destiny

since your blindness impels you to desire such knowledge."
He pronounced these words in a tone so firm and so threatening

that all present felt the blood chilled in their veins.
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" Gib i»i lehi gchcer, mcine Tochter,"* said the old lady to Marie

Antoinette.

"Lass sic haven, sie hat wisscn wollen, and so soil'sic mssen,"f
replied Balsamo.

These words, spoken in German, a language which was understood

by only a few present, seemed to render more mysterious what was

going on.

"
No," said the dauphiness, resisting the entreaties of her vener-

able governess,
"

let him say what he desires to say— were I now to

permit him to be silent, he would believe me afraid."

Balsamo heard these words, and a dark, furtive smile played for

a second on his lips. "It is as I said," he muttered to himself,
" the courage of bravado merely."

"
Speak!

" said the dauphiness.
"
Speak, sir."

" Then your royal highness is decided? "

" I never go back from a decision once made."
" In that case, rnadame, I would entreat that we may be alone."

She made a sign which those around understood. All retired.

" This ic not a bad plan for obtaining a private audience," said

the dauphiness, turning to Balsamo;
"

is it not, sir? "

"I wculd beg your royal highness not to irritate me,
"
replied

Balsamo. " I am but an instrument of Providence to enlighten you
on those sorrows which await you. Insult fortune if you will; she

can revenge herself. But for me, I am but the gloomy herald of the

misfortunes she has in store for you."'
" Then it appeal's that misfortunes await me? " said the dauphin-

ess, mildly, touched by Balsamo's respectful manner.
"

Yes, terrible misfortunes."

"First, will my family be happy?"
" That which you have left, or that to which you are going?"
"
Oh, my own family

— my mother, my brother Joseph, my sister

Caroline?"
" Your misfortunes will not reach them."
"
They are mine alone, then? "

"
They are yours, and those of your new family."

" The royal family of France includes three princes, the Duke de

•"Do not listen to him, my daughter."

f'ljt't her— she wishes to know, and she shall know."
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Berry, the Count de Provence, and the Count D'Artois. What will

be their fate ? "

"
They will all reign."

" Then 1 shall have no children? "

" Yon will have children."
" Not sons."
" Some of them sons. "

" My sorrows, then, will be caused by their death ?
"

" You will grieve that one is dead, but most will you grieve that

the other lives."

" Will my husband love me ? "

"Yes, too well."
" Shall I not, then, be able to bear my grief, supported by my

husband and my family?
"

" Neither will support you.
"

" The love of my people will still be mine ? "

" The people
— the ocean in a calm — have you seen the ocean in

a storm, madame? "

"
By doing good I shall prevent the storm

; or, if it rise, shall rise

above it !

"

" The higher the wave the deeper the abyss."

"God will defend me."
" Alas! there are heads which he himself foredooms !

"

" What mean you, sir; shall I not, then, be queeu?
"

"
Yes, madame, but would to heaven that you were not to be !

"

She smiled disdainfully.
" Did you remark," he continued,

" the tapestry of the first room
iu which you slept after having entered France i

"

"
Yes, sir

"

" What did it represent?
"

" The slaughter of the innocents."
" Have not the grim faces of the murderers haunted your

memory ?
"

"
I confess that they have."

" Had you not a storm on the way hither? "

"
Yes; a thunderbolt fell, and nearly on my carriage."

" Were not those omens ?
"

" Fatal omens .'

"

"
It would be difficult to interpret them as happy onesl "
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The dauphiness lei her head fall on her bosom, and raising it

after a minute's silence, '•' Speak !
" said she; "in what manner

shall I die * "

He shook his head.
"
Speak !

»

"
I dare not. "

"
It is my will that you should," she said, imperiously.

" Have mercy — have mercy on yourself!
"

"
Speak, sir, or I shall say that all this is but an absurd fable.

Take care
,
the daughter of Marie Theresa is not to be jested with !

The woman who holds in her hand the destiny of thirty millions of

men is not to be trifled with !

"

He continued silent.

" You know no mote, "she said, contemptuously ;

"
your imagina-

tion is exhausted."
" My knowledge of the future is not exhausted, madamej and if

you will force me "

"
Yes, 1 will hear all."

He seized the carafe on the golden saucer, placed it in a dark

hollow, where some rocks formed a sort of grotto; then he took the

hand of the archduchess, and drew her under the vault.
" Ait- you ready :

" he asked the princess, who was alarmed by
his rapid movements.

"Yes."
" On your Knees, then! — on your knees!— aud pray to God to

spare you the dreadful end of all your greatness, which you are

now to witness !

"

SI beyed mechanically, and fell on both knees.

! ! pointed with a wand to the glass globe, in the center of which

must have appeared some dark and terrible form, for the dauphin-

ess, in trying to rise, trembled and sank again to the ground with

a shriek of horror she had fainted.

The baron hastened to her assistance, and in a few minutes she

came to herself. Sin- put he]- hand to her forehead, as if to recall

her thoughts, then suddenly exclaimed, "The carafe — the

carafe !

"

The baron presented it to her. The water was perfectly limpid

^-not a stain mingled with it. Balsamo was gone.
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CHAPTER XVI.

THE BARON DE TAVERNEY THINKS HE SEES AT LAST A SMALL
OPENING INTO THE FUTURE.

TnE baron was the first to perceive that the dauphiness bad

fainted, he had kept on the watch, more uneasy than any one else

at what might take place between her and the sorcerer. Hearing
her cry of terror, and seeing Balsamo spring out of the grotto, he

ran to tbe spot.

Tbe dauphiness' first request was to see the carafe; her second,
that no injury should be done tbe magician. And it was well she

made this request, for no sooner had Philip heard her cry than he

bounded after him like an angry lion.

When her lady of honor came near, and ventured to question her

in German, she only drew from her that Balsamo had in no way
been wanting in respect to her; that she thought the storm of tbe

preceding night and her long journey had fatigued her and brought
on a nervous attack. Her replies were translated to tbe Cardinal

de Rohan, who stood by but dared not himself ask for information.

In courts, people are obliged to be satisfied with half answers, so

what the dauphiness said satisfied nobody, but every one appeared

perfectly satisfied. Philip then drew near and said:
"

I am obliged to obey your royal highness' order, yet it is with

regret that I do so; the half hour during which you intended to

stay is past, and the horses are ready."
" Thanks, sir,

" said she, with a smile full of fascinating languor,
" but I must alter my determination

;
I do not feel able to set out

just now. If I could sleep for a few hours, I should be quite

restored."

"Your royal highness knows what a poor abode ours is, "the
baron stammered out.

"Oh, sir, any place will do; a little rest is all I want! " She

said this as if again fainting, and her head sank again on her

bosom.

Andree disappeared to prepare her room for her, and having in

a few minutes returned, she stood beside the dauphiness, not

daring to speak until some indication was given that she might do

so. At length Marie Antoinette raised her head, smiled to Andree,

and, with her hand, made a sign to her to draw nearer.



THE BABON SEES INTO THE FUTUBE. 137

u The room is ready for your royal highness. We entreat

only
"

But she was not permitted to finish her apology ;
the dauphiness

interrupted her.

" Thank you ;
thank you ! May I ask you to summon the

Countess of Langershausen, and to lead us to the apartment?
"

Andree obeyed, the old lady of honor advanced. " Give me

your arm, my dear friend," said the dauphiness to lier in German,
" for indeed I have scarcely strength enough to walk without

support."
The baroness obeyed ;

Andree approached to assist her. Turn-

ing soon after to Andree, the dauphiness asked :

." Do you understand German, then, mademoiselle?"

"Yes, madame, I even speak it a little,
"

replied Andree, in

German.
" That is delightful !

" exclaimed the dauphiness.
" That makes

my plan still more agreeable."

Andree dared not ask her august guest what her plan was,

although she longed to know it. The dauphiness leaned on the

arm of the Countess de Langershausen, and advanced slowly, her

limbs trembling under her. As she issued from the trees in front

of the grotto, she heard the cardinal's voice.

" What !
" said he. " Count de Stainville, do you mean to insist

on speaking to her royal highness, notwithstanding her orders to the

contrary?
"

"
I must insist on doing so," replied the governor of Strasbourg,

in a firm voice.
" Her royal highness will pardon me, I am certain. "

" And I, sir, on the contrary, insist "

" Let the governor come forward," said the dauphiness, appear-

ing at the opening of the trees, which formed a verdant arch above

her head. " Come forward, Count de Stainville."

Every one bowed at her command, and drew back to allow free

passage to the brother-in-law of the then all-powerful minister who

governed France. The count looked around, as if to request a

private audience. Marie Antoinette understood that he had some-

thing important to say to her, but before she could express a wish

to be left alone all had withdrawn.
" A dispatch from Versailles, madame," said the count in a low
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voice, and presenting a letter which he had kept concealed under

his plumed hat.

The dauphiness took it, and read the address. "It is for you,

sir, not for me," she said
;

"
open it and read it, if it contain any-

thing that concerns me."
" The letter is addressed to me,'' he replied,

" hut in the corner

is a mark agreed on between my brother, Madame Choiseul, and

myself, indicating that the letter is for your royal highness."
"
True; I did not observe it.

"

She opened the letter, and read the following lines: " The pre-

sentation of .Madame Duharry is decided on, if she can only procure
some noble lady to present her. We still hope she may not find one,

but the only sure means to prevent the presentation will be for her

royal highness, the dauphiness, to make all speed. Her royal high-
ness once at Versailles, no one will dare to offer such an insult to

the court."
"
Very well," said the dauphiness, folding up the letter, without

the slightest symptom of emotion, or even of interest.
" Will your royal highness now retire to repose a little f

" asked

Andree, timidly.
" No. I than]'; you. mademoiselle; the air has revived me; I have

quite recovered." And. abandoning the arm of her lady-of-honor,

she walked forward, firmly and rapidly .

" My horses immediately !
"

said she.

The cardinal looked with inquisitive surprise at the count.

"The dauphin is hecoming impatient," whispered the latter;

and, this falsehood appealing a secret confided to him alone, his

eminence was satisfied. As to Andree, her father had taught her

to respect th : whims of crowned heads, and she. was not at all sur-

prised at the change in Mary Antoinette's intentions. The latter,

therefore, ruining and se< tag ao alteration in the sweet expression
of her countenance, said :

"Thanks, mademoiselle; your hospitable reception has made a

deep in • icn on me. "

Then. I timing to the baron, she continued:
"

Sir, you must know that on leaving Vienna I made a vow to

advance the fortune of the first Frenchman whom I should meet on

the fiontiers of France. That Frenchman was your son. But I do



THE BARON SEES INTO THE FVTTJBM. t39

not intend to stop there; your daughter shall not he forgotten

either."
"
Oh, ycur highness !

" murmured Andree.

"Yes, I mean to make you one of my rnaids-of-honor. You are

nohle, are you not? " she added, again addressing the haron.
"
Oh, your highness !

" cried the haron, with delight, for all his

dreams seemed realized by what he heard
;

"
although poor, our

descent is unblemished; yet so high an honor "-

"
It is only due to you. Your son will defend the king as you

have done; your daughter will serve the dauphiness ;
the one you

will inspire with every loyal sentiment, the other with every virtu-

ous one. Shall I not be faithfully served, sir? " she said, turning to

Philip, who knelt in gratitude at her feet, without words to express
his emotion.

" But " murmured the baron, for his feelings did not prevent
him from reflecting.

"Yes, I understand," said the dauphiness, "you have prepara-

tions to make, yet they cannot take long.
"

A sad smile passed over the lips of Andree and Philip, a bitter

one over those of the baron, and Marie Antoinette stopped, for she

felt that she might unintentionally have wounded their pride.

"At least," she resumed, "if I may judge by your daughter's

desire to please me. Besides, I shall leave you one of my carriages;

it will bring you after us. I must call the Count de Stainville to my
aid.

"

The count approached.
"

I shall leave one of my carriages for the Baron de Taverney,
whom I wish to accompany me to Paris with his daughter. Appoint
some one to accompany their carriage, and to cause it to be recog-

nized as belonging to my suite."
" Come forward, Monsieur de Beausire! "

" This very moment, madame,
" answered the count.

A young man, of about five-and-twenty years of age, with an

easy and graceful carriage, and a lively and intelligent eye,

advanced, hat in hand, from the ranks of the escort of the

dauphiness.
" Let one of the carriages remain behind," said the count, "for

the Baron de Taverney; .vou will accompany the carriage yourself."
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"And, sir," said the dauphiness, "join us again as soon as possi-

ble. I authorize you to have double relays of horses, if necessary.
"

The baron and his children were profuse in their acknowledg-
ments.

" This sudden departure will not put you to much inconvenience,
I hope, sir,

" said the dauphiness.
" We are too happy to obey your royal highness' orders,

"
replied

the baron.
"
Adieu, adieu !

" said she, with a smile. "
Gentlemen, conduct

me to my carriage. Chevalier de Taverney, to horse !

"

Philip kissed his father's hand, embraced his sister and leaped

lightly into his saddle.

The glittering train swept on and in a quarter of an hour had dis-

appeared like an evening vapor; there remained no human being
in the avenue of Taverney but a young man, who, sitting on one of

the low pillars of the gate, pale and sorrowful, followed with a long-

ing eye the last cloud of dust which was raised by the horses' feet,

and which served to show the road they had taken. The young man
was Gilbert.

Meantime the saloon of Taverney presented a singular scene.

Andiee, with clasped hands, reflected on the unexpected and ex-

traordinary event which had so suddenly interrupted the course of

her calm life, and she believed herself in a dream. The baron was

pulling some hairs, which were rather too long, out of his gray eye-

brows, and settling the bosom of his shirt. Nicole, leaning against
the door, looked at her master and mistress, and La Brie, with his

arms hanging down and his mouth open, looked at Nicole.

The baron was the first to rouse himself from his reverie.
" Scoundrel !

" cried he to La Brie,
" are you standing there like a

statue, and that gentleman, one of the king's body-guard, waiting
without? "

La Brie made a bound toward the door, got one leg hooked in the

other, staggered to his feet and disappeared. In a short time he

returned.
" What is the gentleman doing ? " asked the baron.
" Making his horse eat the pimpernels."
" Leave him alone, then. And the carriage ? "

" Tt is m the avenue."
" The horses harnessed?"
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"
Yes, sir— four horses— such beautiful animals! — they are eat-

ing the pomegranates."
" The king's horses have a right to eat wherever they like. By

the bye, the sorcerer !
"

" He is gone, sir.
"

" And has left all the plate on the table ! It is not possible. He
will return or will send some one for it."

"
I don't think he will, sir. Gilbert saw him set out with his

v agon.
"

" Gilbert saw him set out with his wagon !
" the baron repeated,

in a thoughtful tone.
"
Yes, sir."

" That wretch, Gilbert, sees everything. Go and pack my trunk."
"

It is packed, sir."

"What! — it is packed?"
"
Yes, as soon as I heard what her royal highness, the dauphiness,

raid, I went into your room and packed your clothes and linen."
" Who told you to do so, you officious rascal? "

"
Dame, sir! I thought I was only anticipating your orders." •

" Fool ! Go, then, and help my daughter."
" Thank you, father; but I have Nicole."

The baron began to reflect again.

"But, zounds, scoundrel! it is impossible.
"

" What is impossible, sir ?
"

" What you have not thought of, for you think of nothing."
" But what is it, sir !

"

" That her royal highness would go without leaving something
with Monsieur do Beausire, or the sorcerer without leaving a

message with Gilbert."

At this moment a low whistle was heard from the court-yard.

"What is that?"
"

It is a call for me, sir," replied La Brie.

" And who calls, pray .'

" The gentleman, sir."

" The gentleman left by the dauphiness?
"

"Yes, sir. And here is Gilbert coining as if ho had got some-

thin."; to say to you."
" Go. then, stupid animal !

"

La Brie obeyed with his usual alacrity.
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"
Father," said Andree, approaching him,

"
I know what troubles

you. Recollect, I have thirty lonis-d'ors and that beautiful watch

set with diamonds which Queen Marie Lezinska gave my mother. "

"
Yes, my dear, yes !

"
replied the baron

;

" but keep them, keep
them. Tou must have a handsome dress for your presentation. I

may discover some means
;
hush ! here is La Brie."

"
Sir," cried La Brie as he came in, holding in one hand a letter

and in the other some money,
" see what the dauphiness left for me

— ten louis-d'ors, sir! ten louis-d'ors! "

" And that letter, rascal ?
"

"
Oh, the letter is for you, sir— from the sorcerer."

" From the sorcerer ? Who gave it you?
"

"
Gilbert, sir

"

"
I told you so, stupid animal ! Give it me— give it me !

"

He snatched the letter, tore it open, and read these words :

" Sir—Since a hand so august has touched the plate I left with you, it belongs
to you ; keep it as a relic, and remember sometimes your grateful guest.

" Joseph Balsamo."

" La Brie !
" cried the baron, after a moment's reflection,

"
is there

not a good goldsmith at Bar-le-Duc? "

" Oh, yes, sir; the one who soldered Mademoiselle Andree's silver

brooch !
"

.

"
Very well ! Andree, lay aside the goblet out of which her royal

highness drank, and let the rest of the service be put up in the car-

riage with us. And you, beast that you are, help the gentleman
outside to a glass of what remains of our good wine. "

" One bottle, sir," said La Brie, with deep melancholy.
" That is enough."

"Now, Andree," said the baron, taking both his daughter's

hands,
"
courage, my child. We are going to court, there are

plenty of titles to be given away there— rich abbeys, regiments
without colonels, pensions going to waste. It is a fine country, the

ccurt! The sun shines brightly there; put yourself always in its

rays, my child; for you are worthy to be seen. Go, my love, go!
"

Andree went out, followed by Nicole.
" Hallo! La Brie, you monster! " cried the baron; "attend to

the gentlemen, I tell you."
"
Yes, sir," answered La Brie, from a distant part of the cellar.

"
I," continued the baron, going toward his room,

" must go and
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arrange my papers. We must be out of this bole in an bour. Do

you bear, Andree ? And we are leaving it in good style, too.

What a capital fellow that sorcerer is! lam becoming as super-
stitious as the devil. But make haste, La Brie, you wretch !

"

" I was obliged to go feeling about, sir, in the cellar; there is not

a candle in the house."
" It was time to leave it, it appears,

" said the. baron.

CHAPTER XVII.

xicole's twenty-five lottis-d'ors.

In the meantime Andree made active preparations for her depart-

ure, and Nicole assisted her with an ardor which quickly dissi-

pated the little cloud that had risen between them in the morning.
"She is a good girl," said Andree to herself, "devoted and

grateful; she has faults, hut what human creature has not ? Let

me forget them."

Nicole was not a girl who was slow to observe the expression of

her mistress' lace. " Fool that I was !
" said she to herself;

"
I

was nearly quarreling with my young lady, and all about that

young good-for-nothing Gilbert — and she going to Paris, and will

take me with her ! One is sure of making one's fortune in Paris."

Andree was the Gist to speak.
" Put my lace in a bandbox," said she.
" What bandbox, mademoiselle '.

"

"
Really, I don't know. Have we one at all?"

"
Oh, yes, the one you gave me; it is in my room."

And Nicole ran to bring it with an obliging air, which disposed
Andree still more in her favor.

" But this bandbox is your own," said Andree, when she reap-

peared with the article in her hand, "and you may waut it your-

self, my pool' Nicole."

"Oh, you have more need of it, mademoiselle; and besides, it

ought to be yours. You lent it me "

" When people .^
ret married and set up housekeeping they require

many little things; bo just now you have most need of the box.

Keep it to put your bridal finery in."
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"
Oh, mademoiselle," said Nicole, gayly, shaking her head,

" my
finery will not take up much room."

" But if you marry, Nicole, I should wish you to be happy and—
rich."

"Rich?"
"
Yes, rich according to your rank."

" Then you have found some fermier-general for me, mademoi-

selle?"
"
No, but I have found a dowry."

"
Indeed, mademoiselle? "

" You know what is in my purse?
"

"
Yes, madame; twenty-five shining louis-d'ors. "

" Th ; are yours, Nicole."
"
Twenty-five louis d ors !

" cried Nicole, with rapture ; it is,

indeed, a fortune! "

" My poor girl! I am glad you think so."
" And you really give them to me, madame? "

" I wish I could give you more."

Nicole felt surprised, moved; the tears came to her eyes; she

seized her young lady's hand and kissed it.

" Do you think your husband will be satisfied ?
"

"
Oh, quite satisfied !

" said Nicole. " At least, I hope so."

She reflected that Gilbert had. doubtless, refused her hand through
fear of poverty, and, that now when she was rich, matters would

turn out differently. Then she determined immediately to offer

him a share of her young lady's generous gift, and to attach him to

her by gratitude. Such was Nicole's generous plan. Andree looked

at her as she reflected. "Poor girl!" sighed she; "may she be

happy in her simple life!
"

Nicole heard the words and started from her reverie. They
opened to her fancy a whole Eldorado of silks, diamonds, lace and

love, things of which Andree had not thought. But Nicole turned

away her eyes from the gold and purple cloud brightening her hori-

zon, and resisted the temptation.
" After all, madame," said she,

" I shall be happy here, in a humble way."
" Reflect seriously on what you arc going to do. "

"
Yos, mademoiselle, I shall reflect on it."

" That is right. Make yourself happy in the way you propose, if

you can ;
but do not be foolish."
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" You are very kind, mademoiselle. And, let me say now, that I

was very foolish tins morning; hut I hope mademoiselle will forgive
me. When one is in love "

" Then you are really in love with Gilbert I
"

'•Yes, mademoiselle; 1— I loved him," said Nicole.
" Is it possible!

" said Andree, smiling.
" What can you see to

admire in the young man ? The first time I meet him I must take

a look at this M. Gilbert who steals young girl's hearts."

"Is he not going with us to Paris, mademoiselle?" inquired

Nicole, who wished to be fully informed on every point before taking
the step she meditated.

" Of what use would he be there ? He is not a domestic, and
could not take charge of a norse in Paris. Idle people at Tavernev

live like the birds; however poor the soil, it feeds them. But in

Paris an idle person would cost too much ; we could not sup-

port him."
" But if I marry him ? " stammered Nicole.
"
Well, if you marry him you shall live here with him at

Taverncy. You shall take care of this house which my mother was
so fond of."

Andree pronounced these words in so firm a voice that Nicola

could no longer doubt. Yet she hesitated before speaking again.

Andree, seeing her hesitation, thought that her mind was wandering
from the pleasures of a Parisian life to those of the quiet country,

and that she knew not how to decide. So she went on, gently :

"
Nicole, the decision which you are now to make will affect all your

future life. Be not hasty, I shall give you one hour. It is little,

but you are prompt, and I think it will bo sufficient to enable you
to choose between continuing to serve me or having a husband —
between me and Gilbert."

" An hour! Oh, yes, mademoiselle, I can decide in an hour."
" Collect all my clothes and my mother's ! I would not leave

behind those relics so dear to me. Then go, and return in an hour

fully decided; but whatever your determination be, hero are your

twenty-five louis-d'ors. If you marry, they shall be your dowry;
if you continue in my service, your wages for two years."

Nicole took the purse from Andree's hands and kissed it. Then
she completed her task — not a great one, certainly

— hurried

down stairs, and Andree saw ner cross the court yard and enter the
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avenue. Not finding Gilbert there, she flew to a window on the

ground floor, which was that of his room, and tapped at it. He
was bustling about with his back to the window , but hearing her

drumming he turned, and like a thief caugh in the fact he quickly

abandoned his occupation.
"
Oh, is it you, Nicole ? " said ho.

"
Yes, it is !

" she replied, smiling, but with something very

decided in her tone.

"You are welcome," said he, coming forward and opening the

window.

Nicole felt that there was kindness in his reception of her, and

held out her hand. He took it
; pressed it.

" This is a good

beginning," thought she,
" farewell my journey to Paris!" and

to Nicole's praise, it must be said, she did not sigh at this thought.

"You know," said the young girl, leaning her elbows on the

window
;

"
you know, Gilbert, that the family are leaving Taverney

and going to Paris ? "

"Yes, I know."
"
Well, I am to go to Paris, too."

"
I did not know that ; but I congratulate you if you are pleased

at going.
"

" How you say that !
"

" I say it plainly, I think— if you are pleased at going.
"

" My being pleased depends
"

" Why do you stop ? Depends
"

" My being pleased or not depends on you."
" I don't understand you," said Gilbert, seating himself on the

window so that his knees touched Nicole's arm, and they could thus

converse unseen and unheard.

Nicole looked at him tenderly— he shook his head, insinuating
that he understood her look no more than her words.

"
Well," said she,

" since all must be told, listen to what I am
going to say."

"
I hear you," replied Gilbert, coldly.

" In plain words, my young lady offers to take me to Paris with

her "

"
Very well— go ou !

"

"Unless"

"Unless what? "
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" Unless T get married here."

"Then you still think of getting married? " he answered, quite

unmoved.
"
Yes, more particularly since T have become rich."

"
Oh, you have become rich ? " he asked, so phlegmatically that

Nicole knew not what to think.

"Very rich, Gilbert! "

" Indeed f
"

"
Yes, indeed !

"

" And how did that miracle come about? "

" My young lady has given me a marriage portion."
" You are very fortunate. I congratulate you, Nicole."

"Look! "
.said she, pouring out of the purse into her hand the

twenty five louis-d'ors, and watching Gilbert's eyes to discover some

ray of pleasure or covetousne^s in them.

Gilbert moved not a muscle. " On my word it is a nice little

sum,'-' said he.

"And that is not all." continued Nicole. "The baron will be

rich mice more, the old castle will be rebuilt and the care of it

given
"

" To the fortunate husband of Nicole," said Gilbert, with an irony

not so well concealed but that it grated on Nicole's fine ear, yet she

restrained her anger.
(

" And Nicole's husband— do you not know him ?
"

"•I? No."
" Have you then grown stupid, or do I no longer speak French f"

cried the young girl, who began to show symptoms of impatience.

"I understand you perfectly," replied Gilbert; "you offer to

make me your husband, do you not, Mademoiselle Legayf
"

"
Yes, Monsieur Gilbert."

" And it is since you have become rich that you have thought of

this," returned Gilbert, hastily. "I am truly grateful to you in-

deed — I am indeed !

"

"
Well," said Nicole, frankly, and holding out her hand. " Take

it."

" You accept it, do you not "i
"

"
No, I refuse, it.

"

Nicole sprang up from her leaning position. "Gilbert," said she,
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"
you have a bad heart, and, trust me, what you now do will not

bring you happiuess. If I felt any warmer sentiment in making the

offer I have just done than a sense of duty and honor, trust me, I

would be miserable indeed; but, having become rich, I did not wish

it to be said that Nicole would look down on her old friend Gilbert.

However, all is now over between us."

Gilbert made a gesture of indifference.

" What I think of your conduct in the matter, you must be well

aware. I, whose character you know to be as free and independent
as your own, had decided to bury myself here, from an old pre-

possession for you, when I had it in my power to go to Paris, which

maybe for me a scene of triumph! I would have borne to see

before me, every day of the year, for a whole lifetime, that cold

and impenetrable face, the mask of so many wicked thoughts.

You have not felt that there was any sacrifice in this, so much the

worse for you, Gilbert. I do not say that you will regret me; but,

remember, you may yet feel remorse for the contempt and scorn you
have shown me! Guided by you, I should have been a virtuous,

happy and contented woman; now, 1 am abandoned on the ocean

of life, without a keeping or a guiding hand ! Gilbert, if I fall, God
will not hold you innocent of my fall! Farewell !

"

And the proud young girl turned away, without anger or impa-

tience, but having shown, as all impassioned natures do in the time

of trial, true generosity of soul.

Gilbert shut his window quietly, and returned to the mysterious

occupation in which she had interrupted him.

CHAPTER XVIII.

FAREWELL TO TAVERNEY.

Nicole, before entering her mistress' apartment, stopped on the

staircase to subdue some gathering emotions of resentment rising in

her bosom. The baron encountered her as she stood motionless,

thoughtful, her brows contracted, and leaning on her hand, and

seeing her so pretty he kissed her, as the Duke de Richelieu would

have done at thirty years of age. Roused from her reverie by this

piece of gallantry, Nicole hurried up to Andree's room and found

her just closing her trunk.
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"
Well," said Mademoiselle de Taverney,

" have your reflections

ended f
"

"
Yes, madame," replied Nicole, very decidedly.

" You will marry \
"

"
Xo, madame."

" What! Alter all your first love? "

" My love will never do for me what the kindness of mademoiselle

has done for me. I belong to you, mademoiselle, and wish always
to belong to you. T know the mistress I have; I do not know the

master I might have. "

Andree was touched with this unlooked-for exhibition of affec-

tionate feeling in the giddy Nicole, and was far from suspecting that

this choice had been a forced one. She smiled, pleased to find one

human being better than she had expected.
" You do well, Nicole," she replied,

" to attach yourself to me. I

shall not forget this trust to me, and if any good fortune befall me

you shall share it.
"

" Oh. mademoiselle, I have quite decided I will go with you!
"

"Without regret?"

"Blindly."
"I do not like that answer, Nicole. I should not wish you at

some future day to reproach yourself with having blindly trusted

me and followed me."
" I shall never have to reproach any one but myself, mademoiselle."

"Then you have had an explanation with your lover? I saw you

talking with him."

. Nicole blushed, then bit her lip. She forgot that Andree's window

was opposite 'that at which she had spoken to Gilbert.
"

It is true, mademoiselle," replied Nicole.

"And you told him all?"

Nicole thought Andree had some particular reason for this ques-

tion, and, all her former suspicions returning, she answered, "I told

him I would have nothing more to do with him."

It was plain thai the two women would never understand each

other the one pure as the diamond, the other without any fixed

principle of conduct, though having occasional impulses of good-
ness.

In the meantime, the baron had completed all his arrangements.
An old sword which he had worn at Fontenoy, some parchments
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establishing his right to travel in his majesty's carriages, and a

litter of old papers, formed the most bulky part of his baggage.
La Brie followed, tottering under the weight of an almost empty
trunk. In the avenue they found the gentleman of the king's body-

guard, who, while waiting, had drained to the last drop his bottle

of wine. The gallaut had remarked the fine waist and pretty
ankle of Nicole, who was going back and forward with messages,
and he had kept peeping about in the hope ef exchanging a word

with her. He was roused, however, to more active occupation by
the baron's request that he would order the carriage to the door; he

started, bowed, and in a sonorous voice summoned the coachman.

The carriage drew up. La Brie put the trunk on behind with an

indescribable mixture of joy and pride in his looks.
"

I am really,"

murmured he, carried away by his enthusiasm, and thinking he was

alone,
"
going to get into the king's carriage !

"

" Behind it, behind it, my worthy friend !
"

replied Beausire,

with a patronizing smile.

"What, sir, are you going to take La Brie with you?
" said

Andree. " Who will take care of Taverney ?
"

" Why, pardieu! the good-for-nothing philosopher."
" Gilbert ? "

" Yes. Has he not a gun ?
"

"But how will he live? "

" By his gun, to be sure ! Don't be uneasy ;
he will have excel-

lent fare; blackbirds and thrushes are not scarce at Taverney."
Andree looked at Nicole; the latter began to laugh. "And is

that all the compassion you show for him, ungrateful girl ? "

"
Oh, mademoiselle," replied Nicole, "he is very clever with his

gun— he will not die of hunger !

"

"
But, sir," continued Andree,

" we must leave him two or three

louis-d'ors.
"

"To spoil him? Very fine indeed! Ho is vicious enough as

he is!
»

" He must have something to live on," persisted Andree.
" The neighbors will help him if he is in want."
" Don't be uneasy, madame, " said Nicole;

" he will have no cause

to ask their assistance."
" At all events," replied Andr6,

" leave him two or three crowns."
" He would not accept them."
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" He would not accept them ? Then he is proud, this Mr. Gilbert

of yours."
"
Oh, mademoiselle, he is uot mine, Heaven be praised!

"

"Come, come! " said the baron, "let Gilbert go to the devil!

The carriage is waiting; get in, my love."

Andree did not reply. She cast a farewell look on the old

chateau, and then got into the heavy and ponderous carriage. The
baron seated himself beside her. La Brie, still wearing his splendid

livery, and Nicole, who seemed never to have known such a person
as Gilbert, mounted on the box. The coachman rode one of the

horses as postilion.

"But Monsieur l'Exempt, where shall he sit? " exclaimed the

baron.
" On my horse, sir, on my horse," replied Beausire, still eyeing

Nicole, who colored with delight at having so soon replaced a rude

peasant admirer by an elegant gentleman.
The carriage, drawn by four stroug horses, started into rapid

motion. The trees of the avenue glided away on each side, and

disappeared one by one, sadly bending before the east wind, as if to

bid farewell to their owners who abandoned them. The carriage

reached the gate. Gilbert stood there, upright, immovable, his hat

in his hand. He did not seem to see Andree, yet he watched her

least movement; her eyes were fixed on the dear home she was

leaving, so as to keep it in view as long as possible.
"
Stop an instant! " cried the baron to the postilion.

The carriage stopped.
"
So, Monsieur Good-for-nothing, you are going to be happy—

quite alone, like a real philosopher! Nothing to do— nobody to

scold you. Don't let the house take fire; and, hark ye, take care

of Mahon !
"

Gilbert bowed, but did not reply. He felt as if Nicole's looks

were a weight too great to be borne— he feared to meet her

triumphant, ironical smile, as he would the touch of red-hot iron.

" Go on, postilion!
'

cried the baron.

Nicole did not smile— it even required more than her habitual

power over herself to prevent her expressing aloud her pity for the

poor young man thus heartlessly abandoned. She was obliged to

keep her eye on Monsieur de Beausire, who looked so well on his

prancing horse.
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Now, as Nicole kept her eves fixed on M. de Beausire, she did not

see that Gilbert was gazing/jhis soul in his eyes, on Andree. Andree

sawnothing hut the house in which she was born— in which her

mother died. The carriage disappeared. Gilbert, a moment before

of so little importance in the eyes of the travelers, was now nothing
to the in.

The baron, Andree, Nicole, and La Brie having passed through
the gates of the avenue, entered a new world. Each had a peculiar

subject for reflection. The baron thought that at Bar-le-Duc he
could easily raise five or six thousand crowns on Balsamo's plate.
Andree repeated a prayer her mother had taught her, to keep away
the demon of pride and ambition. Nicole covered her neck more

closely with her handkerchief, to the great chagrin of M. de
Beausire. La Brie, with Lus hand in his pocket, counted over the

ten louis-d'ors of the dauphiness and the two of Balsamo. M. de
Beausire galloped at the side of the carriage.

Gilbert closed the gates of Tavern:y, whose hinges, as usual,
creaked with a melancholy scund. Then he ran to his little room,

pulled out his oaken chest of drawers, behind which he found a

bundle ready tied up in a napkin, and slung it on his stick. After

this, pushing his hands into his hay-stuffed mattress, he drew out

something wrapped in a bit of paper— it was a shining crown-piece— his savings for three or four years. He opened the paper, looked

at his crown to assure himself that it had not been changed, and
then put it in his pocket, still wrapped in its paper.

Mahon, on seeing Gilbert, began to howl loudly, making furious

leaps the whole length of his chain. Seeing one by one his friends

leave him, his fine instinct told him that Gilbert was also about to

abandon him, and he howled louder and louder.
" Hush !

" cried Gilbert. "
Hush, Mahon !

"

Then smiling bitterly at the parallel which occurred to his mind,
he muttered: " Flave they not abandoned me like a dog? Why
should not I abandon thee like a man? "

But, after a minute's

reflection, he added: "
They abandoned me free, at least— free to

seek for food. Well, then, Mahon, I will do for thee what they did

for me, neither more nor less
;

" and going to the hook to which the

dog's chain was fastened, he slipped it off.
" You are free !

" said

lie j
"
provide for yourself as you liko! M
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The dog bounded toward the house
; but, finding the doors all

closed, he sprang toward the ruins and disappeared.
" And now," said Gilbert,

" we shall see which has most instinct

— the dog or the man !

"

So saying, he went out by the small gate, closed it, double-locked

it, aud threw the key over the wall.

But nature speaks with the same voice in almost all hearts. Gil-

bert felt something like what Andree experienced in leaving Taver-

ney, only with her sentiments mingled regret for the quiet past with

his hopes for a more stirring future.
" Farewell !

" said he, turning to look for the last time at the

chateau, whose pointed roof appeared peeping over the sycamores

and laburnums,
" farewell ! abode in which I have suffered so much,

where every one hated me and threw me food grudgingly, as if I

had been a hungry hound. Be cursed — my heart bounds with joy

at my freedom, for thy walls inclose me no more ! Farewell ! prison
— hell — den of tyrants ! Farewell forever !

"

And after this imprecation, Gilbert sprang forward on the road

which the carriage had taken, fancying that he heard the roll of its

distant wheels.

CHAPTER XIX.

gilbert's crown-piece.

After half-an-hour's headlong race, Gilbert uttered a wild shriek

of joy ; he saw the carriage about a quarter of a league before him,

slowly ascending a hill. He felt his heart dilate with pride, as he

thought that he, with only youth, strength, spirit, was about to do

all that wealth, power and rank could accomplish. Then, indeed,

might the baron have called Gilbert a philosopher, had he seen him,
his stick on his shoulder, his small bundle slung on it, walking on

with rapid strides, leaping down every slope which could shorten

his path, and stopping at every ascent, chafing with impatience, as

if saying to the horses,
" You do not go fast enough for me; see I

am obliged to wait for you.
"

Philosopher? Yes ! and he deserved the name, if it be philosophy

to despise all that contributes to ease and to enjoyment. It was an

interesting spectacle, one worthy of the Creator of energetic and

intelligent creatures, to see the young man bounding forward ou his
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way, all dusty and panting, for an hour or more, until ho had over-

taken the carriage, and then resting with delight when the horses

were compelled to pause for breath. Gilbert that day must have

inspired every one with admiration who could have followed him in

spirit as we do
;
and who knows but that even the proud Andree might

have been moved could she have seen him, and that her contempt
for his indolence would have changed to admiration of his energy?
The day passed ou in this manner. The baron stopped an hour

at Bar-lc-Duc, which gave Gilbert time to get in advance of him.

He had heard the order to stop at the goldsmith's; so, having

passed the town by a detour, without entering it, he hid in a thicket

until he saw the carriage coming, and, when it had passed, followed

it as before. Toward evening it came up with the train of the dau-

phiness at the little village of Brillon, the inhabitants of which were

crowded on a neighboring hill and made the air resound with their

shouts of welcome. Gilbert had not eaten a morsel during the

entire day, except a morsel of bread which he had brought with

him from Taverney, but, in return, he had drunk plentifully from a

rivulet which crossed the road, and the water of which was so fresh

and limpid that Andree had requested that the carriage might stop,

and alighted herself to fill the chased cap, the only article of Bal-

samo's service which the baron could be persuaded to retain.

Gilbert saw all this, hidden by some trees on the road-side. Then,
when the carriage had passed on, he emerged from his hiding-place

and, advancing to the stream, at the same spot where Mademoiselle

Taverney had stood, he lifted the water in his hand and drank from

the same source.

Evening came on, shrouding the landscape in her dusty mantle,
until at last he saw nothing but the light from the large lanterns

which were fastened on each side of the carriage; this pale gleam,
even hurrying onward in the distance, looked like a phantom im-

pelled forward by some strange destiny. The night came on. They
had traveled twelve leagues; they were at Combles. The equi-

pages stopped— Gilbert was sure that it was for the night, that he
should have time to stop for a couple of hours in a. barn, and how
vigorously should he afterward pursue his way! He approached
to listen for Androe's voice — the carriage still continued stationary.
He glided into a dee]) doorway ;

he saw Andree by the glare of the

torchlight, and heard her asking what hour it was. A voice
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replied, "Eleven o'clock." At that momcnl Gilbert no longer felt

fatigue, and would have rejected with scorn an offer (if a seat in a

vehicle. Versailles already appealed in view- Versailles, all gilded,

shining, the city of nobles and kings! And beyond appeared Paris,

grim, immense, the city of the people!
Two things roused him from his ecstasy, the noise of the carriages

setting out again, and the complaints of his stomach, which cried
"
hunger !" very distinctly. On went the carriages, Gilbert follow-

ing, his hunger unappeased. At midnight they stopped at Saint

Dizier. For the night? No! only to change horses, while, in the

meantime, the illustrious travelers took a little refreshment by
torch -light.

Gilbert had need of all his courage, and he sprung to his feet

from the bank where he had seated himself, as he heard them

depart, with an energy of determination which made him forget

that, ten minutes before, his wearied legs had bent under him in

spite of all his efforts.

"
Well,

" cried he,
"
go, go ! I shall stop also for refreshment at

Saint Dizier; I shall buy some bread and a slice of bacon; I shall

drink a glass of wine, and for five sous I shall be refreshed as well

as tlic masters.'"

Gilbert entered the town. The train having passed, the good
folks were closing their doors and shutters, but our philospher saw

a good-looking inn not yet shut up, where the large dishes of fowls

and other things showed that the attendants of the dauphiness had

only had time to levy a very slight contribution. He entered the

kitchen resolutely ;
the hostess was there, counting what her gains

had been.
" Excuse me. madame; but .can I have some bread and ham? "

said Gilbert.
" We have no ham, but you can have fowl."
"
No, thank you; 1 ask for bam because I wish for ham, 1 don't

like fowl."

"That is a pity, my little fellow, lor we have only fowl; but it

shall not be dearer,
" she added, smiling,

" than ham. Take half

a one, or, indeed, take a whole one for tenpence, and that will be

provision tor you for to-morrow. We thought her royal highness
would have stayed all night, and that wo should have sold all these
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things to the attendants; but, as she only just passed through,

they will be wasted. "

One would have thought that, the offer being so good and the

hostess so kind, Gilbert would have gladly embraced it ; but that

would be to have misunderstood his character entirely.
"
No, thank you," replied he,

"
I shall satisfy myself in a more

humble manner ;
I am neither a prince nor a footman."

"
Well, then," said the good woman,

"
I will give you the fowl,

my little Artaban."
"

I am not a beggar either," replied he, in a mortified tone,
" I

buy what I wish, and pay for it."

And he majestically plunged his hand into his breeches pocket ;

it went down to the elbow. In vain he mmbled in his vest pocket,

turning paler and paler. The paper in which the crown had been,
he found, but the crown was gone ! Tossed about by his rapid

movements, it had worn the paper, then the thin lining of his

pocket, and had slipped out at his knee
;
for he had unfastened his

garters to give freer play to his limbs.

His paleness and trembling touched the good woman. Many in

her place would have rejoiced at his pride being brought down
; but

she felt for him, seeing suffering so powerfully expressed in the

changes of his countenance.
"
Come, my poor boy !

" said she,
"
you shall sup and sleep here

;

then, to-morrow, if you must go on. you shall do so."

"Oh, yes, yes!" exclaimed Gilbert, "I must go on— not to-

morrow, but now— now !
"

And snatching up his bundle without waiting to hear more, he

darted out of the house, to hide his shame and grief in the dark-

ness. He rushed on, alone, truly alone in the world; for no man is

more alone than he who has just parted with his last crown, more

particularly if it be the only one he ever possessed.

To turn back to look for his crown would have been to begin a

hopeless task, besides, it would make it Impossible for him ever to

come up with the carriages. He resolved to continue his way.
After he had gone about a league, hunger, which his mental suffer-

ing had made him forget for a time, awoke more keen than ever.

Weariness also seized on every limb— on every sinew; yet, by
incredible efforts, he had once more come in sight of the carriages.

But fate, it would seem, had decided against him. They stopped
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only to change horses, and so quickly that he had not five minutes

to rest himself.

Again he set out. The day began to dawn, the sun appeared
above a broad circle of dark clouds, foretelling one of those burning

days of May which sometimes precede the heats of summer. How
could Gilbert bear the noon of that day? In his pride he thought
that horses— men— the destinies—had united against him — him

alone! Like A.jax, he shook his clenched fist at the heavens; and

if he did not say, like him,
"

I shall escape in spite of the gods t
"

it

was because he knew by heart The Social Contract better than the

Odyssey. At last, however, as Gilbert had dreaded, the moment
arrived when he found the utter impossibility of, proceeding much
farther. Hy a last and almost despairing effort, he summoned up
all his remaining force, and once more overtook the carriages of

which he had previously lost sight, and which, under the influence

of his heated and feverish imagination, he fancied were surrounded

with a strange, fantastic halo. The noise of the wheels sounded

like thunder in his ears, and almost maddened his brain; he

staggered on, his blackened lips wide apart, his eyes fixed and

Btaring, his long hair clinging to his forehead, bathed in perspira-

tion, and his movements seeming rather the effect of some clever

piece of mechanism than those of a thinking being. Since the even-

ing before he had traveled upward of twenty leagues, and his weary
and fainting limbs now refused to carry him farther. A mist over-

spread his eyes, strange noises sounded in his ears, the earth seemed

to reel under him, he endeavored to utter a cry, and staggered

forward, beating the air wildly with his arms. At last his voice

returned to utter hoarse cries of rage against his conquerors. Then,

tearing his hair with both hands, he reeled forward, and fell heavily

to the ground, with the consolation of having, like a hero of an-

tiquity, fought the battle to the last !

'•Hallo, there! Hallo, madman!" cried a hoarse voice just as

he fell, accompanying his shouts with the loud cracking of a whip.

Gilbert heard him not, he had fainted.
" Hallo! I say, hallo! Morbleu, the fellow will be smashed! "

And this time his words were accompanied by a vigorous lash,

which reached Gilbert's waist, and cut into the flesh.

But Gilbert felt nothing. He remained immovable under the feet
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of the horses of a carriage, which was issuing into the high-road
from a by-way between Thieblemont and Vauclere.

A shrill cry was heard from the carriage, which the horses carried

along like a whirlwind. The postilion made an almost superhuman
effort, but could not prevent one of the horses, which was placid as

a leader, from leaping over Gilbert. The other two, however, lie

succeeded in pulling up. A lady stn tched her body half out of the

1 1 iage.
" Heavens," cried she,

"
you have killed the poor boy !

"

•
Why, faith, madame," replied the postilion, endeavoring to dis-

cover the body amid the cloud of dust which the horses' feet had

raised.
"

I am almost afraid we have."
" Poor creature, poor boy ! Do not move a step farther!" and,

opening the door of the carriage herself, she sprang out.

The postilion had already alighted, and, dragging Gilbert's body
from between the .wheels, he i xpec'.ed to find it bruised and bloody.

The lady assisted him with all her force.

" What an escape !

" he cried. " Not a scratch, not a kick! "

" But he has fainted," said the lady.
"
Only from fear. Let us place him against the bank, and, since

madame is in haste, let us go on."
"
Impossible. I would not leave any ere ture in such a state."

"
Pooh, it's nothing, madame

;
he will soon recover."

"
No, no, poor fellow! . He is some runaway lad from college, and

has undertaking a journey beyond his strength. See how pale he

is. he might die. No, I will not leave him. Lift him into the car-

riage, on the front seat "

The postilion obeyed— the lady got in — Gilbert was laid length-

ways on a good cushion, his head supported by the well-stuffed side

of the carriage.
" And now,

" cried the lady,
" we have lost ten minutes— a crown

if you make up for them."

The postilion cracked his whip above his head; the horses knew
what this threatened, and set off at a gallop.
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CHAPTER XX.

GILBERT RECOVERS THE LOSS OF HIS CROWN.

When Gilbert returned to consciousness, he was in no small

degree surprised to find himself placed as he was, with a young lady

watching him anxiously.

This young lady was about five -and- twenty, with large, gray

eyes, a nose slightly retrousse, cheeks embrowned by a southern sun,

and a delicately formed little mouth, which added to the naturally

cheerful and laughing expression of her face something of circum-

spection and finesse. Her neck and arms, which were beautifully

formed, were displayed to advantage by a closely-fitting bodice of

violet-colored velvet with golden buttons, while the skirt of her

dress, of gray silk, was so enormously wide as to fill almost the

entire carriage.

Gilbert continued for some time to gaze on this face, which looked

on Ins smilingly and with much interest, and he could scarcely per-

suade himself that he was not in a dream.

"Well, my poor fellow," said the lady, "are you not bettor

now .'

"

" Where am I ?
" asked he, languidly.

" You are in safety now, my little fellow," replied the lady, who

spoke with a strong southern accent
;
"but just now you were in

great danger of being crushed under the wheels of my carriage.

What could have happened to you, to make you fall in that manner

just in the middle of the highway ? "

"
I was overcome by weakness, madame, from having walked too

much."
" Then you have been some time on the road? "

" Since yesterday, at four in the afternoon."
" And how far have you walked ".

"

"
1 think about eighteen leagues."

'• What! in fourteen hours? "

"Oh, I ran all the way!
"

" Where are you going, then? "

" To Versailles."
" And you came from "

" From Taverney."
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"
Taverney ! Where is that? "

"
It is a chateau, situated hetween Pierrefitte and Bar-le-Duc."

" But you have scarcely bad time to eat on the way? "

" I not only had not time, but I had not the means."

"How so? »

" I lost my money on the way."
" So that since yesterday you have eaten nothing?

"

"
Only a few mouthfuls of bread, which I brought with me."

" Poor fellow ! But why did you not beg something ?
"

" Because I am proud, madame,
" said he, smiling scornfully.

" Proud ! It is all very fine to be proud, but when one is dying

of hunger"
" Better death than dishonor."

The lady looked at the sententious speaker with something like

admiration.

"But who are you, my friend," said she, "who speak in this

style I
"

"
I am an orphan."

" What is your name? "

"Gilbert."

"Gilbert what?"
" Gilbert nothing."
" Ah !

" said the lady, still more surprised.

Gilbert felt that he had produced an effect, and felt as if he were

another Poussoau.
" You are very young to wander about in this way," continued

the lady.
•'

I was left deserted and alone in an old chateau, which the family

had abandoned. I did as they had done — I abandoned it in my
turn."

" Without any object in view? "

" The world is wide
;
there is room for all."

" And you lost your purse ? Was it well filled ?
"

" There was only one crown in it," said he, divided between the

shame of confessing his poverty and the fear of naming a large sum,

which might have excited the suspicion that it had not been fairly

obtained.
" One crown for such a journey ! Why, it would scarcely have

been sufficient to purchase bread for two days; and the distance!
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Good heavens! From Bar-le-Duc to Paris is nearly sixty-five

leagues !
"

" I never counted the leagues, madame; I only said, I must get
to Paris."

" And, thereupon, you set out, my poor simpleton ? "

"
Oh, I have good legs.

"

" Good as they are, they failed, you see."
"
Oh, it was not my legs

— it was hope which failed me."
" Why, indeed, you looked before you fell, as if in great despair.

"

Gilbert smiled bitterly.
" What was passing in your mind ' You struck your forehead

with your clenched hand and tore out your hair by handsful."
"
Indeed, madame? " asked Gilbert, rather embarrasse'd.

"
Oh, I am certain of it

;
and it was that, I think, which prevented

you hearing or seeing the carriage."

Gilbert's instinct told him that he might increase his consequence
and still more awaken the interest of the lady by telling the whole

truth.
"

I was, indeed, in despair," said he.

" And about what? " said the lady.
" Because I could not keep up with the carriage which I was

following."
"
Indeed," said the young lady, smiling,

" this is quite a romance.

Is there love in the case? "

All Gilbert's resolution could not prevent himself from blushing.

"And what carriage was it, my little Roman V
"A carriage in the train of the dauphiness

"

"What do you tell me ! Is the dauphiness before us ?"
" She is, indeed."
" I thought her scarcely yet at Nancy. Are no honors paid her

on the way, that she advances so rapidly .'

"

"Oh, yes, madam; but her royal highness seems to have some

reason for being in haste."
" In haste? Who told you so?"

"I guessed it."

"On what grounds?
"

"Why, she said at first she would stay three or four hours at

Taverney, and she only stayed three-quarters of an hour."
" Do you know if she received any letters from Paris?"
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11 1 saw a gentleman in a dress covered with embroidery, who had

one in his hand as he entered."

"Did you hear his name mentioned? "

"
Xo; I merely know that he is the governor of Strasbourg."

• What ! the Count de Stainville, brother-in-law to the Duke de

Choiseul ! Horrible! Faster, postilion, faster!"

A vigorous lash was the reply, and Gilbert felt the speed of the

carriage increase.
" But she must stop to breakfast," said the lady, as if speaking

to herself,
" and then we shall pass her. Postilion, what is the nest

town?"
"
Vitry, madame

"

" How far are we from it?
"

" Three leagues.
"

" Where shall we change horses? "

" AtVauelere."
"
Well, drive on, and if you see a train of carriages on the road

before us let me know."

While the lady was exchanging these words with the postilion

Gilbert had again nearly fainted. When she once more turned

toward him he was pale, and his eyes were closed.

"Poor child!" said she; "he is fainting again. It is my fault;

I made him talk when he was dying of hunger, instead of giving

him something to eat.
"

She took from the pocket of the carriage a richly-carved flask,

with a little silver goblet hanging round its neck by a chain, and

poured out some of the contents for Gilbert. On this occasion he

did not require to be asked twice.

" Now," said the lady,
" eat a biscuit, In an hour or so you shall

breakfast more solidly."

"Thank you, madame," said Gilbert, gladly taking the biscuit,

as he had done the wine.

"As you have now recovered a little strength," said she, "tell

me, if you are disposed to make a confidant of me, what induced

you to follow a carriage in the train of the dauphiness?
"

"
Well, madame, you shall hear the truth. I was living with the

Baron de Taverney when her royal highness came. She commanded

him to follow her to Paris; he obeyed. I was an orphan, and, con-

sequently, nobody thought of me; they left me there, without food



GILBERT RECOVERS HIS CROWN. 1(13

and without money. So I resolved, since everybody was going to

Versailles, with the assistance of good horses and fine coaches, I,

with the assistance of only my legs, would go to Versailles, and as

soon as the horses. But fate was against me ! If I had not lost my
money I should have had something to eat last night, and if I had
eaten last night I should have overtaken them this morning."

"
Very well. You showed courage, and I like that; but you for-

got that at Versailles people cannot live on courage alone. "

" I shall go to Paris."
" But in that respect Paris resembles Versailles exceedingly."
" If courage will not support me labor will !

"

"A good answer, my little fellow! But what sort of labor?

Tour hands do not seem those of a workman or porter."
"

I shall study.
"

"
I think you seem to know a great deal already."

"
Yes, for I kuow that I know nothing!

"
replied Gilbert, remem-

bering the aphorism of Socrates.
" And may I ask, my young friend, what branch of study you

would choose I
"

"
I think, madame, that the best is that which teaches man to be

most useful to his fellows. Besides, man is so frail a being that he

should learn the cause of his weakness in order that he may know
his strength. I should like to know, some day, why my stomach

prevented my legs from carrying me any farther this morning, and
if it was not that weakness of my stomach which summoned up the

phantoms which distressed my brain."
"
Really, you would make an excellent physician ; and you speak

already most learnedly on the science of medicine. In ten years

you shall have me for a patient."
" I shall try to deserve that honor, madame. "

They had now reached the place where they were to change
horses. The young lady asked for information respecting the

dauphiness, and found that she had passed through that place a

quarter of an hour before; she intended to stop at Vitry, to change
horses and to breakfast.

A fresh postilion took the place of the former one. The lady

allowed him to leave the village at the usual speed ; but when they

had got a little beyond the last house
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"
Postilion," said she,"

" will ycu undertake to come up with the

carriages of the dauphiness !
"

"
Certainly, madame."

" Before they reach Vitry ?
"

" Diable ! they are going full trot."

"
Yes, but if we were to go at a gallop ? "

The postilion looked at her.

•'Treble pay," said she.

" If you had said so at first," replied he,
" we should have been

a quarter of a league farther by this time. "

"
Well, here is a crown on account; make up for lost time."

The postilion's arm was stretched back, the lady's forward, and

their hands met. The horses received a sharp lash, and the

carriage started off like the wind.

During the change of horses, Gilbert had alighted and washed

his face and hands at a fountain, had smoothed down his hair,

which was very thick, and had altogether improved his appearance

very much.

"In truth," said the lady to herself, "he is handsome enough
for a physician;

" and she smiled.

Having finished her dialogue with the postilion, she turned once

more to Gilbert, whose paradoxes and sententious humor amused
her exceedingly. From time to time she interrupted herself in a

burst of laughter, which his philosophizing caused her, to lean out

of the carriage and look anxiously before her. They hail gone about

a league in this way, when she uttered a cry of joy— she had caught
a sight of the last wagons of the dauphiness' train as they were

slowly ascending a steep hill, and now there appeared in advance of

them about twenty carriages, from which many of the travelers

had got out and were walking beside them. Gilbert slipped out his

head also, desirous to catch a glimpse of Mademoiselle de Taverney
in the midst of the crowd of pigmies, and thought ho discovered

Nicole by her high cap.

"And now, madame," said the postillion,
" what must we do?"

" We must get before them."
" Get before them ! But you know we cannot pass the carriage

of the dauphiness.
"

" Why not ? "
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"Because it is expressly forbidden. Teste! pass the king's

horses! I should be scut t<> the galleys."

"Now, listen, my good fellow; manage it as you please, but I

must positively get before those carriages."
"

I thought you belonged to the train of her royal highness?
"

said Gilbert, inquiringly.
•"'

It is very proper to wish for information," replied she,
" but we

should not ask indiscreet questions."
" I beg your pardon, madame, said he, reddening.
"
Well, postilion, what are we to do ? "

"Why, faith, this— keep behind till we reach Vitry, and then,
if her highness stops, obtain her permission to go on before her. "

" Ay ;
but then it would be asked who I was— I should have to

tell. No, no, that will not do; we must find out some. other way."
"
Madame," said Gilbert,

"
if I might give an opinion

"

"
Yes, yes, my young friend; if you have any good advice, give it."

" Could we not take some by-road which would bring us round to

Vitry, and so get before the dauphiness without having been want-

ing in respect to her? "

"Excellent! The boy is right," cried the young lady. "Postil-

ion, is there a by-road?
"

" To go where ?
"

" Where you like, provided you leave the dauphiness behind."
" There is, in fact, a by-road leading round Vitry and joining the

high-road again at Lachaussee. "

" That is it, that is the very thing !
" cried the lady.

"

"
But, madame, if I take that road you must double the pay."

" Two louis-d'ors for you if we get to Lachaussee before the

dauphiness."
" Madame is not afraid, then, of her carriage being broken ? "

"
I care for nothing. If it breaks I shall proceed on horseback."

And, turning to the right, they entered a cross-road full of deep

ruts, bordered by a little river, which falls into the Marne between

Lachaussee and Martigny.
The postilion kept his word; he did all that human powers could

do to break the carriage, but, at the same time, to arrive before the

dauphiness. A dozen times Gilbert was thrown into the lady's

arms, and a dozen times she into his. Intimacy springs up quickly
from jolting on in the loneliness of a carriage; and, after two hours'
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traveling on this by-road, it seemed to Gilbert as if he had known
his companion ten years, and she, on her part, would have sworn
she had known him since his birth. About eleven o'clock they
came again on the high-road between Vitry and Chalons. A courier

whom they met told them that the dauphiness was not only staying
to breakfast at Vitry, but that she meant to take two hours' repose.
He added that he had been sent forward to desire those who
attended to the horses to have them in readiness between three and
four o'clock. This news filled the lady with joy. She gave the

postHi<jy
the two louis-d'ors which she promised him

; and, turning
to Gilbert,

" So now," said she,
" we shall be able to dine at the

next stopping-place!
"

But late had decided that Gilbert should not dine there.

CHAPTER XXI.

IX WTTIf'TI A NEW PERSONAGE MAKES HIS APPEARANCE.

From the top of the hill which the lady's carriage was ascending,
the village of Lacbaussee might be seen; it was there she was to

change horses and stop to dine. It was a lovely little village, with
its thatched n n.i es scattered here and there at the caprice of the
owners; some in the very middle, of the road, some half hidden
under the shade of a little grove which bordered the highway, and
some following the course of the little river which we have men-
tioned, over which the inhabitants had placed temporary and rustic

bridges to reach their dwellings.
At that moment, however, the most remarkable feature in the

villnge was a man, who, looking down the brook, was standing right
in the middle of the road, as if he had been ordered to keep watch
there. Sometimes he looked up, sometimes down the road; then
he turned a longing eve toward a beautiful irrav horse with lone
mane and tail, which was fastened to the window-shutter of a cabin,
which he shook in his impatient tossing of his head— an impatience
which was the more excusable, as, from the fact of his being
saddled, it might be presumed he was waiting for his master who
was inside.

From time to time the stranger ventured to approach the horso
to pat his side, or pass his band down his slender legs; and then,
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when he luckily escaped the kick which was always vouchsafed him

at each attempt, he returned to his occupation of watchingthe road.

Wearied at last by this fruitless watching, he knocked on the win-

dow shutter.
" Hallo ' In there !

" he shouted.
" Who is there ?

"
replied a man's voice, aud the shutter was

opened.
"
Sir," said the stranger,

"
if your horse is to be sold, the buyer

is here at hand."

"You can see he has no wisp at his tail," answered the other,

who appeared to be a countryman ;
and he shut the window.

This answer did not appear to satisfy the stranger, so he knocked

again. He was a tall, stout man, with a ruddy complexion, a black

beard, and large, sinewy hands peeping out from fine lace ruffles.

He wore a hat edged with gold lace, and set on crosswise, like those

officers of the provinces who try to look fierce in the eyes of the

poor Parisians. He knocked a third time, but no answer. He got

impatient.
" Do you know, my honest fellow," cried he, "you are not very

polite, and if you don't open your shutter I'll break it in !
"

At this threat the shutter opened, and the same face as before

appeared.
" But when you were told the horse is not for sale," replied the

peasant lor a second time,
" what the devil— is not that enough ?

"

• " Hut when I tell you that I want a fast animal !
"

"Well, if you want one, can you not go the post-house? Thero

are sixty of the king's there; you surely can choose from among
them. But leave a man who has only one that one! "

"
I tell you this is the very one I want !

"

• A nice proposal, indeed! An Arabian "

" That is the reason I want it."

"
Very possibly

— but it is not for sale."
" Whose is it .'

"

" You are very curious !
"

" And you mighty discreet !

"

"
Well, it belongs to a person asleep in the house."

" A man or a woman ?
"

" A woman. "
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11 Tell the woman, then, that I will give her five hundred pistoles
for her horse."

" Oh ! bo !
" said the peasant, staring;

"
five hundred pistoles!

That is a sum !
"

" Tell her it is the king who wants her horse."

"The king?"
"
Yes, in person!"

"
Oh, come ! you are not the king, are you ?"

" No— but I represent him."
" Tou represent him ?" said the peasant, taking off his hat.
"
Come, come, make haste ! The king is in a hurry !

" and the

burly stranger cast another impatient glance toward the highway.
"
Well, when the lady awakes I will tell her."

"
Yes, but I can't wait till she wakes."

" What is to be done then f »

" Parbleu! awaken her!"
" Awaken her ? Certainly not.

"

"Well, I shall do it myself!"
But just as the stranger who pretended to be the representative

of his majesty advanced to knock at the window of the upper story
with the handle of his long whip, he caught a glimpse of a carriage

coming along at the utmost speed of the worn-out horses. His quick
eye recognized it instantly, and he sprang forward to meet it — it

was that in which were Gilbert and his guardian angel. On seeing
this man, who made signs to him to stop, the postilion gladl}

obeyed, for he scarcely knew whether the horses could take him to

the post-house.
" Chon ! my dear Chon ! is it you at last?"
"

It is, Jean," replied the lady addressed by this singular name.
" And what are you doing here?"

"
Pardieu, a pretty question ! I am waiting for you."

And he leaped on the step of the carriage, and, putting in his long
arms, seized her and covered her with kisses.

" Ha !

"
said he, all at once observing Gilbert, who looked on with

surprise at the strange proceedings.
" What the deuce have you

here ?"
"
Oh, a little philosopher, and very amusing,

"
replied Mademoiselle

Chon, little caring whether she hurt or flattered the pride of her
new acquaintance.
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" And where did you pick him up?
"

" Ou the road— but that is not the question."
"
True,

" said the person who was called Jean. " What about our

old Countess de Beam? "

" All settled !
"

" What, settled !

"

"Yes; she will come. "

" But what did you say to her? "

" That I was her lawyer's daughter; that I was passiDg through

Verdun, and that my father desired me to tell her her lawsuit was

coming our I merely added that her presence in Paris had now

become indispensable for its success."
" What did she say to that ?

"

" She opened her little gray eyes, took a long pinch of snuff, said

that Monsieur Flageot was the cleverest man in the world, and gave
orders for her departure !

"

"
Admirable, Chon ! I shall make you my ambassador extraordi-

nary. And now, shall we breakfast? "

" With all my heart, for this poor child is dying of hunger ! But

we must be quick, for she will soon overtake us."
" Who— the old countess? Nousense."

"No; the dauphiness.
"

" Bah ! The dauphiness is scarcely at Nancy yet."
" She is at Vitry, three leagues >

off!"

" Peste ! That alters the case ! Drive on ! Drive on, postilion !"

"Where, sir?"

"To the post-house."

The carriage drove off with the stranger still standing on the step,

and soon drew up before the inn door.

'*
Quick, quick!" said Chon. " Let us have some cutlets, a fowl,

some eggs and a bottle of Burgundy. We must set out again

instantly."

"Excuse me, madam," said the innkeeper, stepping forward,

"but in that case it must be with your own horses."

"How!" said Jean, leaping heavily down from the step of the

carriage.
" With our own horses .'

"

"
Certainly, or at least with those that brought you."

"Impossible!" said the postilion, "they have already done a

double stage. See what a state they are in !

"
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" In good earnest," said Chon,
"

it would be utterly impossible

to proceed farther with them."
" But what prevents your giving us fresh horses?" asked Jean.

"Merely that I have none."

"What the devil ! You know the regulations—it is your duty to

have horses."
" By the regulations, sir, I ought to have fifteen horses; now, 1

have eighteen." ^
" Why, all we want is three !

"

"
Yes, but they are all out."

" What! all the eighteen?
"

"
Yes, sir."

" Damnation !
" thundered the traveler.

"
Oh, viscount, viscount! " cried Chon.

"
Yes, yes, Chon— don't be afraid— I will keep calm. And when

will your miserable hacks be in ?
" continued the viscount, turning

to the host.

"Faith, sir, I don't know, it all depends on the postilions. Per-

haps in an hour, perhaps in two hours."
"
Now, my good fellow," said Viscount Jean, placing his hat on

one side and setting out his right leg,
" I wish you just to under-

stand this, I never jest!
"

" I am sorry for it, sir. I should like you much better if you did. "

" Now, take my advice ! Let .the horses be harnessed before I

get angry !

"

"Go into the stable yourself, sir; and if you find ahorse there,

you shall have it for nothing
"

i

" Indeed ! and what if I should find sixty ?
"

" It would be just the same as if there were none
;

for these sixty

horses are the king's."
"
Well, what thru !

"

" What then ! They arc not to be hired out !

" What the devil are they hero for, then :

; "

"For the use other royal highness, the dauphiness!"
"Mon Dieu ! sixty horses, and we cannot get one."
" But you know, sir

"

"I know one thing, and that is that I am in a hurry
"

"It is a pity."

"And," continued the viscount, without heeding the post-master's



A NEW PEESONAGE APPEARS. 171

interruption,
" as the dauphiness will not be beie before the even-

ing
"

" W:at do you say !
" exclaimed tbe bost, all alarmed.

"
I say that tbeborses will be back before sbe arrives! "

" Can it be possible you would propose
"

"Parbleu!" said tbe viscount, going into tbe stable. "I will

have tbree horses; I don't want eight, like royal personages,

although 1 have a right to them, by alliance at least."
" But I say you shall not baveone! " said tbe host, throwing him-

self, in desperation, between tbe stranger and his horses.

"Scoundrel," cried the viscount, turning pale with anger,
" do

you know who I am ?
"

"
Viscount, viscount, in heaven's name no broils !-" cried Chon.

"You are right, my good little Chon," then, after a moment's

thought, he turned with bis most charming smile to the host :
" My

good fellow, no more words; now for deeds! I shall take tbe

responsibility off your shoulders."
• llnw so .'

"
asked the host, by no means satisfied even with the

stranger's now gracious visage.
"

I shall help myself; these three horses suit me exactly."
" And you call that freeing me from all responsibility"?

"

"
Certainly ; you have not given them to me, it was I who took

t'uem."
"

1 tell you the thing is impossible !

"

" We shall see that. Where is the harness? "

" Let no one stir, at his peril !

" cried the host to two or three

grooms loitering about.
" Scoundrels! " cried the viscount.
"
Jean, my dear Jean," exclaimed Chon,

"
you will only bring us

into some disagreeable situation. When on a mission like this we

must endure "

"
Everything except delay," said Jean, with the utmost coolness;

"
and, since these,' rogues won't help me. I shall do the business my-

self." And Jean coolly took from the wall three sets of harness,

ai (1 litt. i them on three of the horses.

"Jean, .lean, I entreat you, do not be rash " cried Chon, clasping

her hands.

"Do you wish to arrive in Paris 6r not"? "said the viscount,

grinding his teeth.
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" Of course T do. All is lost if wo do not hasten on !
"

"
Well, then," leave me alone." And separating three horses—

not the worst —from the others, he led them to the carriage.
" Take care, sir; take care! " cried the host. " It is high treason

to steal those horses! "

"
I am not going to steal them, you fool

;
I'm only going to borrow

them. Conic on, my little pets !

"

The host sprang forward to catch the reins; but before he could

touch them, he was rudely repulsed by the stranger.
"
Brother, brother! " cried Mademoiselle Chon.

"
Ah, he is her brother! " muttered Gilbert to himself, breathing

more freely.

At this moment a window was opened on the opposiie side of

the way, and a lovely female face was seen. She appeared quite

alarmed at the noise.
"
Oh, it is you, madam? " cried Jean, who immediately perceived

her.
" How, sir—-me? " she replied in bad French.
"
Yes; you are awake now. Will you sell your horse? "

" My horse?"
"
Yes, the gray Arabian, tied to the window-shutter there. You

know 1 offered you live hundred crowns! "

" My horse is not for sale, sir," said she, shutting the window.*

"Well, I am not in luck to-day — people will neither sell nor

hire; but corbleu! I'll take the Arabian if she won't sell it; and I'll

drive these hacks to the devil, if they won't hire them. Come,
Patrice!"

The footman on his sister's carriage jumped down.
" Harness them !

" said Jean.
"
Help! help!

" shouted the host.

Two grooms ran forward.

"Jean!— viscount!" cried poor Chon, writhing in the carriage

and endeavoring in vain to open the door. "You are mad; we
shall all be slaughtered!

"

"
Slaughtered! It is we who shall slaughter them, I hope. We

are three against three! Come out, my young philosopher !

" thun-

dered dean, addressing Gilbert, who never stilted, so great was

his astonishment; "come out, and do something— sticks, stones,
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or fists— anything will do! Morbleu, you look like a saint carved

on stone! "

Gilbert gave an inquiring and supplicating glance at his pro-

tectress, but she held him by the arm. The host, in the meantime,
bawled incessantly, dragging the horses to one side, while Jean

pullecl them to the other. But the struggle could not last forever,

.lean, wearied and heated, dealt the defender of the horses such a

blow with his clenched fist that the latter fell back into the horse-

in rod, among his frightened ducks aud geese, shouting, as he

plunged in,
"

Fielp! murder! murder! "

The viscount, thus rid of his adversary, lost no time in harnessing
the horses.

"
Help, in the name of the king— help!

" cried the host, rising
and endeavoring to rally his frightened grooms.

" Who calls for help in the name of the king?
" cried a cavalier,

riding at full speed into the yard of the post-house, and reining up
his horse, bathed in sweat and foam, in the very midst of the actors

in this tumultuous scene.

"The Chevalier Philip de Taverney," muttered Gilbert to him-

helf, sinking down in the carriage to escape observation.

Chon, who lost no opportunity of acquiring information, heard

tlm young man's name.

CHAPTER XXII.

VISCOUNT JEAN.

THE young lieutenant of the body-guard of the dauphin— for it

was lie— leaped from his horse, at the aspect of this strange scene,

which began to collect about the post-house all the women and

children of the village. On seeing Philip the post-master was ready
to throw himself on his knees before his protector, whom Provi-

dence had sent him so opportunely.
'•

Sir, sir," cried he,
" do you know that this person is about to

take by force some of the horses of her royal highness, the

dauphiness?
"

Philip drew back as if he heard what was absolutely incredible.
" And who has made this attempt .'

"
he inquired.

"
I, sir— mordieu!— I, myself," said Jean.
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" It cannot be, sir; otherwise you are either mad or not a gentle-
man !

"

" Excuse me, sir. I am m my perfect senses, and have the entree

at court. "

" How ! You are in your perfect senses, and are received at court,

and yet you dare to take the horses of the dauphiness?
"

' In the first place, there are sixty horses; her royal highness can

only employ eight, and it would be strange, indeed, if I should

unluckily pitch upon the very ones she wanted."
"
True, sir, there are sixty horses," replhd the young man,

" and
her royal highness will only employ eight, '-u' liat does not hinder

every horse, from the first to +ne sixtieth, being for her service, and
between these horses no distinction can be made."
"You are mistaken, sir; it is made,'

7 said the viscount, con-

temptuously,
" siuce I have taken these three for myself. Shall I

go on foot when rascally lackeys are drawn by four horses? Mor-
dieu! let them be satisfied, as I am, with three, and there will be

enough for us all."
" If the lackeys have four horses, sir, it is by the king's order, and

now have the goodness to order your footman to take those horses

back to the stable." These words Philip pronounced firmly, bu:

with so much politeness that none but a ruffian would have
answered otherwise than respectfully.

"You may be rignt, my dear lieutenant," answered Jean, "to

speak in this manner if it be a part of your duty to attend to the

cattle, but I did not know that the gentlemen of the dauphin's

body-guard had been raised to the rank of grooms. Therefore, take

my advice, shut your eyes, tell your people to do the same, and— a

good-day to you:
"

"
Sir, whether I have been raised or lowered to the rank of groom

is not the question. What I do is my duty, and I am commanded
by the dauphiness herself to attend to the relays."

"
Oh, that alters the case, but allow me to tell you that you are

filling a sorry office, Mr Lieutenant, and if this is the way the young
lady begins to treat the army "•

44 Of whom do you speak, sir?" interrupted Philip.

"Why, parbleau! of the Austrian."

The chevalier turned as pale as death. "Do you dare," he

exclaimed,
" to speak"
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"
I not only dave to speak," interrupted Jean,

" but I daie to act!

Come, Patrice, hasten
;
we are pressed for time."

Philip seized the tirst horse by the bridle. "Sir," said he, in a

perfectly calm voice,
" do me the favor to give your name."

" Do you wish particularly to know it"?
"

"Yes."
" Well, then, 1 am the Viscount Jea:^ Dubarry."
" What! you are the brother of her "

" Who will send you to rot in the Bastile, if you say one word
more

;

" and Jean jumped into the carriage.

Philip approached the door. " Viscount Jean Dubarry,
" said he,

"
you will do me the honor to come out."

"Yes, mafoi! I have a great deal ot time for that!" said the

viscount, endeavoring to shut the door.
" If you hesitate oik instant, sir." replied Philip, preventing him,

with his left hand, from closing the carriage door,
"

I give you ray

word of honor I will run you through the body !
"
and, as he spoke,

he drew his sword.
" Oh !

" cried Chon,
" we shall be murdered. Give up the horses,

Jean— give them up!"
"What ! yon threaten me," shouted Jean, grinding his teeth and

snatching up his sword, which he had laid on the seat of the

carriage before him.

"And the threat shall he followed up—do you hear?— in a

moment," and the young man's sword "auced before Jean's eyes.

"We shall never get away,"' whispered Chon, "if you do not

manage* this officer by gen tic means.

"Neither gentleness nor violence shall stop me in the discharge
of my duty," said Philip, who had overheard the advice, bowing,
"

I recommend you, madam, f advise Monsieur le Viscount to

submit in time, or in the name oft' c king whom 1 represent, 1 shall

he forced to kill him if he resist, or to arrest him if lie do not."

''And I tell you I shall have the horses in spite of you?" shouted

Jean, leaping out of the carriage and drawing his sword.

"That remain:; to be proved, sir," said Philip, putting himself on

guard, ''are you ready?"

"Lieutenant," said the brigadier commanding under Philip,
" there are six of our men near, shall I'

7
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" Do not stir! Do not stir! This is a personal quarrel. Now,
sir, I am at your service."

Mademoiselle Chon shrieked, and Gilbert wished the carriage

had been as deep as a well, to hide him.

Jean began the attack; he was a good swordsman, but anger

prevented him from turning his skill to advantage. Philip, on the

contrary, was as cool as if he had been playing with a foil in the

fencing school. The viscount advanced, retired, leaped to the

right, to the left, shouting in making his passes like the fencing-

master of a regiment; while the chevalier, With closed teeth and

steady eye, immovable as a statue, watched all his adversary's

movements, and divined his intentions. Every one in the yard was

silent, attentively looking on; even Chon ceased to scream. For

some minutes the combat' continued without Jean's feints, shouts

and movements producing any effect, but also without his having

permitted Philip, who was studying his opponent's play, to touch

him once. All at once, however, the viscount sprung back, utter-

ing a cry of pain, and at the same moment his ruffles were stained

with blood, which ran down his fingers in large drops. He was

wounded in the arm.
" You are wounded, sir," said Philip.
"
Sacrebleu, I feel it well enough," said he, turning pale and

letting his sword fall.

The chevalier took if up and restored it to him. " Take it, sir,"

said he, "and never again be guilty of a similar folly."
"
Plague take it! If I have my follies I pay for them," growled

the viscount. " Come and dress this scrape, dear Chon," added he

to his sister, who sprung from the carriage and hastened to his

assistance.
" You will do me the justice, madame," said Philip,

" to acknowl-

edge that all this has not been caused by my fault. I deeply regret

having been driven to such extremities before a lady," and, bowing,
he retired.

" Let those horses be unharnessed and taken back to

the stable," said he to the post-master.

Jean shook his fist at him.
" Oh !

" cried the host,
" this is just in the nick of time — three

horses coming in that have been out! Courtiu, Courtin— quick!

put them to the gentleman's carriage."
"
But, master " said the postilion.
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"
Come, come! no reply, the gentleman is in a hurry. Don't be

uneasy, sir, you shall have the horses. "

" All very fine, but your horses should have been here half an

hour ago,
"
growled Dubarry, stamping with his loot, as he looked

at his arm, pierced through and through, which Cbon was binding

up with her handkerchief.

Meantime Philip had mounted his horse again, and was giving his

orders as if nothing had occurred.

"Now, brother, now! let us go," said Chon, leading him toward

the carriage.

"And my Arabian?" said he. "
Ah, ma foi! let him go to the

devil, for I am in for a day of ill-luck,
" and he got into the carriage.

"Oh, "said he, perceiving Gilbert, "I cannot stretch my legs

with this fellow."
" Let me out, pray," said Gilbert,

" and I will walk."
" In the devil's name go, then," replied Jean.

"No, no," said Chon, "I must keep my little philosopher— sit

opposite me, and you will not annoy him;" and she held Gilbert by
tbe arm, then, bending forward, she whispered to her brother,

" He
knows the man who wounded you."
A gleam of joy flashed from the viscount's eyes :

"
Ob, very well!

let him stay. What is the fellow called?
" The Chevalier Philip de Taverney.

"

Just then the young officer, passed the carriage.
"
Oh, you are there, my little gendarme," shouted the viscount;

"
you look wonderfully fierce just now, but my turn will come some

day."
"

I shall be at your service, sir, whenever you please," answered

Philip, calmly.
"
Yes, yes, we shall see that, Monsieur Philip de Taverney," said

the viscount, leaning forward to see what effect the mention of his

name would have on the young man, when he must be so far from

expecting to hear it.

Philip looked up with surprise and, indeed, with a slight feeling

of uneasiness, but, immediately recovering his self-possession and

taking off his hat with the utmost grace, "A pleasant journey,

Viscount Jean Dubarry," said be.

The carriage rolled on rapidly.
" Thousand devils!" said the

13
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viscount, making a horrible grimace.
" Do you know, my little

Chon, I am suffering dreadful pain ? "

" The first place where we change I shall send for a doctor for

you, while this poor fellow breakfasts," replied Chon.
'' Ah ! true, true, we have not breakfasted, but the pain I suffer

— and I am in agony with thirst— takes away all appetite."
" Will you drink a glass of wine from my flask ?

"

"
Certainly ! Give it me. "

"
Sir," said Gilbert,

" will you allow me to remark that wine is

very bad for you in your present condition? "

"
Really, you are quite a physician, my little philosopher !

"

"
No, sir, but I hope to be so one day. I have read, however, in

a treatise written for people in the army, that the first things for-

bidden the wounded are spirits, wine and coi.ee. "

"
Ah, you read that! Well, I shall not drink the wine."

" But if Monsieur le Viscount would permit me to take his hand-

kerchief and dip it in that brook and then wrap it round his arm, I

am sure it would ease his pain."
"
Do, do! " said Chon;

"
stop, postilion!

"

Gilbert got out to follow up his proposition.
" This boy will be a

horrid plague to us," said the viscount,
"

I have a great mind to

tell the postilion to drive on and leave him there, handkerchiei and

all."

" You would be wrong— that boy can be very useful to us."

"How so? "

" He has already given me some important information about the

dauphiness— and did he not just now tell you the name of your

adversary ? "

" True!— well, let him stay."
Gilbert returned, and the application of the wet bandage to the

viscount's arm, as he had foretold, relieved him greatly.
"
Faith, he was right

— I feel much better," said he,
" let us have

a little chat. " Gilbert opened his ears to their utmost extent. The
conversation which ensued, and which was conducted in the lively

and brilliant patois of Provence, would have sadly puzzled a Pari-

sian, ear, and Gilbert, master of himself as he was, could not avoid

a slight movement of impatience, which Mademoiselle Chon having

perceived, quieted with a gentle smile. This smile reminded the

poor boy of the kindness with which be was treated. Circumstances
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had brought him in contact with a nobleman honored with the

royal favor. "
Ah," thought he. "

if Andree saw me in this magni-
ficent carriage !

"— and his heart swelled with pride. New ideas

and hopes took possession of him, and Nicole no longer cost him a

thought.

In the meantime, the brother and sister resumed their conversa-

tion, still however in the Provencal dialect.

Suddenly the viscount leaned forward,
"
See, there he is! " cried

he.

"What? "

" The Arabian which I wished to buy."
" Oh," exclaimed Chon,

" what a splendid woman the rider is!
"

" Call her, Chon; she will not perhaps be so much afraid of you.

I would give a thousand crowns for the horse."
" And how much for the woman ? " said Chon, laughing.
"

I would give all I have for her— but call her."
" Madame! " cried Chon,

" madame! "

But the stranger appeared not to hear, or not to understand. .

Wrapped in a long white mantle, and her face shaded by a large

beaver hat with diooping feathers, she flew past them like an arrow,

crying-
"
Avanti, Djerid ; avanti! "

" Sho is an Italian," said the viscount. "
Mordieu, what a splen-

did woman! If it were not for the pain of my arm I would jump
out and run after her.

"
I know her," said Gilbert.

"
Why, the little fellow is a directory for the whole province; he

knows every one."
" Who is she? " asked Chon.
" Her name is Lorenza, and she is the sorcerer's wife."

"What sorcerer?"
" The Baron Joseph Balsamo."

Tin; brother and sister looked at each other with an expression

which said,
" We did well to keep him !

"
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CHAPTER XXIII.

THE COUNTESS DUBARRY'S MORNING LEVEE.

While Mademoiselle Chon and Viscount Jean are traveling post

on the Chalons road, let us introduce the reader to another member
of the same family.

In the suite of rooms at Versailles which the Princess Adelaide,

daughter of Louis XV., had ouce occupied, his majesty had installed

his mistress, the Countess Dubarry> not without keenly studying

beforehand the effect which this piece of policy would produce on

his court. The favorite, with her merry whims and her careless,

joyous humor, had transformed that wing of the palace, formerly
si i quiet, into a scene of perpetual merriment and tumult, and every

hour she issued thence her commands for a banquet or a party of

pleasure.

But what appeared still more unusual on these magnificent stair-

cases was the never-ceasing stream of visitors ascending them, and

crowding an antechamber filled with curiosities from all parts of

the globe, certainly containing nothing so curious as the idol wor-

shiped by this crowd.

The day after that on which the scene, which we have just

described, occurred at the little village of Lachaussee, about nine

in the morning, the countess, lovely as an Eastern houri, was at the

important duties of the toilet.

" No news of Chon? " asked one of her tiring-women.
"
No, madame."

" Nor of the viscount? "

"
No, madame."

" Do you know has Bischi received any?
"

" A message was sent to your sister's madame, this morning, but

there were no letters."
"

It is very tiresome waiting in this way," said the Countess,

pouting her lovely mouth
;

"
I am in a wretched humor— T pity all

who may come near me to-day. Will some means never be invented

of conversing at a hundred leagues' distance Is my antechamber

passably filled this morning?
"

" Can madame think it necessary to ask .'

'

" Dame ! but listen ! Doree — the dauphiness is coming— I shall
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bo abandoned for tbat sun. 1, who am only a little twinkling star —
but tell me who is there this morning "!

"

" The Duke d'Aiguillon, madame, the Prince de Soubise, Monsieur

de Sartines, the President Maupeou
"

" And the Duke d« Richelieu ?
"

" Not yet, madame.'
" How ? Neither to-day nor yesterday? He is afraid of com-

promising himself— you must send one of my servants to the Hotel

du Hanovre to inquire if the duke be ill."

"
Yes, madame; will you receive all who are waiting at once, or

do you wish to give any one a private audience "

" Monsieur de Sartines first— I must speak to him alone."

The order was transmitted by the Countess' woman to a tall foot-

man who waited in the corridor leading from her bed-chamber to

the anterooms, and the minister of police immediately appeared,
dressed in black, and endeavoring by an insinuating smile to moder-

ate tht severe expression of his gray eyes and thin lips.

"Good morning, my dear enemy." said the countess, without

looking round, but seeing him in the mirror before her.
" Your enemy, madame !

"

"Yes; my world is divided into only two classes— friends and

enemies; I admit no neutrals, or class them as enemies."
" And you are right, madame; but tell me how I, notwithstand-

ing my well-known devotion to your interests, deserve to be included

in either one or other of these, classes'? "

"
By allowing to be printed, distributed, sold and sent to the king

a whole ocean of pamphlets, Libels, verses — all against me. It is

ill-natured, stupid, odious "

"
But, madame, I am not responsible

"

"
Yes, sir, you are; for you know the wretch who wrote them."

" Madame, if they were all written by one author we should not

have the trouble of sending him to the Bastile— Hercules himself

would sink under such a labor."
"
Upon my word, you are highly complimentary to me."

" If I were your enemy, madame, I should not speak the truth

thus."
"
Well, I believe you — we understand each other now. But one

thing still gives me some uneasiness."
" What is that, madame \

"
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" You are on good terms with the Choiseuls."
"
Madame, M. de Choiseul is prime minister

;
he issues his orders

and I must obey them."
" So if Mousieur de Choiseul orders that I am to be vexed, tor-

tured, worried to death, you will allow me to be vexed, tortured,

worried— thank you.
"

"Let us discuss matters a little," said Sartines, sitting down

without being asked to do so, but without any displeasure being

exhibited on the part of the favorite, for much must be pardoned in

the man who knew better than any other all that was doing in

France. " Let us discuss this a little— and first, what have I done

for you these three days past 1
"

" You informed me that a courier had been sent from Chanteloup
to hasten the arrival of the dauphiness."

" Was that done like an enemy ?
"

" But about the presentation on which you know my heart is set,

what have you been doing for me ? "

" Doing all I possibly could."
" Monsieur de Sartines, you are not candid !

"

"Ah, madame ! I assure you, you are unjust. Did I not find

and bring you Viscount Jean from the back room of a tavern in less

than two hours, when you wanted him in order to send him I don't

know where, or rather I do know where."

"I had much rather you had allowed my brother-in-law to stay

there," said Madame Dubarry, laughing;
" a man allied to the royal

family of France! "

"Well, but was that not a service to be added to my many other

services? "

"Oh, very well ! But just tell me what you did for me yesterday."
"
Yesterday, madame !

"

"<)h, you may well endeavor to recollect ;
that was your day for

obliging others."
"

I don't understand you, madame."
"
Well, I understand myself— answer, sir, what were you doing

•

yesterday ?
"

"
Yesterday morning I was occupied as usual, writing with my

secretary."

"Till what hour?"
«"

TJ22 ten."
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"What did you do then?"
"

I sent to invite ;i friend of mine from Lyons, who had made a

wager he would come to Paris without my knowing, and my foot-

man met bira just at the harrier."
"
Well, after dinner? "

"
I sent to the Austrian lieutenant of police information of the

haunt of a famous robber whom he could not discover."

"And where is he?"
" At Vienna. "

" So you are not only the Minister of Police at Paris, but perform
the same duties for foreign courts? "

"
Yes, madame— in my leisure moments."

"
Well, I shall take a note of that. Tben, after having dis-

patched the courier to Vienna "

"
I went to the opera."

" To see the little Guimard? Poor Soubise! "

" No— to arrest a famous pickpocket, whom 1 did not disturb so

long as he kept to the fermiers-general, but who bad the audacity

to rob two or three noblemen. "

" You should say the indiscretion. Well — after the opera
"

"After the opera?"
• • Yes. That seems to be rather a puzzling question— is it not ? "

" No. After the opera? Let me think "

"
So. How much your memory has failed of late! "

"
Oh, after the opera! Yes, I remember "

"Well?"
"

1 went to the house of a certain lady, who keeps a gaming-

table", and I myself conducted her to Fort-1'Eveque."
" In her carriage?

"

"
No, in a fiacre."

" Well?"

"Well, that is all."

"No, it is not."
"

I got into my fiacre again."
" And whom did you find in it? "

He reddened.

"Oh," cried the countess, clapping ber little hands, "I have

really had the honor of making a minister of police blush! "

" Madame " stammered Sartines.
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No, I shall tell you who was in the fiacre; it was the Duchess

de Grammont. "

" The Duchess de Grammont? "

"Yes, the Duchess de Grammont, who came to ask you to con-

trive to get her admitted to the king's private apartments."
" Ala foi, madame!" said the minister, shifting uneasily in his

chair;
"

I may give up my portfolio to you. It is you who manage
the police of Paris, not I."

" To tell the truth, sir, I have a police of my own. So heware!

Oh, the Duchess de Grammont in a fiacre with the minister of police

at midnight! It was capital ! Do you know what I did? "

"
No, but I am afraid it was something dreadful. Fortunately, it

was very late."
" But night is the time for vengeance."
" And what, then, did you do? "

" As I keep a police of my own, I keep a body of writers also —
shocking, ragged, hungry scribblers! "

"
Bungry ? You must feed them badly."

"
I don't feed them at all. If they become fat they would be as

stupid as the Prince de Soubise. Fat, we are told, absorbs the gall.
"

" Go on— I shudder at the thought of them."
" I recollected all the disagreeable things you have allowed the

Choiseuls to do against me, aud determined to be revenged. I gave

my legion of famishing Apollos the following programme: First,

Monsieur de Sartines, disguised as a lawyer, visiting an innocent

young girl who lives in a garret, and giving her, on the thirtieth of

every month, a wretched pittance of a hundred crowns."
"
Madame, that is a benevolent action which you are endeavoring

to misconstrue."
"

It is only such actions which can be misconstrued. My second

scene was Monsieur de Sartines, disguised like a reverend mission-

ary, introducing himself into the convent of the Carmelites of the

Rue Saint Antoine. "

"
I was taking those good nuns some news from the Indies."

" East or West Indies— which? My third scene is Monsieur de

Sartines, disguised as lieutenant of the police, driving through the

streets at midnight in a fiacre with the Duchess de Oammont. "

"No, madame," exclaimed he. "No, you would not bring
ridicule on my administration in that manner!"
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"Why, do you not bring ridicule on mine?" said the countess,

laughing; "but wait! I set my rogues to work, and they began
like boys at college, with exordium, narration, and amplification,

and I have received this morning an epigram, a song and a ballad,

of which you are the subject."
" You are not serious?"
"
Perfectly so; and to-morrow you shall receive them all three."

" Why not to-day?
"

"
I must have some time first to distribute them. Is not that the

way ? Besides, the police ought always to hear last about any new
affair. I assure you, you will be very much amused! I laughed

three-quarters of an hour at them this morning, and the king was

nearly dead with laughing— it was that which made him so late."
"

I am ruined! " cried Sartines, clasping his hands.

"Ruined? Nonsense! You are only celebrated in song. Ami
ruined by all the verses made on me? No, I only get in a passion

at them, and then for revenge I determined to put somebody else in

a passion, too. Ah, what delightful verses! I have ordered some

wine to my literary scorpions, and I expect by this time their senses

are wrapped up in happy oblivion."
"
Ah, countess, countess !

"

"
But, pardieu, you must hear the epigram :

'

Oh, France, how wretched is thy fate,

When women hold the helm of state.'

No, no, I am wrong; that is the scandal perpetrated against myself.

But there are so many, I confound them. Listen, listen! here it is:

' A perfumer once sought of a painter a sign,

His skill than his genius was duller,

For in a huge bottle, with knavish design,

He makes Boynes, Maupeon and Terray to shine,

Displayed in their own proper color.

But for Sartines still room in the vessel he leaves,

And he labels the mixture the essence of thieves.'"

" Cruel woman, you will send mo mad !
" cried Sartines.

" Now we must look at the poem. You must know it is Madame
de Grammont who speaks :

' Dear minister, you know my skin

Is to tin puresl snow akin;

Then grant to me this single tiling
—

Oh, say so, say bo, to the king.'"



186 MEMOIKS OF A PHYSICIAN.

"
Madame, madame !

" cried Sartines, more furious than ever.
" Nonsense !

" said the countess. " You need not be so uneasy
about these little poems ;

I have had only ten thousand copies of

them struck off.
"

" You have a press, then ?
"

"
Certainly. Has not the Duke de Choiseul one? "

" Let your printer take care !

"

"
Oh, it is kept in my own name— I am the printer."

"
Shocking, shocking ! And the king laughs at these calumnies? "

"
Laughs ? He sometimes gives me rhymes himself, when my own

inspiration fails."

" Fou know how I serve you, and you treat me thus? "

"
I know that you are betraying me— the Duchess de Grammont

wishes to ruin me. "

" Madame, I declare to you she took me quite unawares !
"

w You confess, then, that I was informed correctly ? "

"
1 am forced to confess it."

" Why did you not tell me? "

"
I came now for that purpose."

"
I don't believe you."

w
Upon my honor! "

" I bet two to one against that pledge.
"

"Behold me at your feet! " and he fell on his knees. " I beg

forgiveness."
" You are in the position in which you ought to be."
" Let us make peace, countess, in heaven's name! "

"So you are afraid of a few bad verses, you, a man, a minister.

Yet you never reflect how many wretched hours such things make
me spend— I, a poor, weak woman !

"

" You are a queen.
"

" A queen— not presented at court
.!

"

" I swear to you, I have never done anything hurtful to your
interests! "

"No, but you have allowed others to do so. The matter, how-

ever, is now, not the doing nothing against them, but the doing in all

your power to forward them. Are you on my side— yes or no ? "

"
Certainly, on your side."

" Will you assist me ? Will you allow nothing to interpose to

hinder my presentation ? "
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"For myself, I promise everything."

"No," said the countess, stamping with her foot, "Punic faith !

I will not accep* that ; there is a loophole in it to creep out at!

You will be supposed to do nothing against me yourself, but the

Duke de Choiseui will do all. Give me up the Choiseul party, bound
baud and foot, or I will annihilate you, destroy you! Take care;

verses are not my only weapons!
"

"Do not threaten me, madame," said Sartines, thoughtfully;
" there are difficulties ahout this presentation which you cannot

understand."

"Obstacles have purposely been thrown in the way of it. You
can remove them."

"
It would require a hundred persons to do so."

" You shall have a million !

"

" The king will not give his consent."
" He shall give it !

"

"
And, when you have got it, how get a lady to present you?

"

"
I am seeking for one now."

" It is quite useless; there is a league against you."
" At Versailles ?

"

" Yes. All the ladies have refused, in order to pay their court to

the Duke de Choiseul, the Duchess de Grammont, the dauphiness,

and the whole prudish party."
" Do not fear; I have neatly obtained what I want."
" Ha! it was for that you sent your sister to Verdun !

"

" So you know that, do you ?
" said she, angrily

"
Oh, I have also my police, you know !

'/
said Sartines, laughing.

" And your spies?
"

.

" And my spies."
" In my apartments?

"

" In your apartments."
" In my stable, or in my kitchen? "

In your antechamber, in your saloon, in your bedroom, under

your pillOw."
" Now, as the first pledge of our peace," said the countess, "give

me the names of those spies."
"
No, countess; 1 should not wish to embroil you with your

friends."
" But name only the last who told you a secret."
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" What would you do »
»

" I would turn liim out."
" If you begin in that way, you will soon have to live in an empty

house."
" This is frightful !

»

" Yet perfectly true. Oh, you know we could not govern without

spies! So excellent a politician as j
rou must have discovered that

long ago."
Madame Dubarry leaned her elbow on a table and seemed to

reflect for some minutes
;
then she said :

" You are right. Let us

say no more on the subject. What are to be the conditions of our

treaty?
"

" Make them yourself. You are the conqueror."
"

I am as magnanimous as Semiramis. Let me hear what you
wish."

"
Well, then, you are never to speak to the king about petitions

on the subject of wheat; for traitress! you have promised your sup-

port to those petitions.
"
Very well. Take away all the petitions with you ; they are in

a box there."
" As a reward, here is a document, drawn up by the peers of the

kingdom, respecting presentations and the right of sitting in the

royal presence.
"

" A document which you were charged to give to his majesty?"
" Yes."
" But what will you say to them ?

"

" That I have given it. You will thus gain time; and you are too

clever in your tactics not to take advantage of it."

At this moment the folding-doors were thrown open, and the

negro announced,
" The king !

"

The two allies hastened to hide their mutual pledges of peace
and good understanding, and turned to salute his majesty, Louis,
t he lit"teenth of that name.
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CHAPTER XXIV.

KING LOUIS THE FIFTEENTH.

The king entered with head erect, with a firm step, his eye full

of life, and a smile on his lips. As the doors were opened a double

file of bowing heads were seen, belonging to the courtiers who had

been long waiting in the antechamber, and who were now mure

desirous of admittance than ever, since they could thus pay their

court to two powers at once; but th3 doors closed on them, for the

king v -

'i a sign that no one should .ollow him. He found himself

alone, therefore, with the countess and the minister of police (for

we need not reckon the waiting-maid or the little negro boy).

"Good-morning, countess!' said the king, kissing Madame

Dubarry's hand, "ha; fresh as any rose, I see! Good-morning,

Sartines! Is this your cabinet, where you write your dispatches.'

Heavens, what heaps of papers! Hide them, hide them! Ha!

what a beautiful fountain, countess !"

And, with the versatile curiosity of one always in search of some-

thing to amuse him. he fixed his eyes on a large china ornament,

which had been brought in since the evening before and placed in

a corner of the countess' bedroom.
"

Sire,'' replied the countess,
"

it is a Chinese fountain; by turn-

ing this cock, the water comes out and makes these birds sing and

these fishes swim ;
then the doors of the pagoda open, and there

comes out a procession of mandarins."
"
Very pretty ; very pretty, indeed !

"

At this moment the little negro walked across the room, dressed

in the fantastic fashion in which, at this period, they dressed their

Osmans and Othellos. He wore a little turban, ornamented with

a lofty plume of feathers, on one side of his head; a vest embroid-

ered with gold, which permitted his ebony arms to be seen, and

slashed breeches of white brocaded satin ;
round his waist was a

scarf of various bright colors, which connected the breeches with

a richly-embroidered jacket, and a dagger, ornamented with pre-

cious stone.-;, was stuck in the scarf bound around his waist

" Peste !

" cried the king,
" how splendid Zamore is to-day!

"

The negro stopped to admire him elf before a mirror.

"
Sire, lie has a favor to ask of your majesty."
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"Madame," replied the king, with a courtly smile, "I am
afraid Zamore is very ambitious."

" How so, sire ?
"

" Because he has already been granted the greatest favor he can

desire."
" What is that ?

"

" The same that has been granted me."
"

I do not understand you, sire."

" You have made him your slave."
"
Oh, how charming, sire !

" cried the countess.

The minister of police bowed in assent, and bit his lip to prevent
himself from smiling.

"
But," asked the king,

" what can Zamore desire? "

" The reward of his long and numerous services."
"
Yes, he is twelve 3 cars old."

" His long and numerous future services."

"Oh, very well."

"Yes, indeed, sire. Past services have been 'rewarded long

enough; it is now time to begin and reward future ones. There

would not then be so much ingratitude."
" Ha! not a bad idea," said the king.

" What do you think of

it, Sartines?"
" That it would benefit all devoted servants of your majesty, sire;

therefore I support it."

"
Well, countess, what does Zamore want? "

"
Sire, you know my little country-scat of Lucieunes? "

"
I have merely heard it spoken of.

"

"
It is your own fault ;

I have invited you to it a hundred times. "

" You know the etiquette, dear countess— unless on a journey the

king can only sleep in a royal chateau."
" And for that very reason I wish you to make Luciennes a

royal chateau, and Zamore its governor.
"

"
But, countess, that would be a burlesque."

"
I love burlesque, sire."

" The governors of the other castles would all exclaim, and this

time with reason."

"Let them exclaim ; they have often done so withcut reason.

Kneel down, Zamore."

The little fellow knelt.
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" For what is be kneeling?
" asked the king.

" For the reward you are soing to give him for bearing my train,

and putting all the prudes of the court in a rage."
14 He is really a hideous creature," said the king, bursting into a

fit of laughter.
" Rise Zamore," said the countess,

"
you are appointed governor

of Lucieunes."
44 But indeed, madame "

44
1 shall send Zamore all the writings necessary for his governor-

ship. And now, sire, you may come to Luciennes; you have one

more royal chateau from this day."
44 Is there any way of refusing her anything, Sartines? "

"There may be a way, sire,
"
replied Sartines,

" but it has not

yet been discovered. "

44 And if it should be found out, sire, there is one thing certain,

it is M. de Sartines who will be the discoverer."
44 How can you think so, madame," asked Sartines, trembling.
"

Sire, only imagine that I have requested a favor of M. de Sar-

tines for three months past and it is not yet granted.
"

" And what is it ?
" asked the king.

"
Oh, he knows very well."

" I— I swear to you, madame "

44 Does it fall under the duties of his office? "

44
Yes; either in his or those of his successor."

44 Madame," cried Sartines,
"
you really make me uneasy."

" What is the request t
"
again inquired the king.

" To find me a sorcerer."

Sartines breathed more freely.
44 To burn him." said the king.

" It is rather too hot, countess;

wait till the winter."
"
No, sire; I wish to present him with a golden wand."

44 Then the sorcerer foretold you some misfortune which has not

befallen you."
44 On the contrary, sire, he predicted a piece of good fortune which

has come to pass."
44 Let us hear it, then, countess," said the king, throwing himself

back in an arm-chair, like one who was not quite sure whether the

tale would tire him or amuse him, but who must run the chance.
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" With all my heart; but if I tell the tale, you must contribute

the half of the sorcerer's reward. "

"The whole, if you like! »

*'

Royally said — now listen."
"

I am all attention."
" There was once '-

" K begins like a fairy tale."
''

It ii> one, sire. "

"
Delightful! I love enchanters."

" There was once a poor young girl, who, at the time my story

commences, had neither page nor carriage, nor negro, nor parrot,

nor monkey "

" Nor king," added Louis.
" Oh, sire!"
" And what did the poor young girl do ?

"

" She trotted about through the streets of Paris like any other

common mortal, only she always went very quick, for it is said she

was very pretty, and she was afraid of meeting some rude man."
" The young girl was a Lucretia, eh? "

.'• Oh, your majesty knows there have been no Lucretias since the.

year— T don't know what— of the foundation of Rome. "

" Oh heavens! Countess, are you going to become learned f
"

"
No, if I were learned I should have given you a wrong date.

Now, I gave you none."
"
True/' said the king.

" Go on."
" The young girl one day was trotting along as usual, when, all

at once, whilst crossing the Tuileries, she discovered that a man
was following her."

"
Oh, the deuce! Then she stopped, 1 presume."

"
Ah, sire, what a bad opinion you have of women! It is easily

seen you have only associated with marchionesses and duchesses."
" And princesses, eh"?

"

"
1 am too polite to contradict your majesty; but what frightened

the young girl was that a fog came on, which became every moment
denser."

"
Sartines, do you know what causes fogs?

"

The minister, thus taken unawares, started.
" Ma foi, no, sire!

"

" Nor I. Well, go on, dear countess."
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" She ran as fast as she could, passed through the gate, and found

herself in the square which bears your majesty's name, when she

found the unknown, from whom she thought she had escaped, face

to face with her. She uttered a cry
"

" Was he so very ugly, then ?
"

"
No, sire, he was a handsome young man, of six or eight and

twenty, of a dark complexion, with large, speaking eyes, and a

pleasing voice."

"And the heroine was afraid? Peste, how easily she was

frightened !
"

" She was not quite so much so when she looked at him ; still, it

was not a pleasant situation in that dense fog. So, clasping her

hands, she said :

' I implore you, sir, not to do me any harm.' The

unknown shook his head, smiled and replied,
' Heaven is my wit-

ness. I have no evil intentions toward you.'
' What, then, do you

want?' I asked. 'To obtain a promise from you.' 'What can I

promise you, sir? ' ' Promise to grant me the first favor I shall ask

when ' ' When ?
'

repeated the young girl likewise. ' When

you are queen.'
"

" And what did the young girl do ?
" said the king.

"
Sire, she thought it would be engaging herself to nothing, so

she promised."
" And what became of the sorcerer ?

"

" He disappeared."
" And Sartines refuses to find him ? He is wrong.

"

"
Sire, I do not refuse; but I cannot find him."

"Oh, sir," said the countess, "that word cannot should never

be in the dictionary of the police."
"
Madame, we are on his track."

"
Yes; what you always say when you are baffled."

"
It is the truth: but consider what trivial directions you have

riven."
"
How, trivial ! Young, handsome, dark complexion, black hair,

splendid eyes, a pleasing voice!"
"
Oh, the devil ! How you speak of him, countess! Sartines,!

forbid you to find that young man," said the king.
" You are wrong, sire; for I only wish to ask one simple ques-

tion."
"

Is it about yourself."

*1

b
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"Yes."
"
Well, what is it? His prediction is accomplished.

"

" Do you think so?"
" Yes

; you are queen.
"

"
Very nearly.

"

" What has the sorcerer, then, to tell you more? "

" He has to tell me when the queen will he presented."
" That is no concern of his," and the king made a grimace which

showed that he thought they were getting on dangerous ground.
" And whose concern is it ?

"

" Your own."
" Mine ?

"

" Yes
; you must find a lady to present you."

"•Oh ! very likely, among the prudes of the court ! Your majesty

knows they are all sold to Choiseul and Praslin. "

'• What! was there not an agreement made between us that the

ministers should never be named here ?
"

"
I did not promise, sire."

"
Well, I request you to leave them in their places, and keep your

own place. Believe me, the best is yours."
" Alas ! then for foreign affairs and the navy !

"

"
Countess,

"
interrupted the king,

" in heaven's name, no

politics!
"

At this moment Doree entered, and whispered a word or two

in her mistress' ear.

"
Oh, certainly, certainly !

" cried she.

" What is it? " asked the king.
"
Chon, sire, who has just returned from a journey, and wishes to

pay her respects to your majesty."
" Let her come in ! let her come in ! Indeed, for some days past,

I felt that I wanted something, without knowing exactly what it

was."
"
Thanks, sire !

" said Chon, as she entered
; then, going up to her

sister, she whispered,
"

It is all settled !
"

I he countess uttered an exclamation ofjoy.
"
Well, what now ?

" asked the king.
'
Nothing, sire. I am only glad to see her again."

"
I am glad, too. How do you do, little Chon? "

" May I say a word or two, sire, to my sister ? "
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"
Yes, yes, child; and while you are talking together, I shall ask

Sartines where you have been."
"
Sire," said the minister, wishing to avoid being questioned on

that point,
" may I beg your majesty to allow me a few moments

on business of the utmost importance ? "

"
Oh, I have very little time now, M. de Sartines," said the king,

beginning to yawn.
"
Only two words, your majesty."

" About what !
"

" About those people with the second sight
— these illuminati —

these workers of miracles "

" Pooh! jugglers! Give them permission to exercise their trade,

and there will be nothing to fear from them."
" The matter is more serious than your majesty supposes. Every

day we have new masonic lodges formed. They are now a powerful

sect, attracting to them all the enemies of monarchy— the philoso-

phers, the encyclopedists. Voltaire is to be received by them in

meat state."

"He? He is dying."
"
He, sire ! Oh ! no, sire, he is not such a fool."

" He has confessed."
"
Merely a trick."

" In the habit of a Capuchin."
" That was an impiety, sire. But, with regard to these free-

masons, they are always active, they write, they talk, they form

associations, correspond with foreign countries, they intrigue, they

threaten even now, they arc full of expectation of a great chief or

head of the whole body, as I have learned from some words which

escaped from one of their number."
"
Well, Sartines, when this chief comes, catch him and put him

in the Bastile, and the whole affair is settled."

"
.Sire, tlnse persons have great resources."

" Have they greater than you, sir, who have the whole police of a

largo kingdom ?"

"Your majesty was induced to expel the Jesuits— it was the

philosophers whom you should have expelled."
" Come, come ! No more aboul those poor quill-drivers!

"

"
Sire, those quills are dangerous which are cut by the pen-knife

of Damiens."
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Louis XV. turned pale.
" These philosophers, sire, whom you despise

"

"Well, sir \
»

"Will destroy the monarchy, sire."

" How long will they take to do that? "

Sartines stared at this coolness.

"How can I tell, sire ? Perhaps fifteen, twenty, or thirty years."

"Well, my dear. friend, in fifteen or twenty years I shall be no
more

;
so talk of all these things to my successor. "

And the king turned to Madame Dubarry, who, seeming to have
waited for this movement, said, with a heavy sigh :

"
Oh, heavens!

what is it you tell me, Chon ? "

"Yes, what is it?
" asked the king, "for you both look very

wretched."
" Oh, sire, there is good cause for it !

"

"
Speak— let me hear what has happened."

" My poor brother !
"

"Poor Jean?"
" Do you think it must be cut off? "

"They hope not."
" Cut off? — what ? " asked the king.
" His arm, sire !

"

11 Cut off the viscount's arm ! Why, pray ? n

"Because he has been seriously wounded."
" Wounded in the arm. "

"
Oh, yes, si;e."

"
Ay, in some drunken squabble in a filthy tavern."

"
No, sire, on the highway."

" But how did that happen ?
"

" It happened because an emy wished to assassinate him, sire."

"Ah, the poor viscount!" exclaimed the king, who had very
little feeling for the sufferings tf others, although he could look

wonderfully compassionate.
" But to assassinate him! This is a

serious matter, is it not, Sartines ?
"

The minister looked much less moved than the king, but was, in

reality, a great deal more uneasy on the subject. He drew near

the sisters.

" Can it be possible," asked he, anxiously,
" that such a mis-

fortune has occurred ? "
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"
Oh, yes, sir. it is but too possible," said Chon, very mournfully.

•• Assassinated ! But how?"
" He was waylaid."
••

Waylaid .' Ha, Sartines, this is an affair for you," said

the king.
•• Relate all the circumstances, raadame," said tlie minister,

" and

do not, I entreat you, allow your just resentment to exaggerate
them. We shall, by being strictly just, be most severe, and, where

things are looked at closely and coolly, they are often not so' very

serious as we at first apprehended."
"
Oh," cried Chon,

" this is not an affair which has been related

to me ! I saw the whole !

"

'•Well, but what did you see, Chon?" inquired the king.

"I saw a man fall on my brother, and, having forced him to draw

in self-defense, wound him shockingly."
"Was the man alone?" asked Sartines.

"No, indeed, he had six others with him."
" The poor viscount !

" said the king, looking at the countess,

that he might know exactly what degree of grief to exhibit,
" forced

to fight, poor fellow !

"
But, seeing that she did not relish this

pleasantry
—"And he was wounded?" he added, in a compassion-

ate voice.

" But how did the quarrel come about?" asked the minister of

police, trying if it were possible to betray her into telling the

truth.

"Oh, in the most trifling way in the world! All about post-

horses which I wanted in order to hasten back to my sister, as I had

promised to be with her this morning."
"Ah! Sartines, this merits punishment, does it not?" said the

king.
•

It does, sire, and 1 shall take all the necessary information on

the subject. What was the name of the aggressor, madame— his

condition, his rank ?"
" His tank '. He is a military man—an officer in the body-guard

of the dauphin, [think. As to his name—he is called Baverney,

Faveruey, Taverney -yes, Taverney, that is it,"

•'

.Madam, to-morrow be shall sice)) in the Bastilc."

"Oh, no!" said the countess, who until now had very diplomati-

cally kept silence. "Oh, no!"
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" Why, oh no ?
" asked the king.

" Why should not the fellow be

imprisoned ? You know I detest the military."

"And 1 repeat, sire," said the countess, doggedly,
" that I am

quite sure nothing will be done to the man who assasinated the

viscount."
" Ha ! countess, this is very curious; explain it, if you please."
" That is easily done, he will be protected."
"And who will protect him? "

"The person at whose instigation he acted."
" And that person will protect him against us? Oh, that is

rather too much, countess !

"

" Madame " stammered the Count de Sartines, for he felt

that a blow was coming, and he was not prepared to ward it off.

"Yes! " exclaimed the countess, "he will be protected against

yon, and there will be nothing said. Do you suppose you are the

master, sire? "

The king felt the blow which the minister had foreseen, and he

determined to bear it.

"
I see that you are going to plunge into politics," said he,

" and

find out some reasons of state for a paltry duel !

"

"There, now! you abandon me already; the assassination

has become nothing but a duel, now that you suspect the quarter

whence it comes !
"

"So, I am in for it !
" said the king, going to the great Chinese

fountain, turning the cock, and making the birds sing, the fishes

swim, and the mandarins come out.

" And you don't know vflio aimed this blow f
" asked the count-

ess, pulling the ears of Zamore, who was lying at her feet.

"
No, on my word !

" said the king.
" Or suspect ?

"

"
I swear I don't. Do you, countess? "

"
No, I don't suspect; I know positively. I am.going to tell you,

and it will be no news to you, I am certain !

"

"
Countess, countess, do you know that in what you said you gave

the lie to your king .'

" and Louis tried to look dignified.
"

Sire, I know I am a little warm, but if you think 1 shall quietly

allow my brother to be killed by the Duke de Choiseul "

"
Yes, there it is, Choiseul again :

" exclaimed the king in a loud
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voice, as if be had not expected this name, which, for the last ten

minutes he had been dreading.
" Wed it is because your majesty is determined not to see that he

is my worst enemy ;
but I see it plainly, for he does uot eveu take

the trouble to hide his hatred from me."
" He is far from hating any one to that degree that he would cause

him to be assassinated.''
" There you see, when Choiseul is mentioned, you are on his side

immediately !
"

" Now, my dear countess, politics again!
"

"
Oh, Monsieur de Sartines," cried she,

"
is it not dreadful to be

treated thus f
"

"
No, no, if it be as you think "

"
I know what I think," she interrupted, passionately,

" and what

I am sure of— the affair will be given up !
"

" Now, do not get angry, countess," said the king,
"

it shall not

be given up — you shall be defended, and so well "

" So well what I
"

" So well that he who attacked poor Jean shall pay dearly for it."

"
Yes, the instrument will be broken, but the hand that directed

it will be taken and kindly pressed !
"

"
Well, but is it uot right to punish this Monsieur Taverney, who

actually committed the assault? "

•

Oh, certainly, but it is not right that what you do for me is no

more, than would be done to a soldier who should give a blow to a

shopkeeper at the theater. I will not be treated like every common

person. If you do not do more for those whom you love than for

those whi) are indifferent to you, I had rather remain alone in

obscurity like these latter— their relations, at least, are not assas-

sinated !
"

" oh, countess!
" said the king, imploringly;

" I got up for ouce

in such good spirits, disposed to be gay, happy and pleased with

every one, and now you are spoiling my morning completely."
"
Very tine, indeed! It is a delightful morning for me, of course,

when my relations are being massacred!"

The king, in spite of his internal fears of the terrible storm that

was gathering, could not hell) smiling at the word "massacred."

The countess started up in a towering passion.

u Ah, is that the way you pity me/ " said she.
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"
Now, now, do not get angry."

"
Yes, I will get angry!

"

" You are very wrong. You look lovely when you smile, but

really ugly in a passion."
" What matters it to me how I look, when my beauty does not

prevent me from being sacrificed to state intrigues'?
"

" Now, my dear countess "

"
No, no. Choose between me and Choiseul! "

" Dear creature, it is impossible to choose. You are both neces-

sary to me. "

"
Well, then, I shall retire and leave the field to my enemies. I

shall die of grief, but the Duke de Choiseul will be satisfied, and

that will console you."
"

I swear to you, countess, that he has not any dislike to you; on

the contrary, he admires you. He is an excellent man, after all,"

added the king, in a louder tone, that the minister of police might
hear him.

"An excellent man! Sire, you wish to drive me to desperation.

An excellent man who causes people to be assassinated? "

" Mere suspicion," said the king.

"And besides," Sartines ventured to say, "a quarrel, a duel

between military men is so common, so natural."

"Ha! Monsieur de Sartines, and are you also against me?"
cried the countess.

The minister of police understood this hi qaoquc, and retreated

before her anger. There was a moment of deep and ominous

silence.

"
Ah, Chon !

" said the king, in the midst of the general conster-

nation. " You see your handiwork !
"

" Your majesty will pardon me," said she,
"

if the grief of the

sister has made me forget for a moment my duty as a subject."

"Kind creature!" murmured the king.
"
Come, countess, for-

get and forgive !
"

"
Yes, sire, I shall forgive ; only I shall set out for Luciennes,

and thence for Boulogne.
"

"
Boulogne-sur-mer?

" asked the king.

"Yes, sire; I shall quit a kingdom where the king is afraid of

his minister."
" Madame !

" exclaimed Louis, with an offended air.
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"
Sire, that I may not any longer be wanting in respect to you,

permit me to retire,
" and the countess rose, observing with the

corner of her eye what effect her movement had produced.
The king gave his usual heavy sigh of weariness, which said

plainly, "I am getting rather tired of this.
" Chon understood

what the sigh meant, and saw that it would be dangerous to push
matters to extremity. She caught her sister by the gown, and

approaching the king :

"
Sire," said she,

" my sister's affection for the poor viscount has

carried her too far. It is I who have committed the fault; it is I

who must repair it. As the humblest of your majesty's subjects, I

beg from your majesty justice for my brother. I accuse nobody;

your wisdom will discover the guilty."
"
Why, that is precisely what I wish myself,

" said the king,
" that

justice should be done. If a man have not committed a certain

.crime, let him not be reproached with it; but if he have, let him be

punished." And Louis looked toward the countess as he spoke,
with the hope of once more catching the hopes he had entertained

of an amusing morning— a morning which seemed turning out so

dismally. The good-natured countess could not help pitying the

king, whose want of occupation and emptiness of mind made him

feel tired and dispirited except when with her. She turned half

round, for she had already made a step toward the door, and said,

with the sweetest submission,
" Do I wish for anything but justice

1

?

Only let not my well-grounded suspicions be cruelly repulsed.
"

" Your suspicions are sacred to me, countess," cried the king;
" and if they be changed into certainty, you shall see. But now I

think of it — how easy to know the truth— let the Duke de Choiseul

be sent for."
" Oh, your majesty knows that he never comes into these apart-

ments — he would scorn to do so. His sister, however, is not of his

mind —she wishes for nothing better than to be here."

The king laughed. The countess, encouraged by this, went on :

" The Duke de Choiseul apes the dauphin — he will not compromise
his dignity."

" The dauphin is religious, countess."

"And the duke, a hypocrite, sire."
"

I promise you, my dear countess, you shall see him here, fori

shall summon him. lie must come, as it is on state business, and
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we shall have all explained in Chon's presence, who saw all— we
shall confront them, as the lawyers say. Eb, Sartines'f Let some
one go for the Duke de Choiseul. "

" And let some one bring me my monkey. Dor6e, my monkey !
"

cried the countess.

These words, which were addressed to the waiting-maid, who was

arranging a dressing-bos, could be heard in the anteroom when the

door was opened to dispatch the usher for the prime minister, and

they were responded to by a broken, lisping voice :

" The countess' monkey! — that must heme— I hasten to pro-
sent myself."
And with these words entered a little hunchback, dressed with

the utmost splendor.
" The Duke de Tresmes !

" said the countess, annoyed by his

appearance ;

"
I did not summon you, duke."

" You asked for your monkey, madame," said the duke, bowing to

the king, the countess and the minister,
" and seeing among the

courtiers no ape half so ugly as myself I hastened to obey your call,
"

and the duke laughed, showing his great teeth so oddly that the

countess could not help laughing also.

" Shall I stay ?
" asked the duke, as if his whole life could not

repay the favor.

" Ask his majesty, duke — he is master here."

The duke turned to the king with the air of a suppliant.
"
Yes, stay, duke, stay !

" said the king, glad to find any addi-

tional means of amusement. At this moment the usher threw open
the doors.

" Oh !
" said the king, with a slight expression of dissatisfaction

on his face,
"

is it the Duke de Choiseul already?
"

" No, sire,
"
replied the usher,

"
it is monseigneur the dauphin,

who desires to speak to you.
"

The countess almost started from her chair with joy, for she

imagined the dauphin was going to become her friend ;
but Chon,

who was more clear-sighted, frowned.
"
Well, where is the dauphin?

" asked the king, impatiently.
" In your majesty's apartments; his royal highness awaits your

return."

"It is fated I shall never have a minute's repose," grumbled
the king. Then, all at once remembering that the audience
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demanded by the dauphin might spare hiinthescenewithH.de

Choiseul, he thought better of it.
"

I am coming," said he,
"

I am

coming. Good-by, countess. See how I am dragged in ad direc-

tions!
"

" But will your majesty go just when the Duke de Choiseul is

coming ? "

"What can I do? The first slave is the king. Oh, if those

rogues of philosophers knew what it is to be a king ! but, above all,

a king of France."
"
But, sire, you can stay."

" Oh, I must not keep the dauphin waiting. People say already

that 1 have no affection except for my daughters."
" But what shall I say to the duke? "

"
Oh, tell him to come to my apartments, countess."

And, to put an end to any further remonstrance, he kissed her

hand and disappeared running, as was his habit whenever he feared

tn lose a victory gained by his temporizing policy and his petty

cunning. The countess trembled with passion, and, clasping her

hands, she exclaimed,
" So he has escaped once more !

"

But the king did not hear those words; the door was already

closed behind him, and he passed through the anterooms, saying

to the courtiers,
" Go in, gentlemen, go in, the countess will see you;

but you will find her very dull, on account of the accident which has

befallen poor Viscount Jean."

The courtiers looked at one another in amazement, for they had

not beard of the accident. Many hoped that the viscount was dead,

but all put on countenances suitable to the occasion. Those who

were best pleased looked the most sympathetic, and they entered.

CHAPTER XXV.

THE SALOON OF TIMEPIECES.

In that large hall of the palace of Versailles, which was called

the Saloon of Timepieces, a young man walked slowly up and down.

with his arms hanging and his head bent forward. He appeared

to be about seventeen years of age, was of a fair complexion, and

his eyes were mild in their expression ; but it must be acknowledged

that there was a slight degree of vulgarity in his demeanor. On his
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breast sparkled a diamond star, rendered more brilliant by tbe dark

violet-colored velvet of his coat, and his white satin waistcoat,

embroidered with silver, was crossed by the blue ribbon supporting
the cross of St. Louis.

None could mistake in this young man the profile so expressive of

dignity and kindliness which formed the characteristic type of the

elder branch of the House of Bourbon, of which he was at once the

most striking anil most exaggerated image. In fact, Louis Auguste,
Duke de Berry, Dauphin of France (afterward Louis XVI.), had

the Bourbon nose even longer and more aquiline than in his

predeci ssors. His forehead was lower and more retreating than

Louis XV. 's, and the double chin of his grandfather was so remark-

aide in him that, although he was at the time we speak of young
and thin, his chin formed nearly one-third of the length of his face.

Although well made, there was something embarrassed in the

movement of his legs and shoulders, and his walk was slow

and rather awkward. Suppleness, activity, and strength seemed

centered only in his arms, and more particularly in his fingers, which

displayed, as it were, that character which in other persons is

expressed on the forehead, in the mouth and in the eyes. The

dauphin continued to pace in silence the .Saloon of Timepieces—
the sMiie in which, eight years before, Louis XV. had given to

Madame de Pompadour the decree of the parliament exiling the

Jesuits from the kingdom — and as he walked he seemed pluuged
in reverie.

At last, however, he seemed to become impatient of waiting there

alone, and to amuse himself he began to look at the timepieces,

remarking, as Charles V. had done, the differences which are found

in the most regular clocks. These differences are a singular but

decided manifestation of the inequality existing in all material

things, whether regulated or not regulated by the hand of man. He

stopped before the large clock at the lower end of the saloon— the

same place it occupies at present— which, by ;i clever arrangement
of machinery, marks the days, the months, the years, the phases of

the moon, the course of the planets— in short, exhibiting to the

still more curious machine called man all that is most interesting

in his progressive movement through life to death.

The prince examined this clock with an eye of an amateur, and
leaned now to the right, now to the; left, to examine the movement
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of such or such a wheel. Then he returned to his place in front,

watching how the second-hand glided rapidly on, like those flies

which, with their long, slender legs, skim over the surface of a pond
without disturbing the liquid crystal of its waters. This contem-

plation naturally led him to think that a very great number of sec-

onds had passed since he had been waiting there. It is true, also,

that many had passed before he had ventured to send to inform the

king that he was waiting for him.

All at once the hand on which the young prince's eyes were fixed

stopped as if by enchantment, the wheels ceased their measured

rotation, the springs became still, and deep silence took possession

of the machine but a moment before so full of noise and motion.

No more ticking, no more oscillations, no more movement of tho

wheels or of the hands. The timepiece had died.

Had some grain of sand, some atom, penetrated into one of tho

wheels and stopped its movements, or was the genius of the machine

resting, wearied with its eternal agitation? Surprised by this sud-

den death, this stroke of apoplexy occurring before his eyes, the

dauphin forgot why he had come thither, and how long he had

waited. Above all, he forgot that hours are not counted in eternity

by the beating of metal upon metal, nor arrested even for a moment
in their course by the hindrance of any wheel, but that they are

recorded on the dial of eternity, established even before the birth

of worlds by the unchangeable hand of the Almighty.
lie therefore opened the glass door of the crystal pagoda, the

genius of which had ceased to act, and put his head inside to

examine the timepiece more closely. But the large pendulum was

in his way ;
he slipped in his supple fingers, and took it off. This

was not enough ;
the dauphin still found the cause of the lethargy

of the machine hidden from him. He then supposed that the per-

son who hail the care of the clocks of the palace had forgotten to

wind up this timepiece, and hi' took down the key from a hook and

began to wind it up like a man quite accustomed to the business.

But he could only turn it three times —a proof that something was

astray in the mechanism, lie drew from his pocket a little file,

and with the end of it pushed one of the wheels; they all creaked

for half a second, then stopped again.

The malady of the clock was becoming serious; the dauphin,

therefore, began carefully to unscrew several parts of it, laying
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them all in order on a console beside him. Then, drawn on by his

ardor, he began to take to pieces still more and more of the com-

plicated machine, and to search minutely into its most hidden and

mysterious recesses. Suddenly he uttered a cry of joy — he dis-

covered that a screw which acted on one of the springs had become

loose, and had thus impeded the movement of the motive wheel.

He immediately began to screw it
;
and then, with a wheel in his

left hand and his little file in his right, he plunged his head again
into the interior of the clock.

He was busy at his work, absorbed in contemplation of the

mechanism of the timepiece, when a door opened, and a voice

announced,
" The king !

"

But the dauphin heard nothing but the melodious sound of that

ticking, which his hand had again awakened, as if it were the beat-

ing of a heart which a clever physician had restored to life.

The king looked around on all sides, and it was some minutes

before he discovered the dauphin, whose head was hidden in the

opening and whose legs alone were visible. He approached,

smiling, and tapped his grandson on the shoulder.
" What the devil are you doing there ?

" said he. The dauphin
drew out his head quickly, but, at the same time, with all the care

necessary to avoid doing any harm to the beautiful object which he

had undertaken to mend.

"Sire, your majesty sees," replied the young man, blushing at

being surprised in the midst of his occupations.
"

I was amusing
myself until you came."

"
Yes, in destroying my clock—a very pretty amusement !

"

"
Oh, no, sire, I was mending it. The principal wheel would not

move; it was prevented by this screw. I have tightened the screw,

and now it goes.
" But you will blind yourself with looking into that thing. I

would not put my head into such a trap for all the gold in the

world. "

"
Oh, it will do me no harm, sire, I understand all about it. I

always take to pieces, clean, and put together again that beautiful

watch which your majesty gave mc on my fourteenth birthday."
"
Very well; but stop now, if you please, and leave your mechan-

ics. You wish to speak to me ? "

"
I, sire ? " said the young man, coloring again.
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" Of course, since you sent to say you were waiting for me."
"

It is true, sire-,'' replied the dauphin, with downcast eyes.
"
Well, what is it ? Answer me; if it is of no importance I must

go, for I am just setting off for Marly." Louis XV., as was his

custom, already sought to escape.

The dauphin placed his wheel and his file on a chair, which indi-

cated that he had really something important to say, since he

interrupted his important work for it.

" Do you want money?" asked the king, sharply. "If so, I

shall send you some," and he made a step toward the door.
"
Oh, no, sire

;
I have still a thousand crowns remaining of the sum

1 received last month."
" What economy!

" said the king; "and how well Monsieur de

la Vauguyon has educated him! I think he has precisely all the

virtues I have not."

The young prince made a violent effort over himself. "
Sire," said

he, "is the dauphiness yet ven far distant ?"

"Do you not know as well as I how far off she is?" replied

the king.

"If" stammered out the dauphin.
" Of course, you heard the account of her journey read yesterday.

Last Monday she was at Nancy, and she ought to be now about

forty-five leagues from Paris."
"
Sire, does uot your majesty think her royal highness travels

very slowly?"
"

I5y no means,
"
replied the king.

" I think she travels very fast

for a woman. And then, you know, there are the receptions and

the rejoicings on the road. She travels at least ten leagues evory
two days, one with another."

"
I think it very little, sire," said the dauphin, timidly.

Louis XV. was more and more astonished at the appearance of

impatience, which he had been far from suspecting.
"
Come, come," said lie, smiling slyly,

" don't be impatient; your

dauphiness will arrive soon."

"Sire, mighl Dot these ceremonies on the road be shortened? "

continued the dauphin.
"
Impossible. She has already passed through two or three

towns, where she should have made a stay, without stopping."
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"But these delays will be eternal; and then, sire, I think;

besides" said the dauphin, still more timidly.
"
Well, what do you think? Let me hear. Speak."

"
I think that the service is badly performed."

"How? What service?"
" The service for the journey.

"

"Nonsense! I sent thirty thousand horses to be ready on the

road, thirty carriages, sixty wagons, I don't know how many carts.

If carts, carriages and horses were put in file they would reach from

this to Strasbourg. How can you say, then, there is bad attendance

on the road? "

"
Well, sire, in spite of all your majesty's goodness, I am almost

certain that what I say is true; but perhaps I have used an

improper term, and instead of badly performed I should have said

badly arranged."
The king raised his head and fixed his eyes on the dauphin. He

began to comprehend that more was meant than met the ear in the

few words which his royal highness had ventured to utter.

"Thirty thousand horses," he repeated,
"
thirty carriages, sixty

wagons, two regiments. I ask you, Mr. Philosopher, have yon ever

heard of a dauphiness entering France with such an attendance as

that before? »

"
I confess, sire, that things have been royally done, and as your

majesty alone knows how to do them. But has your majesty

specially recommended that these horses and carriages should bo

employed solely for her royal highness and her train?"

The king looked at his grandson for the third time. A vague

suspicion began to sting him, a slight remembrance to illuminate

his mind, and a sort of confused analogy between what the dauphin
was saying and a disagreeable circumstance of late occurrence

began to suggest itself to him.

"A fine question!" said he. "Certainly, everything has been

ordered for her royal highness, and for her alone, and therefore, I

repeat, she cannot fail to arrive very soon. But why do you look

at me in that wny ?" added he, in a decided tone, which to tho

dauphin seemed even threatening.
" Are you amusing yourself in

studying my features as you study the springs of your mechanical

works?"
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The dauphin had opened his mouth to speak, but became silent

at this address.

"Very well," said the king, sharply; "it appears you have no

more to say — hey ? Are you satisfied now ? Your dauphiness will

arrive soon
;

all is arranged delightfully for her on the road.; you
arc as rich as Croesus with your own private purse. And now, since

your mind is at ease, be good enough to put my clock in order

again."
The dauphin did not stir.

" Do you know," said the king, laughing,
" I have a great mind

to make you the principal watchmaker for the palace, with a good

salary?"
The dauphin looked down, and, intimidated by the king's look,

took up the wheel and the file which he had laid on the chair. The

king, in the meantime, had quietly gained the door. " What the

devil," said he, looking at him, "did he mean with his badly

arranged service ? Well, well ! I have escaped another scene, for

he is certainly dissatisfied about something."
In fact, the dauphin, generally so patient, had stamped with his

foot as the king turned away from him.

"He is commencing again," murmured the king, laughing;

"decidedly, I have nothing for it but to fly." But just as he

opened the door, he saw on the threshold the Duke de Choiseul,

who bowed profoundly.

CHATTER XXVI.

TTTE COTJTtT OF KING TETAUD.

The king made a step backward at the sight of this new actor

in the scene, come, no doubt, to prevent him from escaping as ho

had hoped.
" Ha !

"
thought he,

' I had forgotten him
;
but he is

welcome, and I will make him pay for what the others have mado

me suffer."
"

Eta, you are there !
" cried he. "I sent for you — did you know

that \
"

"
Yes, sire," replied the minister, coldly; "I was dressing to

wait on your majesty when your orders reached me."
"

I wished to speak to you on serious matters," said the king,

14
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frowning, in order, if possible, to intimidate his minister. Unfort-

unately for the king, Monsieur de Choiseul was one of the men
least likely to be daunted in his dominions.

" And I also, if it please your majesty," said he, bowing, "have
serious matters to speak of." At the same time, he exchanged a

look with the dauphin, who was still half hidden by the clock.

The king stopped short. "Ha! "
thought he,

" now I am caught
between two fires; there is no escape."

" You know, I presume," said the king, hastily, in order to have

the first word,
" that poor Viscount Jean has had a narrow escape

from assassination— that is to say, that he has received a wound in

his arm."
" I came to speak of that affair to your majesty."
" I understand— you wished to prevent unpleasant reports?

"

" I wished, sire, to anticipate all remarks."
" Then you know the whole particulars, sir? "

inquired the king,

in a significant manner.
"
Perfectly."

" Ha !
" said the king,

" I was told so in a place likely to be well

informed."

The Duke of Choiseul seemed quite unmoved. The dauphin con-

tinued turning the screw in the clock, his head bent down, but he

lost not a syllable of the conversation.
" I shall now tell you how the affair happened," said the king.
" Does your majesty think that you have been well informed? "

asked Monsieur de Choiseul.
"
Oh, as to that "

" We are all attention, sire."

" We !

"
repeated the king.

"
Yes; his royal highness, the dauphin, and I."

" His royal highness, the dauphin?
"

repeated the king, turning
his eyes from the respectful Choiseul to the attentive Louis

Augustus.
" And pray in what does this squabble concern his royal

highness?"
"

It concerns his royal highness," said the duke, bowing to the

young prince,
" because her royal highness, the dauphiness, was the

cause of it.
"

" The daupn.in.ess the cause ?
" said the king, starting.
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"
Certainly ;

if you are ignorant of that, sire, your majesty has

been very badly misinformed."
" The dauphiness and Jean Dubarryl" said the king; "this is

likely to be a curious tale ! Conic explain this. Monsieur de Chois-

oal, conceal nothing, even though it were the dauphiness, herself who

pierced Dubarry's arm !
"

"Sire, it was not the dauphiness," replied Choiseul, still calm

and unmoved ;

"
it was one of the gentlemen of her escort.

"

"
Oh," said the king, again becoming grave,

" an officer whom
you know. "

"No, sire, but an officer whom your majesty ought to know,' if

you remember all who have served you well— an officer whose

lather's name was honored at Philipsbourg, at Fontenoy, atMahon
— a Taverney-Maison-Rouge."
The dauphin seemed to draw a deeper breath, as if to inhale this

name and thus preserve it in his memory.
" A Maison- Rouge." said the king ;

"
certainly I know the name;

and why did he attack Jean, whom I like so much'? Perhaps be-

cause 1 like him — such absurd jealousies, such discontents, are

almost seditious !
"

"
Sire, will your majesty deign to listen to me," said Monsieur de

Choiseul.

The king saw there was no other way for him to escape from this

troublesome business than by getting into a passion, and he ex-

claimed,
"

I tell you, sir, that I see the beginning of a conspiracy

against my peace, an organized persecution of my family !
"

"
Ah, sire," said Monsieur de Choiseul,

"
is it for defending tlio

dauphiness, your majesty's daughter-in-law, that these reproaches
are cast on a brave young man *l

"

The dauphin raised his head and folded his arms " For my
part," said he,

"
I cannot but feel grateful to the man who exposed

his life for a princess who in a fortnight will be my wife."

"Exposed his life— exposed his life!" stammered the king.
" What about i Let me know that — what about:' "

"About the horses of her royal highness, the dauphiness,"

replied the duke. "Viscount Jean Dubarry, who was already

traveling very fast, took upon him to insist on having some of

those horses which were appropriated to the use of her royal high-

ness— no doubt that he might get on still faster."
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The king bit his lip and changed color— the threatening

phantom from which he had so lately hoped to escape now

reappeared in all its horrors. " It is not possible," murmured he, to

gain time. "
I know the whole affair— you have been misinformed,

duke. "

"
No, sire, I have not been misinformed

;
what I have the honor

to tell your majesty is the simple truth. Viscount Jean Dubarry
offered an insult to the dauphiness by insisting on taking for his use

horses appointed for her service. After having ill-treated the

master of the post-house, he was going to take them by force when
the Chevalier Philip de Taverney arrived, sent forward by her

royal highness to have horses in readiness for her, and after he had
several times summoned him in a friendly and conciliating

manner "

"
Oh, oh," grumbled the king.

"
I repeat, sire, after he had several times, in a friendly and con-

ciliating manner, summoned the viscount to desist, he was at length

obliged to draw his sword."
"
Yes," said the dauphin,

"
I pledge myself for the truth of what

the duke asserts. "

" Then you also know of this affair? " said the king, exceedingly

surprised.

"I know all the circumstances perfectly, sire," replied the

dauphin.
The minister bowed, delighted at having such a supporter.

" Will

your royal highness deign to proceed?" said he. "His majesty
will doubtless have more confidence in the assertions of his august
son than in mine."

"Yes, sire," continued the dauphin, without testifying for the

Duke de Choiseul's zeal in his cause all that gratitude which might
have been expected ;

"
yes, sire, I know the circumstances, and I

had come to tell your majesty that Viscount Dubarry lias not only
insulted the dauphiness in interfering with the arrangements made
for her journey, but he has also insulted me in opposing a gentle-

man of my regiment who was doing his duty."
The king shook his head. " We must inquire," said he

;
"we

must inquire."

"I have already inquired, sire," said the dauphin, gently, and
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have no doubt in the matter; the viscount drew his sword ou my
officer.

"

" Did he draw first ?
" asked the king, happy to seize any chance

of putting his adversary in fault.

The dauphin colored, and looked to the minister for assistance.
"

Sire,'" said the latter,
" swords were crossed by two men, one of

whom was insulting, the other defending, the dauphiness — that is

all."
"
Yes, but which was t he aggressor ¥

" asked the king.
"

I know

poor Jean
;
he is as gentle as a lamb."

" The aggressor, in my opinion, sire," said the dauphin, with his

usual mildness, ''is he who is in the wrong."
"It is a delicate matter to decide," replied the king. "The

aggressor he who is in the wrong— in the wrong— but if the officer

was insolent .'

"

"Insolent!" cried the Duke de Choiseul. " Insolent toward a

man who wanted to take by force horses sent there for the use of

the dauphiness '. Is it possible you can think so, sire .'

"

The dauphin turned pale, but said nothing. The king saw that

he was between two fires.

" I should say warm, perhaps, not insolent," said he.

" But your majesty knows," said the minister, taking advantage
of the king's having yielded a stop, to make a step forward

; "your

majesty knows that a zealous servant can never be in the wrong."

"Oh, perhaps! But how did you become acquainted with this

event, sir?" said he, tinning sharply to the dauphin, without

ceasing, however, to observe the duke, who endeavored vainly to

hide the embarrassment which this sudden question caused him.
" By a letter, sire," replied the dauphin.
"A letter from whom? "

"A letter from a person concerned for her royal highness, the

dauphiness, and who thinks it singular that any one should dare to

affront her."

"Ha," cried the king, "more mysteries, secret correspondences,

plot ! Every one is beginning again to plan annoyances for me, as

in the time of the Marchioness de Pompadour!
"

"
No, sire," said the minister,

"
this affair is do plot, and can be

settled very simply. It is the crime of treason in the second degree;

jet the guilty person be pain lied, and all will be settled."
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At this word, punished, Louis XV. saw in fancy the countess furi-

ous and Chon in a rage ;
he saw peace flying from his dwelling (peace,

which he had been seeking all his life, but had never been able to

find), and intestine war with crooked nails and eyes red with tears

entering in her stead.
" Punished !

" cried he,
" without the accused having been heard?

Without knowing which side is in the right? You make a very

extraordinary proposal to me, duke; you wish to draw odium on me !

"

"
But, sire, who will henceforward respect her royal higbness the

dauphiness, if a severe example is not made of the person who first

insulted her?"
"
Certainly, sire," added the dauphin,

"
it would be a scandal."

" An example ;
a scandal ?" cried the king.

" Mordieu! if I make
an example of all the scandalous things that go on around me, I

may pass my life in singing arrests for the Bastile ! I have signed

enough of them as it is, heaven knows!"
" In this case it is necessary, sire,

" said the duke.
"

Sire, I entreat your majesty," said the dauphin.
" What ! do you not think him punished already, by the wound

he has received?"
"
No, sire, for he might have wounded the Chevalier de Taverney."

" And in such a case, what would you have done?"
" I should have demanded his head. "

" But that was only what was done in the case of Monsieur de

Montgomery for killing King Henry II.," said the king.

"He killed the king by accident, sire— Viscount Dubarry in-

sulted the dauphiness intentionally."

"And you, sir," said the king, turning to the dauphin,
" do you

wish to have Jean's head ?
"

"
No, sire ;

I am not in favor of the punishment of death, as your

majesty knows; I shall merely demand from you the viscount's

banishment. "

The king started up.
" Banishment for a tavern quarrel? Louis, you are severe, not-

withstanding your philanthropical notions; it is true that before

becoming philanthropist you were a mathematician, and "

" Will your majesty deign to proceed?
"

" A mathematician would sacrifice the universe to his problem."
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"
Sire," said the dauphin,

" I have no ill-will toward the Viscount

Dubarry, personally."
" With whom, then, are you angry?

"

" With the insulter of her royal highness, the dauphiness."
" What a model for husbands! " cried the king, ironically; but I

am not so easy of belief. I see very well who is attacked under all

this— I see to what people would lead me with their exaggera-
tions !

"

"Sire," said M. de Choiseul,
" do not be misled— nothing has

been exaggerated — the public are indignant at the insolence which

has been shown in this affair."
" The public ? There is another monster with which you frighten

yourself, or rather with which you would frighten me. Shall I listen

to this public, which, by the thousand mouths of libelists and pam-

phleteers and ballad-mongers, tells me that I urn robbed, tossed in

a blanket, betrayed on all hands'? No, no; I let the public talk

and I laugh. Do as I do. Pardieu! close your ears, and when

your great public is tired of bawling it will stop. There you are

again, making your discontented bow— and Louis is putting on a

sulky face ! Heavens ! is it not singular that what is done for the

lowest individual cannot be done for me? I cannot be allowed to

live quietly in my own fashion! Everybody hates what I love, and

eternally loves what I hate. Am I in my senses, or am I a fool ?

Am I the master, or am I not? "

The dauphin took up his file and returned to his work on the

clock. The Duke de Choiseul bowed exactly as before.

"
There, now, no answer! Answer something, will you! Mor-

dieu! You will kill me with vexation, first at your talk and then at

your silence— with your petty hatreds and your petty fears !
"

"
I do not hate the Viscount Dubarry," said the dauphin, smiling.

" And I do not fear him, sire," said the minister, haughtily.

"You are both very ill-natured," cried the king, pretending to

be in a great passion when he was in reality only out of temper.
" You wish to make me the laughing-stock of all Europe— to give

my cousin of Prussia something to make jests on — to make me
realize the court of King Petaud, which that rascal, Voltaire, has

described; but I will not be what you wish. No, you shall not

have that satisfaction. I know what concerns my own honor, and I

chall attend to it in my own way and only as I choose myself."
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"Sire," said the dauphin, with that immovable mildness which

characterized him, but, at the same time, with that constant perse-

verance of his,
" this is not a matter which concerns your honor—

it is the dignity of the danphiness which has been attacked."
" His royal highness is right, sire," said the duke,

" let but your

majesty speak the word, and no one will again dare to insult her."

"And who would insult her? No one intended to insult her.

Jean is a stupid fellow, but he is not malignant.
"

"
Well, then, sire," continued the minister,

"
let it be placed to

the account of stupidity, and let him ask pardon of the Chevalier de

Taverney for his mistake. "

"
I said before,

" cried the king,
" that I have nothing to do in

the affair
;
let Jean ask pardon, he is at liberty to do so; or let him

decline, he is at liberty also."
" The affair given up in that way, sire, I must take the liberty to

inform your majesty, will be talked about."

"So much the better!" exclaimed the king, "let it be talked

about until I am deafened with it, provided I don't hear all this

nonsense of yours !

"

" Then,
"

replied the minister, with his imperturbable coolness,
"

I am authorized by your majesty to say that Viscount Dubarry did

right?"
" Authorized by me?— authorized by me?— and in an affair of

which I understand nothing! You mean, I see, to drive me to

extremities; but take care, duke! take care, and Louis, I advise

you to be more cautious how you conduct yourself toward me ! I

shall leave you to think of what I have said, for I am tired out, I

cannot bear this any longer. Good-by, gentlemen ! I am going to

see my daughters, and then I shall take refuge at Marly, where I

may hope for some tranquillity, if you do not follow me. "

At this moment, and as the king was going toward the door, it

was opened, and an usher appeared.

"Sire," said he, "her royal highness, the Princess Louise, is

awaiting your majesty in the gallery to bid you farewell."

" To bid me farewell ?
" exclaimed the king, in alarm. " Where is

she going?
"

" Tier royal highness says that she has had your majesty's permis-

sion to leave the palace."
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" Ha ! another scene !
— this is my bigot daughter going to show

off some of her follies— in truth, I am the most wretched of men! "

And he left the apartment running.

"His majesty has given us no' answer," said the Duke de

Choiseul ;

" what has your royal highness decided on ?
"

'•Ah, there it strikes! "said the young prince, listening with

either a real or pretended joy to the clock, which he had made to go

once more.

The minister frowned and retired backward from the saloon of

timepieces, leaving the dauphin alone.

CHAPTER XXVII.

MADAME LOUISE OF FRANCE.

The king's eldest daughter awaited him in the great gallery of

Lebrun, tho same in which Louis XIV., in 1G83, had received the

Doge Imperiali and the four Genoese senators sent to implore par-

don for the republic.

At the farther end of the gr.Ilery, opposite the door by which the

king must enter, were three or four ladies of honor, who seemed in

the utmost consternation. Louis arrived just at the moment when

groups began to form in the vestibule, for the resolution which the

princess had taken only that morning was now spreading on all

sides through the palace.

The Princess Louise possessed a majestic figure and a truly regal

style of beauty, yet a secret sadness bad left its lines on her fair

forehead. Her austere practice of every virtue and her respect for

the great powers of the state— powers which, for the last fifty

years, had only obtained a semblance of respect, from interest or

from fear— had caused her to be regarded with veneration by the

court. We must add that she was loved even by the people,

although a feeling of disaffection toward their masters was now

general. The word tyrants had not yet been heard.

She was loved because her virtue was not stern. She was not

loudly talked of, but all knew that she had a heart. She manifested

this every day by works of charity, while others only showed it by

shameless self-indulgence. Louis XV. feared this daughter, for the

simple reason that he esteemed her. There were even times when
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he went so far as to be proud of her, and she W*s the only one of

his children whom lie spared in his sharp raillery or his silly famili-

arities. He called her madame, while the Princess Adelaide,

Victoire and Sophie he named Loque, Chiffe and Graille.* Since

the period when Marshal Saxe carried with him to tbe tomb the

soul of the Turennes and the Condes, and, with the Queen Maria

Lecziuska, passed away the governing mind of a Maria Theresa, all

became mean and worthless around the throne of France. The
Piincess Louise, whose character was truly regal, and, compared
with those around her, seemed even heroic, al me remained to adorn

the crown, like a pearl of price amidst false stones and tinsel. We
should be wrong in concluding from this that Louis XV. loved his

daughter. Louis, it is well known, loved no one but himself—we

only affirm that he preferred her to all his other children.

When he entered he found the princess in the center of the gal-

lery, leaning on a table inlaid with crimson jasper and lapis lazuli.

She was dressed entirely in black, and her beautiful hair, which was

without powder, was covered by a double roll of lace. A deeper
shade of sadness than usual rested on her .row. She looked at no

one in the apartment, but from time to time her melancholy gaze
wandered over the portraits of the kings of Europe which orna-

mented the gallery, at the head of whom were those of her ances-

tors, the kings of France.

The black dress which she wore was the usual traveling costume

of princesses. It concealed large pockets, still worn as in the times

of the good housewife -like queens, and the Princess Louise, imitat-

ing them in that also, had the numerous keys of her chests and
wardrobes suspended at her waist by a gold chain.

The king's face assumed a very serious expression when he saw
how silent all in the gallery were and how attentively they awaited

the result of the interview between him and his daughter. But the

gallery was so long that the spectators at either end might see, but

they could not hear what passed— they had a right to see— it was
their duty not to hear

The princess advanced a few steps to meet the king, and, taking
his hand, she kissed it respectfully.

"They tell me you are setting out on a journey, madame," said

he;
" are you going into Picafdy ?

"

*
Tag, rag and scrap.
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"No, sire," she replied.

"Then I presume,
" said he, in a louder voice, "that you are

about to make a pilgrimage to Noirmontiers .

"

"
No, sir. 1 am going to retire to the convent of the Carmelites

at St. Denis, of which you know [ have the right to be abbess."

The king started, but he preserved his countenance unmoved,
although in reality his heart was troubled.

"
Oh, no— no, my daughter," ho said, "you will not leave me.

It is impossible you can leave me !

"

" My dear father, it is long since I decided on abandoning the

world— your majesty permitted me to make that decision — do not

now, I entreat you, my dear father, oppose my wishes."
"
Yes, certainly, you wrung from me the permission of which you

speak. I gave it, but still hoped that when the moment of

departure came your heart would fail you. You ought not to bury

yourself in a cloister; by acting so, you forget what is due to your
rank

;
it is grief or waut of fortune which makes the convent be

sought as a refuge. The daughter of the King of France is cer-

tainly not poor, and, if she be unhappy, the world ought not to

know it."

The king's thoughts and even his language seemed to become
more elevated as he entered more and more into the part he was

called on to play— that of a king and a father. This is, indeed, a

part never played ill, when pride and regret iuspire the actor.
"
Sire," replied the princess, perceiving her father's emotion, and

fearful that it might affect her more deeply than she desired at that

moment,
"

Sire, do not by your tenderness for me weaken my
resolution; my grief is no vulgar grief, therefore, my resolution to

retire from the world is not in accordance with the usual customs of

our day."
" Your grief!

" exclaimed the king, as if from a real impulse of

feeling.
" Have you, then. Borrows, my poor child?"

"Heavy, heavy sorrows, sire !
"

" Why did you not confide them to me, my dearest daughter ?"
" Because they are sorrows not to be assuaged by any mortal

hand."
" Not by that of a king tw
"
Ah, no, sire!"

"Not by a father's band I"
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"
No, sire, no !"

" But you are religious, Louise. Does not religion give you
strength?"

" Not sufficient strength yet, sire ; therefore, I retire to a cloister

in order to obtain more. In sileuce God speaks to the heart of man;
in solitude man communes with God."

" But in acting thus you are making a sacrifice for which nothing
can compensate. The throne of France casts a majestic shadow
over the children of its kings. Ought not this reflected greatness
to he sufficient for you?

"

" The shadow of the cell is better, sire. It refreshes the weary

spirit; it soothes the strong as well as the weak, the humble as well

as the proud, the high as well as the low. "

" Do you fear any danger by remaining? In that case, Louise,
cannot the king defend you?

"

"
Sire, may God, in the first place, defend the king!

"

"
I repeat, Louise, that mistaken zeal leads you astray. It is good

to pray, but not to pray always. And you, so good, so pious, can

you require such constant prayer?
"

"
Oh, my father! never can I offer up prayers enough to avert

from us the woes which threaten us. If God has given me a portion

of goodness, if for twenty years my only effort has been to purify my
soul, I fear, alas! that I am yet far from having attained the good-
ness and the purity necessary for an expiatory sacrifice."

The kin.ti started ba.K and -razed at the princess with surprise.
" Never have I heard you speak thus before, my dear child," said

he. " Tour ascetic life is making your reason wander."
"
Oh, sire, do not speak thus of a devotion the truest that ever

subject offered to a king, or daughter to a father, in a time of need.

Sire, that throne, of which you but now so proudly spoke as lending
a protecting shade to your children— that throne totters. You
feel not the blows which are dealt at its foundations, but I have

seen them. Silently a deep abyss is preparing, which will engulf
the monarchy ! Sire, has any one ever told you the truth ? "

The princess looked around to discover whether the attendants

were far enough to be out of hearing of her words, then she resumed:
"
Well, sire, I know the truth! Too often have 1 heard the groans

which the wretched send forth when, as a Sister of .Mercy, I visited

the dark, narrow streets, the filthy lanes, the dismal garrets of the
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poor. In those streets, those lrfnes, those garrets, I have seen

human beings dying of cold and hunger in winter, of heat and thirst

in summer. You see not, sire, what the country is— you, who go

merely from Versailles to Marly and from Marly to Versailles. But

in the country there is not grain— I do not say to feed the people,
but even to sow for a new harvest— for the land, cursed by some
adverse power, has received but has given nothing back. The peo-

ple, wanting bread, are filled with discontent. The air is filled in

the twilight and at night with voices telling them of weapons, of

chains, of prisons, of tyranny; and at these voices they awake,
cease to complain and commence to threaten. The parliaments
demand the right of remonstrance— that is, the right to say to you

openly what they whisper in private— 'King, you are ruining the

kingdom, save it, or we shall save it ourselves.' The soldiers, with

their idle swords, furrow the land in which the philosophers have

scattered the seeds of liberty. Men now see things which they for-

merly saw in.;, for our writers hav^ laid all open to them— they

know all that we do, and frown whenever their masters pass by.

Your majesty's successor is soon to be married. When Anne of

Austria's sou was married the city of Paris made presents to the

m-w queen; now it is not only silent and offers nothing, but you
have been obliged to use force to collect the taxes to pay the ex-

pense of bringing the daughter of Csesar to the palace of the son of

St. Louis. The clergy had long ceased to pray to God; but, seeing
the lands given away, privileges exhausted, coffers empty, they
have begun again to pray for what they call the happiness of the

people. And then, sire, must I tell you what you know so well -

what you have seen with so much bitterness, although you have

spoken of it to none? The kings, your brothers, who formerly en-

vied us, now turn away from us. Your four daughters, sire, princesses

of France, have not found husbands, and there are twenty princes

in Germany, three in England, sixteen in the States of the Ninth,

without naming our relations, the Bourbons of Spain and Naples,

who forget us, or turn away from us like the others. Perhaps the

Turk would have taken us had we not been daughters of his most

Christian majesty. Not for myself, my father, do 1 care for this, or

complain of it. .Mine is a happy state, since it leaves me free; since

1 am not oeces jary to anj one of my family, and may retire from tho

world —in meditation ami in povertj may pray to God to avert
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from your head, and from my nephew's, the awful storm I see gath-

ering on the horizon of the future. "

•' My child ! my daughter ! it is your fears which make the future

appear so dreadful."

"Sire, sire, remember that princess of antiquity, that royal

prophetess! She foretold to her father and to her brothers war,

destruction, conflagration, and her predictions were laughed at—
they called her mad! Do not treat me as she was treated ! Take

care, oh, my father— reflect, ray king !

"

Louis XV. folded his arms and his head sank on his bosom. " My
daughter," said he, "you speak very severely. Are those woes

which you denounce caused by me ?
"

" God forbid that 1 should thiuk so ! They are the fruit of the

times in which we live. You are whirled on in the career of events,

as we all are. Only listen, sire, to the applause in the theater

which follows any allusion against royalty. See, in the evenings,
what joyous crowds descend the narrow stairs of the galleries,

while the grand marble staircase is deserted. Sire, both the people

and the courtiers have made for themselves pleasures quite apart
from our pleasures. They amuse themselves without us; or, rather,

when we appear in the midst of their pleasures they become dull.

Alas! " continued the princess, her eyes swimming with tears—
"alas! poor young men, affectionate young women — love, sing,

forget, be happy ! Here, when I went among you, I only disturbed

your happiness. Yonder, in my cloister, I shall serve you! Here,

you hid your glad smiles in my presence', for fear of displeasing me.

There, I shall pray — oh, God ! with all my soul — for my king, for

my sisters, for my nephews, for the people of France— for all

whom I love with the energy of a heart which no earthly passion

has exhausted."
••

My daughter," said the king, after a melancholy silence, "I
entreat you not to leave— not at this moment, at least; you will

break my heart !

"

The princess seized his hand, and, fixing her eyes full of love on

his noble features— " No!" said she,
"

no, my father — not another

hour in this palace! No, it is time for me to pray ;
I feel in myself

strength to redeem, by my tears, those pleasures for which you Sigh

-you, who are yet young. You are the kindest of fathers, you are

ever ready to pardon!
"
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"
Stay with us, Louise— stay with us !

" said the king, pressing

her to his heart.

The princess shook her head. " My kingdom is not of this world !
"

said she, disengaging herself from her father's embrace. " Fare-

well, my father! 1 have told you to-day what, for ten years, has

laid heavy on my heart. The burden became too great. Farewell !

I am satisfied— see I can smile; I am now, at length, happy— I

regret nothing !
"

" Not even me, my daughter ? "

"
Ah, I should regret you, were I never to see you again ; but you

will sometimes come to St. Denis? You will not quite forget your
child f"

"
Oh, never, never !

"

" Do not, my dear father, allow yourself to be affected. Let it not

appear that this separation is to be a lasting one. My sisters, I be-

lieve, know nothing of it yet; my women alone have been my con-

fidants. For eight days I have been making all my preparations;

and I wish that the report of my departure should only be spread

when the great doors of St. Denis shall have closed on me
; their

heavy sound will prevent me from hearing any other."

The king read in his daughter's eyes that her resolution was irre-

vocable. He wished, therefore, that she should go without disturb-

ance. If she feared that sobs might shake her resolution, he feared

them still more for his nerves. Besides, he wished to go to Marly
that day, and too much grief at Versailles might have obliged him

to put off his journey. He reflected, also, that when issuing from

some orgies unfit both for a kiDg and a lather, he should never more

meet that grave, sad face, which seemed always to reproach him

for the careless, worthless existence which he led ;
and this thought

was not disagreeable to him.
" Be it, then, as you wish, my child," said he; "but, at least,

receive, before you go, the blessing of a father whom you have

always made perfectly happy."
" Give me your hand only, sire, and let me kiss it. Bestow your

precious blessing on me in thought."

To those who knew the decision of the princess, it was a solemn

spectacle to see her at every step she made advancing, yet in life,

to the tombs of her ancestors— those ancestors who, from their
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golden frames, seemed to thank her that she hastened to rejoin
them.

At the door of the gallery the king bowed, and returned without

uttering a word. The court, according to etiquette, followed him.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

LOQUE. CHIFFE, AND GRAILLE.

The king passed on to what was called the Cabinet of the

Equipages. It was there that he was accustomed, before going to

hunt or to drive out, to pass a few minutes in giving particular
orders concerning the vehicles and attendants he should require

during the rest of the day.

At the door of the gallery he bowed to the courtiers, and, by a wave
of his hand, indicated that he wished to be alone. When they had left

him, he passed through the cabinet to a corridor which led to the

apartments of the princesses. Having r ached the door, before

which hung a curtain, he stopped for a moment, shook his head,
and muttered between his teeth :

"There was but one of them good, and she is gone !"

This very flattering speech for those who remained was answered

by a shrill chorus of voices, the curtain was raised, and the furious

trio saluted their father with cries cf " Thank you, father, thank

you!"
" Ha, Loque !

" said he, addressing the eldest of them, the Prin-

less Adelaide. "
you heard what I said; so much the worse for you,

Be angry or not, just as you like, I only spoke the truth."
" Yes." said the Princess Victoire,

"
you tell us nothing new, sire.

We always knew that you preferred Louise to us."
" In faith, quite true, Chiffe."
" And why do you prefer Louise," asked the Princess Sophie, in a

sharp voice.

" Because Louise never gave me any trouble," replied the king,

showing that good-humored frankness of which, when he was per-

fectly pleased, Louis XV. was so complete a type.

"Oh, but she will give you trouble yet, rest assured!" replied tho

Princess Sophie, with such a peculiar emphasis that it drew the
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attention of the king more particularly to her. "
I should be rather

surprised if she did not, for she is not very fond of you."

"And pray, what do you know about her, Graille?" said he.

" Did Louise, before going away, make you her confidant !
"

"I can say most truly," answered the princess, "that I return

her affection with interest.
"

"
Oh, very well! Hate one another— detest one another as much

as you choose; I am perfectly content; only do not summon mc to

restore order in the kingdom of the amazons. However, 1 should

like to know how poor Louise is to give me trouble. "

" Poor Louise !
"

repeated the three princesses, making different

grimaces at the words. " You wish to know how she will give you
trouble? Well, I shall tell you," said the Princess Sophie.

The king stretched himself in a large easy-chair, placed near the

door, so that he could at any moment make his escape.
" Louise is retiring to a convent, because she wishes to carry on

some experiments which she cannot make so well in the palace."

"Come, come!" said the king, "no insinuations against the

virtue of your sister. No one beyond these walls has ever dared to

sully that, though many things are said of you for which it were

well there were no grounds. Do not you begin this subject !
"

<<
I <$ »>

"
Yes, you!

"

"
Oh, I was not going to attack Louise's virtue," said the Princess

Sophie, very much hurt by the peculiar accent her father had given

to the you, and by the marked repetition of it
;
"1 only said she was

going to make experiments."
"
Well, and if she does make experiments in chemistry, if she does

make fire-arms and wheels for chairs, if she does play on the flute,

the drum, or the harpsichord, or even the violin— what harm would

there be in it ?
"

" The experiments to which I alluded were experiments in

politics."

The king started— the princess went on.

" She is going to study philosophy and theology. She will con-

tinue the commentaries on the bull UnigenituS', indeed, we must

seem very useless beings when compared with her — a lady who

writes theories concerning governments, systems of metaphysics,

and theology!
"

15



226 MEMOIRS OF A PHYSICIAN.

" And if these pursuits lead your sister to heaven, what harm can

you see in them ?
" said the king, struck, however, with the connec-

tion there was between what the Princess Sophie was saying and

the manner of the Princess Louise's departure, accompauied as it

had been by a political exhortation. "
If you envy her bappiness

you arc wry bad Christians."
"
No, on my honor! " said the Princess Victoire, "she has my

full permission to go, but I shall take care not to follow her."
" Nor I !

"
responded Princess Adelaide.

" Xor I !
" said the Princess Sophie.

"
Besides, she always detested us," said the first.

" Yon all 1 " the king asked.
"
Yes, detested us all," they replied.

"Oh, then, I see," he said, "poor Louise has chosen to goto
heaven that she may not meet any of her family again !

"

Tbis sarcasm made the three sisters laugh, but rather con-

strainedly, and Adelaide, the eldest, brought all her wit into play
in order to deal her father a more weighty blow than he had given
them.

"
Ladies," said she, with the sneering tone which was peculiar

to her when roused from that habitual indolence which had pro-
cured for her the name of Loque, "you have either not found

out or you do not dare to tell the king the real cause of Louise's

departure !

"

"
Come, Loque, come! You have got some wicked tale to tell, I

see. Let us hear it!
"

"
Sire, I fear it might vex you a little."

"
No, no; say you hope it will vex me, that would be nearer the

truth." .

Madame Adelaide bit her lips.
" Then I shall tell you the truth,

sire.
"

"
Very line ! If you ever do tell the truth, cure yourself of the

habit. The habit % Do I ever tell it ? And yet you see I am not

the worse for it, heaven be praised !

" and he shrugged his

shoulders.
"
Speak, sister, speak," said the other two sisters, impatient to

hear anything that might wound their father.

"Sweet little creatures!" growled the king. "See how they

love their father !
"
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But he consoled himself by thinking that he retured their love in

kind.
" Well," continued the Princess Adelaide,

" what Louise dreaded

most— for she was very precise on the score of etiquette was
"

" Was what !
" exclaimed the king.

"
Come, finish, since you

have gone so far !

"

"
It was, sire, then, the intrusion of new faces at court."

" Do you say intrusion ? " asked he, by no mans pleased with

this beginning, for he saw to what it tended. "Intrusion? Are

there intruders, then, in my palace? Ami forced to receive per-

sons against my will? "

By this adroit turn he hoped to change the course of the conver-

sation. But the Princess Adelaide felt herself on the right scent,

and she was too cunning and too malicious to lose it, when she had

so good an end in view as the annoyance of her father.
"
Perhaps I was not quite correct, perhaps I used the wrong

word
;
instead of intrusion I should have said introduction."

"
Oh, ah !

" said the king,
" that is an improvement, the other

word was a disagreeable one, I confess. I like introduction

better."
" And yet," continued the princess,

" that is not the right word

either."
" What is it, then?"
"

It is presentation."
"

Ves, "cried the other sisters, "yes, you have found the right

word now.
" The king bit his lip.

"
Oh, do you think so?" said

he. •

"
Yes," replied the Princess Adelaide,

" my sister was very much
afraid of new presentations."

" Well? " said the king, feeling what must come, and thinking it

best to have done with it as speedily as possible.
"
Well, go on! "

"
Well, sire, she was, consequently, afraid of seeing the Countess

Dubarry presented at court."

"Ha! "cried the king, with a bursl of passion which he could

not repress;
" so you have been all this time getting this out! Mor-

dieu! Madame Teli-truth, how you beat aboul the bush !

"

"
Sire," replied the princess,

"
ii I have so long delayed in telling

your majesty this, ii is because respeel closed my lips, and 1 should

not have opened them but by your own command."
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"Yes, yes; you would never have opened them, I suppose, to

yawn, or to speak, or to bite! "

"
I am quite certain, however, sire, that I have discovered the

real motive which has made my sister retire into a convent."
" Well ! you are wrong !

"

"
Oh, sire!

"
they all three repeated, shaking their heads,

"
oh,

sire! we are quite certain of what we say."
" Pshaw ! Ycu are all of a tale, I sec. There is a conspiracy in

my family. This is the reason the presentation cannot take place
- this is the reason the princesses can never he seen when persons
wish to visit them — that they give no answers to petitions, or

requests for an audience."
" What petitions'? What requests for an audience? " asked the

Princess Adelaide.
"
Oh, you know," replied the Princess Sophie, "the petitions of

Mademoiselle Jeaune Vaubernier." (This was the Countess

Dubarry's name in the days of her poverty.)
"
Yes," added the Princess Victoire,

" the requests for an audi-

ence of Mademoiselle Lange." (Another name which she had

borne.)

The king started up, furious with passion ;
his eye, generally

calm and mild, now flashed in a manner rather alarming for the

three sisters, and as none of this royal trio of heroines seemed

courageous enough to bear the paternal wrath, they bent their

heads before the storm.
" And now," cried ho,

" was I wrong when I said the best had

left me ?
"

.

"
Sire," said the Princess Adelaide,

"
you treat us very ill, worse

than you treat your dogs !

"

" And justly, too. My dogs, when I go near them, receive me

kindly — caress me— they are real friends. So, adieu, ladies! I

shall go to Charlotte, Bellefille, and Gredinet. Poor animals! Yes,

1 love them! And I love them more particularly because they do

not bark out the truth."

The king left the apartment in a rage; but had not taken three

steps in the anteroom when he heard his daughters singing in

chorus the first verse of a ballad ridiculing the Countess Dubarry,
which was then sun-' through the streets of Paris.

He was about to return— and perhaps the princesses would not
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have fared well had he done so — but he restrained himself, and

went on, calling loudly, that he might not hear them,
w Eola! tho

captain of the greyhounds! the captain of the greyhounds!
"

The officer who bore this singular title hurried forward.
" Let the dogs be loosed !

"

"Oh, sire," cried the officer, placing himself in the king's way,
" do not advance another step !

"

" What now? What now .'

" said the king, stopping before a door,

from under which was heard the snuffing of dogs, aware that their

master was near.
"

Sire," said the officer,
"
pardon me, but I cannot permit your

majesty to enter here. "

" Oh, I understand— the kennel is out of order. Well, then, let

Gredinet be brought out."
"

Sire," continued the officer, with alarm depicted on his face,

" Gredinet has neither eaten nor drunk for two days, and it is feared

he is mad."
" Oh," cried the king,

" I am really the most wretched of men !

Gredinet mad ! This alone was wanting to complete my vexation !
"

The officer of the greyhounds thought it his duty to shed a tear to

make the scene more perfect. The king turned on his heel and

retired to his private cabinet, where his valet was waiting. He,

seeing the king's face so disturbed, hid himself in the recess of a

window— and the king, looking upon him rather as a piece of fur-

niture than a man, strode up and down his room talking to himself.

"Yes, I see it— I see it plainly," said he;
" the Duke de Choi-

seul laughs at me— the dauphin looks upon himself as already half

master, and thinks he will be wholly so. when he has his little Aus-

trian beside him on the throne. Louise loves me— but so sternlv,

that she preaches me a sermon and leaves me. My three other

daughters sing songs, in which lam ridiculed under the name of

Blaisa. My grandson, the Counl d •

Provence, translates Lucretius,

and his brother, the Count d'Artois, is a dissipated scapegrace. My
dogs go mad. and would hite me. Decidedly, there i i only the poor

llteSS who loves me. To the devil, then, with those who would

annoy her !

"

Then with a sou of settled despair, lie seated himself at that

table on Which Louis XIV. wrote hi8 proudest letters and sillied his

latest treaties.
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"
I know now," continued he,

" why every one wishes to hasten

the arrival of the dauphiness. They think when she sbows herself

I shall become her slave, and be governed by her family. I' faith,

I shall see her soon enough, that dear daughter-in-law of mine,

particularly if her arrival is to be the signal for new troubles. Let

me be quiet as long as I can, and for that purpose the longer she

is delayed on the road the better. She was to have passed through
Rheims and Noyon without stopping, and to come immediately to

Compiegne. I shall insist on the first arrangement. Three days at

Rheims — and one— no, faith— two ! Bah ! three days at Noyon !

That would be six days I should gain— yes, six good days!"
He look a pen, and wrote in person an order to the Count de

Stainville to stop three days at Rheims and three days at Noyon.

Then, sending for a courier,
" Don't draw bridle," said he,

" until

you have delivered this according to its address. "

Then with the same pen he wrote :

" Dear Countess—To-day we install Zamore in his government. I am just

setting out for Marly. This evening, at Lueiennes, I shall tell you all I now
think." " France."

"Here, Lebel," said he to the valet, "take this letter to the

countess and keep on good terms with her, I advise you."
The valet bowed and left the room.

CHAPTER XXIX.

THE COUNTESS DE BEAEN.

TnE principal object of all the fury of the court, and their stum-

bling-block on this dreaded occasion— the Countess de Beam—
was, as Chon said, traveling rapidly to Paris. Her journey thither

was the result of one of those bright ideas which sometimes came
to Viscount Jean's assistance in his times of trouble.

Not being able to find among the ladies of the court one who
would present the Countess Dubarry, and since she could not be

presented without a lady to introduce her, he cast his eye on the

provinces. He examined country-seats, searched carefully in the

towns, and at last found what he wanted on the banks of the Meuse,
in an old, gothic-looking country-seat, but one kept in good order.

Now, what he wanted was an old lady fond of law, and having a
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lawsuit on hand. The old lady with the lawsuit was the Countess

de Beam.
The lawsuit was an affair on which all her fortune depended, and

which was to be heard before Monsieur de Haupcou, who had lately

taken up the cause of the Countess Dubarry, having discovered—
what had remained hidden until then— that he was related to her,

and now called her cousin. Looking forward to the appointment
of Lord Chancellor through her interest, he showed the king's

favorite all the warmth of a friendship naturally arising from such

a substantial basis. This friendship and this interest had procured
for him from the king the office of vice-chancellor, and from the

world in general the pithy denomination of the vice.

The Countess de Beam was a thin, angular, agile little woman,
always on the alert, always rolling her eyes like those of a

frightened cat, from under her gray eyebrows. She still wore the

dress which had been fashionable in her youth, and as the capricious

goddess of fashion has sensible fits now and then it so happened
that the costume of the young girl of 1740 should be precisely that

of the old woman of 1770.

Broad guipure, pointed mantelet, an enormous coif, an immense

bag, and a neck-handkerchief of flowered silk, such was the cos-

tume in which Chon, the well-beloved sister and confidant of the

Countess Dubarry, found the Countess de Beam arrayed, when she

presented herself before her as Mademoiselle Flageot, the daughter
of the lawyer in Paris who had the management of her suit. The
old countess wore the costume of her early days as much from taste

as from economy. She was not one of those persons who blush for

their pc erty, because her poverty had not been caused by her own
fault. She regretted, indeed, not being rich for her son's sake, to

whom she would have wished to leave a fortune worthy of his

name. The young man was thoroughly country-bred, timid to a

fault, caring much more for what belonged to the substantia] things
of life than to the honors of renown.

The countess' sole consolation was in calling the lands which were

contested with the Saluce family,
" my estate." But, as she was a

woman of sense, she felt that if she wanted to borrow money on

that estate not a usurer in France— and there were some bold

enougb in running risks at that period— would lend it her; not an

attorney — and there were some not very scrupulous then, as thero
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have been at all times— would procure her the smallest sum on

such a guarantee.

Forced, then, to live on the annual rents of those lands that were

not disputed, the Countess de Beam, having only one thousand

crowns a year, kept very far from court, for there she must have

spent nearly twelve livres a day in the hire of a carriage to take her

to her lawyer's and to the judge's. She was still more determined

in keeping aloof, since she had despaired of her cause being heard

for four or five years at least. Lawsuits, even in the present day,

are, in truth, tedious affairs; but still, without living to the age of

the patriarchs, a person who commences one has some hope of seeing
it to an end. But formerly a suit extended through two or three

generations, and was like those fabulous plants of the Arabian tales,

which blossomed only at the end of two or three centuries.

The Countess de Beam, therefore, did not wish to lose the remains

of her patrimony in recovering the ten-twelfths of it which were dis-

puted. She was what is always called " a woman of the old school,
"

sagacious, prudent, firm, avaricious. She could certainly have man-

aged her suit much better herself than any advocate, lawyer or

attorney; but she was called Beam, and that name prevented her

from doing many things wmich economy might have prompted.
Like the divine Achilles in his tent, suffering a thousand deaths

when he heard the trumpet, although feigning to be deaf to it, she,

in her retirement, was devoured by regret and anguish. She passed
her days in deciphering old parchments, her spectacles on her nose,

and at night, on her pillow, she pleaded with such eloquence the

cause of the estate claimed by the Saluces that she was always suc-

cessful— a termination of the affair which she could but wish her

advocate to arrive at.

It may readily be imagined that in such a temper of mind the

arrival of Chon and the news she brought were very agreeable to

Madame de Beam.
The young count was with his regiment.
We always believe what we wish to believe; so Madam de Beam

was very easily caught by the young lady's tale.

There was, however, a shadow of suspicion in the countess' mind.

She had known Master Flageot twenty years, and Had visited him
two hundred times in his narrow, dark street; but she had never

seen a child playing on the square bit of carpet which looked so
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little on the floor of his large office, and had there been children

there they would surely have found their way into it to get a toy or

a cake from the clients.

But what was the use of thinking about the lawyer and his office,

and his carpet .' What was the use el* trying to remember anything
about it? Flageot's daughter was Flageot's daughter—and there

she was! Moreover, she was married, and—what banished the last

shadow of suspicion—she had not come on purpose to Verdun, she

was going to join her husband at Strasbourg.

Perhaps the countess ought to have asked i\I idemoiselle Flageot

for a letter from her father, to assure herself of her identity; but if

a father could not send his own child without a letter, to whom
could he entrust a confidential mission ? Then why such fears?

What could cause such suspicions^ Why should a.,y one travel

sixty leagues to tell her a tale without any foundation in fact '!

If she had been rich, a banker's or a financier's wife, taking with

her carriages, plate and diamonds, she might have thought it was a

plot got up by robbers. But she laughed to herself when she

thought what a disappointment any robbers would experience who

should be so ill-advised as to attack her.

So Chon having disappeared with her plain dark dress, and her

shabby little one-horse chaise which she had taken at the last post,

leaving her carriage behind her, the countess, convinced that the

time was come for her to make a sacrifice, got into her old coach,

and urged on the postilions so well that she passed through
Lachaussee an hour before the dauphiness, and reached the gate of

Saint-Denis five or six hours after Chon herself.

As she had little luggage, and as the most important thing for her

was to receive information from her lawyer, she ordered her coach

to drive to the Rue du Petit-Lion, and stop before Master Flageot's

door. The vehicle, we may be assured, did not stop there withoul

attracting a great number of curious spectators
- and the Parisians

are all curious— who stared at the venerable machine which seemed

to have issued from the coach-house of Henry IV.— so antique was

it in its solidity, its monumental form, and its scalloped leather cur-

tains, which ran with a disagreeable creaking on a copper rod,

covered with verdigris.

The Rue du Petit-Lion was not wide, and the countess' equip

filled it up very majestically. Having alighted and paid the posti-
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lions, she ordered them to take it to the inn where she usually

stopped— Lc Coq Chantant, in the Rue Saint-Germam-des-Pres.

She ascended Monsieur Flageot's dark stairs, holding by the

greasy cord which served instead of a hand-rail. The staircase was

cool, and it refreshed the old lady, who was tired by her long and

rapid journey. When Margaret, his servant, announced the Countess

de Beam, Master Flageot pulled up his stockings, which he had
allowed to fall nearly to his ankles on account of the heat, with one

hand, fixed on his wig with the other, then hastily threw on a dimity

dressing-gown, and, so adorned, advanced smiling to the door. In

this smile, however, there was such an expression of surprise that

the countess could not help saying,
"
Well, well, my dear sir, it

is I."

"Yes, indeed," replied he,
"

I see plainly enough, madame, that

it is you !

"

Then, modestly wrapping his dressing-gown round him, he led

the countess to a large leathern arm-chair, in the lightest corner of

the apartment, carefully putting aside the papers which covered

his desk, for he knew the old lady to be curious in the extreme.

"And now, madame," said' Master Flageot, gallantly, "permit
me to express my pleasure at this agreeable surprise.

"

The countess had leaned back in her chair and raised her feet

from the lloor to allow Margaret to slip between it and her bro-

caded satin shoes a leather enshion; but at this phrase she started

up hastily.
" How? " exclaimed she, drawing her spectacles from

their case and putting them on, so that she might see his face the

better. "Surprise?"
"Most assuredly. T thought you at your estates, madame,"

replied the lawyer, adroitly flattering the old lady by bestowing
this title on the countess' three acres of kitchen-garden.

"
Well, I was there; but, on the first intimation from you, I left

them."
" Intimation from me? " said the astonished advocate.

"Yes, a; your first word or counsel or advice, or whatever you

please to call it."

Flageot's eyes looked as large as the countess' glasses.
"

1 have been very expeditious," continued she,
" and I hope you

are satisfied. "
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"I am delighted to see .you, madame, as I always am : but allow

me to say, that I do not see how I have been the cause of your visit."

"Not the cause? Most certainly you have been the entire

cause of it.
"

"Yes. you, undoubtedly. Well, have you no news to tell me? "

"Oh, yes, madame; it is said the king is meditating some great

stroke of policy with regard to the parliament. But may I offer

you some refreshment ? "

" But what does it matter to me about the king and his strokes

of policy ?
"

u About what, then, did you inquire, madame? "

" About my suit, of course. Is there anything new about it ?
"

"Oh, as to that," said Flageot, shaking his head sorrowfully,
"
nothing, absolutely nothing !

"

" That is to say, n~ hing
"

" No, nothing, madame. "

"You mean nothing since your daughter spoke to me about it;

but as that was only the day before yesterday, I can readily under-

stand that there may not be much new siuce then."
" My daughter, madame! "

"Yes."
" Did you say my daughter?

"

"
Yes, your daughter, whom you sent to me."

" Pardon me, madame ; but it is quite impossible that I could

send my daughter to jou."
"
Impossible ?

"

"
Yes, for a very simple reason; I have no daughter."

"Are you sure? " asked the countess.

"Madame," replied Flageot,
" I have the.honor to be a bachelor."

"Come, come! " said the countess, as if she supposed him jesting.

M. Flageot became uneasy; he called Margaret to bring in some

refreshment, but, more particularly, that she might watch the

countess. "Poor woman ! "said he to himself, "her head is turned."

"What," said she, returning to the charge, "you have not a

daughter ?
"

"
No, madame."

" Not one married at Strasbourg?
"

"
No, madame, by no means."
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"And you did not send that daughter," pursued the countess,
" on her way thither, to tell me that my suit was called on ?

"

"
Nothing of the kind, madame."

The countess started from her chair, and clasped her hands.

"Drink a little of something, madame; it will do you good,"
said M. Flageot, and at the same time he made a sign to Margaret
to bring a tray, on which were two glasses of beer. But the old

lady was not thinking of her thirst, and she pushed away the tray

so rudely that Dame Margaret, who appeared to be a privileged

sort of person, was affronted.

"But let us understand each other," said the countess, eyeing
Master Flageot over her spectacles;

"
explain all this, if you please."

"Certainly, madame. Margaret you need not go; the countess

will perhaps drink something presently. Let us explain."
"
Yes, let us explain, for upon my honor, my dear sir, you are

quite incomprehensible to-day. I begin to think the hot weather

has turned your brain. "

"Do not be angry, dear madame," said Flageot, maneuvering
with the hind-feet of his chair, so that he got by degrees farther

from the countess. " Do not get angry, and let us talk over the

matter quietly."
"
Yes, yes; certainly. You say you have not a daughter?

"

"
No, madame, I have not one, and I regret it deeply, since it

appears you would be pleased that I had, although
"

"
Although what? "

repeated the countess.
"
Although, for my own part, I should prefer a son. Boys succeed

better in the world, or, rather, don't turn out so ill as girls in the

preseut day."
The countess looked more and more alarmed.
" What !

" said she,
" have you not sent for me to Paris by a sister,

a niece, a cousin— by some person, in short? "

"
I never thought of such a thing, madame, knowing how expensive

it is staying in Paris."
" But my suit ? "

"
I should always have taken care to let you know in time before

the pleading came on."
" Before it came on ?

"

"Yes"
" Has it not come on then

1

?
"
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" Not that I know (if, madame."
" It lias not been called? "

"No."
" And it is not likely to come on soon ?

"

"
Oh, no, madame, certainly not."

" Then," cried the old lady, rising,
"

I have been tricked ! I have

been most basely deceived !

"

Flageot pushed back his wig, muttering,
"

I fear it, indeed,

madamo."
" Master Flageot !

" cried the countess.

The lawyer started on lus seat, and made a sign to Margaret to

keep near, in order to defend him.
" Master Flageot," continued the countess,

"
I will not submit to

such an indignity as this; I will address the minister of police, to

discover the impudent creature who insulted me thus! "

"
Oh," said Flageot,

"
it is a very doubtful affair."

"
And, when she is found,

" continued the countess, almost speech-

less with anger,
"

I shall bring an action against her."
" Another lawsuit!" said the lawyer, sorowfully.

These words made the poor lady fall from the height of her pas-

sion, and a heavy fall it v. as.

"
Alas," said she, ." I came here so happy !

"

" But what did that woman say to you, madame 1 "

"
First, that she was sent by you."

"
Shocking intriguer !

"

" That you desired her to say that the trial was coming on— was

very near— that I could scarcely be in time with all the speed I

could make."
"Alas! madame," repeated Flageot, in his turn, "the trial is

rery far from coming on."
" Yes so far from it, I suppose, that it is quite forgotten."
"
Forgotten !

— sunk, buried, madame, and unless a miracle were;

to happen— and you know miracles are very rare nowadays
"

"
Oh, yes!

" murmured the countess, with a sigh.

M. Flageot replied by another sigh, a faithful echo of the coun-

tess'.

"
Well, sir, one thing is certain," added she.

" What is it, madame ?
"

"
I shall not survive this."
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"
Oh, don't say so; you would be quite wrong."

"
Oh, heaven— oh, heaven," exclaimed the poor countess,

" my
strength is completely exhausted !

'

"
Courage, madame, courage !

" said Flageot.
" But have you no advice to give me ? None ?

"

"
Oh, yes. My advice is to return to your estates, and after this

never believe anybody who does not bring you a letter from me, in

my own hand."
" I must return, indeed."
" It will be the wisest plan.

"

"Well, sir," said the countess, with a groan, -'believe me, we
shall never meet again, at least, not in this world."

" What an infamous affair !
"

"
I must have some very cruel enemies."

" It has been a trick of the opposite party, I would swear !
"

" It is a very mean trick, I must say."
" A mean, sorry trick, indeed !

"

"Justice, justice," cried the countess. "My dear sir, she is the

cave of Cacus !
"

"And why is it? " he replied.
" Because justice is not what it

was, because the parliament is opposed, because Monsieur de

Maupeou must be chaucellor, forsooth, instead of remaining what
he ought to be, president."
"M. Flageot, I think I could drink something now."
"
Margaret !" cried the lawyer, for Margaret had left the room,

seeing the peaceable turn affairs were takiug. She now entered

with the tray and the two glasses which she had carried away. The
countess drauk her glass of beer very slowly, after haviug touched

the lawyer's glass with hers, then she gained the anteroom, after a

sad and solemn curtsy and a still more sorrowful leavetaken,

The lawyer followed her, his wig in his hand. She was in the

lobby, aud was reaching out her hand for the cord to aid her in her

descent when a hand was laid on hers, and a head gave her a

thump on the chest. The head and the hand were those of a clerk,

who was mounting the stairs four steps at a time.

The old lady, muttering and grumbmg, arranged her petticoats

and continued on her way, while the clerk, having reached the

lobby, pushed open the lawyer's door, and with the open and joyous
voice for which the clerks of the parliament were noted, cried out,
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"
Here, Master Flageot, here ! It is about the Beam business,

" and

he held out a paper.

To rush up the stairs at that name, push by the clerk, tc throw

herself on Flageot, to snatch the paper from him, to shut herself up
with him in his office, all this was effected by the countess before

the clerk had recovered from two boxes on the ear which Margaret

bestowed, or seemed to bestow on him, in return for two kisses.

" Well!" cried the old lady,
" what is it ? Master Flageot, what

is it?"
"
Faith, I can't tell, madame, but if you will give me back the

paper, I shall let you know."
"
True, true, my good Master Flageot ! Read it, read it!"

He looked at the signature;.
" It is from Guildon, our attorney," said he.
" Good heavens !

"

" He desires me,
" continued Flageot, with surprise amounting

almost to bewilderment,
" he desires me to be ready to plead on,

Tuesday, for your affair is to come on !

"

" To come on ?
" cried the countess. " Take care, Master

Flageot, take care ! No more tricks. I should never recover from

another. "

" Madame," replied Flageot, still bewildered at the intelligence,
"

if there be any trick, any jest in this, Guildon is the author of it;

and it is certainly the first time in his life that he has jested.
"

" But are you certain the letter is from him? "

" It is signed Guiidon, see !
"

"
I see it is. To be called this morning and pleaded on Tuesday.

Well, then, you see, my dear sir, the lady who came to me was not

a cheat."
" It appears not."
'•

Then, since she was not sent by you— but are you sure she was

nol .'

"

" Pardieu ! am I sure of it ?
"

"
By whom was she sent, then? "

Ves
; by whom ?

"

l
'

For she must have been sent by some one."
'

It is a complete riddle to me."
" And to me also. Let me read the paper a^ain. Yes, my dear
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Master Flageot, the pleading is to come on— it is written so— and
before the president, Maupeou.''

" The devil ! Is that there !
"

"
Yes, certainly."

'• That is vexatious."

"How so?"
"Because M. Maupeou is a great friend of your opponents."
"You know that !

"

" He is always with them."

"Ha !
— I am truly unfortunate ! Now we are more embarrassed

than ever !

"

"
But, for all that," said the lawyer,

"
you must wait on him."

" He will receive me very badly !

"

"That is probable."

"Ob, Master Flageot, what do you tell me? "

"The truth, madame."
"What! You not only lose courage yourself, but you try to

deprive me of mine .'

"

"With the Chancellor Maupeou you must not hope for anything
favorable."

"
You, so timid !

— you, a Cicero! "

"Cicero would have lost the cause of Ligarius had he pleaded
before Verres instead of Ca-sar,

"
replied Master Flageot, finding

nothing more humble to say in return for the high compliment of his

client.

" Then you advise me not to wait on him? "

" Heaven forbid, madame, I should advise anything so irregular;
but I pity you sincerely for having to undergo such an interview."

" You really speak like a soldier who meaut to desert his post.

One would think you feared to undertake the business."
" Madame,

"
replied the lawyer,

"
I have lost causes which seemed

much more likely to be gained by me than this of yours does."

The countess sighed, but, summoning all her energy, she said,

with a kind of dignity which made a complete contrast to all that

had been comic in the scene "
I shall carry the matter through—

it shall not be said that having right on my side I gave way before

a cabal. I shall lose my cause, but I shall, at least, act as a woman
of rank and character— such as there are few at court in the pres-
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cnt day. You will accompany me, will you not, M. Flageot, in my
visit to the vice-chancellor? "

" Madame," replied the lawyer, also calling up all his dignity to

his aid,
" we opposition members of the parliament of Paris have

sworn to have no intercourse beyond necessary audiences with

those who betrayed the parliament in the affair of Monsieur

d'Aiguillon. 'Union is strength,' and as the vice-chancellor tacked

about perpetually in that business we have determined to keep
aloof until he shows his real colors."

"My suit is doomed, I see," sighed the countess; the lawyers

quarrel with the judges, the judges with the clients. No matter! I

shall persevere to the end !
"

.

"May heaven assist you, madame !
" said Flngoot, flinging his

dressing-gown over his left arm as a Roman senator might have

done his toga.
" This is but a poor sort of an advocate," murmured she to her-

self. "I am afraid I shall have less chance with him before the

parliament than I had at home on my pillow ;

" then aloud, with a

smile, under which she strove to hide her uneasiness, "adieu, M.

Flageot, adieu — study the case thoroughly, I entreat you— we
know not how things may turn out."

"Oh, madame," said Master Flageot, "do not fear as to the

pleading— I shall do you justice
— I shall make some terrible

allusions. "

" Allusions to what, sir? "

" To the corruption of Jerusalem, madame, which I shall com-

pare to the accursed cities on which the fire of Heaven descended.

You understand— no one can mistake— by Jerusalem I mean Ver-

sailles."
" M. Flageot,

" exclaimed the old lady,
" do not compromise your-

self; or, rather, do not compromise my cause."
"
Oh, madame, with Monsieur de Maupeou for judge your cause

is lost. But, then, let the world hear of us; since we cannot obtain

justice, let us at least strike terror to the wicked. "

"
Sir, sir"

" Let us be philosophic, let us thunder "

"Deuce take you, with your thunder!" muttered the countess.
" Fool of a lawyer, you are thinking only of making a figure with

your fag-ends of philosophy. Conic, I will go to the vice-chancellor.

16
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He at least is no philosopher. I may do better with him than with

you, after all."

And the old countess left M. Flageot, having, poor old lady! in

two days mounted all the degrees of the scale of hope and de-

scended all those in that of disappointment.

CHAPTER XXX.

THE VICE.

The old countess trembled in every limb as she proceeded toward

Monsieur de Maupeou's residence. However, one thought had

quieted her a little on the road. It was so late that in all proba-

bility sbe would not be admitted, and she should merely have to

tell the porter when she should come again.

In fact it was about seven in the evening, and, although it was

still ligbt, the habit of dining at four which the nobility had adopted
had caused all business to be suspended frnrn dinner until the next

day. Although Madame de Beam anxiously longed to see the

chancellor, she was nevertheless consoled by the thought that she

should not see him. This is one of the frequent contradictions of

thehumau mind which we can always understand but never explain.

The countess presented herself, therefore, quite certain that the

porter would refuse her admittance, and had even prepared a crown

to offer the Cerberus to induce him to put her name on the list of

those who requested an audience. On reaching the house she

found an usher talking to the porter as if giving him an order. She

waited discreetly, that she might not interrupt these two person-

ages, but on perceiving her in her hackney-coach the usher with-

drew. The porter approacbed and demanded her name.
"
Oh, I know," said sbe,

" that it is not probable I shall have the

honor of seeing his excellency.
"

" No matter, madaroe," replied the porter; "have the goodness
to tell me your name."

" The Countess de Beam," she replied.
" My lord is at home, " answered he

"What did you say?" asked the countess, almost dumb with

astonishment.
"

I say that my lord is at home," repeated he.
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" But of course he will not receive visitors."

"He will receive you, madame."

Madame de Beam got out of the coach, hardly knowing whether

she was asleep or awake.

The porter pulled a cord, a bell rang twice. The usher appeared

at the top of the steps, and the porter made a sign to the countess

to enter.
" You wish to speak to my lord !

" asked the usher.

"
I wish for that honor, but I scarcely hoped to obtain it."

" Have the goodness to follow me, madame."
" And yet people speak so ill of this chancellor," said the count-

ess to herself, as she went along following the usher,
"
yet he has

certainly one good quality; he admits persons on business at all

hours. A chancellor ? It is strange !
"

Set still she shuddered at the idea that she should find him so

much the more stern, so much the more ungracious because he was

assiduous at his duties. M. do Maupeou, buried under a great wig

and dressed in a suit of Mack velvet, was waiting in his cabinet,

with the doors open. The countess on entering cast a rapid glance

around. She saw with surprise that he was alone
;

that the mirrors

reflected no other face than her own and thatof the meager, yellow,

busy chancellor.

The usher announced: "Madame the Countess de Beam." The

chancellor rose up stiffly, as if he had no joints, and, by the same

movement, leaned his back against the chimneypiece.

The countess made the necessary three curtsies.

Her short complimentary speech which followed the curtsies was

rather embarrassed. Sin; did not expect the honor; she did not

think that a minister who had so much to do would deprive himself

of the hours necessary for recreation, etc.

The chancellor replied that the time was, no doubt, as precious to

his majesty's subjects as to his majesty's ministers— that, neverthe-

less, ho admitted there were distinctions to be made as to the im-

portance of the affairs brought before him; consequently, ho

always gave the greater pait of his time to those whose business

was most urgent.

Fresh curtsies on the part of tho countess, then an embarrassed

silence, for compliments were ended and her request must how be

made.
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The chancellor waited, stroking his chin.

" My lord," said she,
"

I have presented myself before you, to ex-

plain an affair on which ray whole fortune depends."
The chancellor bowed as if to intimate that she should go on.
" My lord," she continued,

"
you must know that all my property,

or rath,er my son's, is at stake in a suit now pending between us aud

the family of the Saiuces. "

The vice-chancellor continued to stroke his chin.

" But your equity is so well known to me, my lord, that although
I am aware of your interest in— indeed, I may say your friendship

for — the adverse party, I have not hesitated an instant in coming
to entreat you to hear me."

The chancellor could not help smiling on hearing himself praised

for his equity, a quality for which he was about as famous as Dubois

wns for the apostolical virtues on which he had been complimented

fifty years before.

"You are right, madame," said he, "in saying that I am a friend

of your opponents, but you are also right in thinking that, when I

accepted the seals, I laid aside all friendship. I shall reply to

you then, without any bias, as becomes the supreme head of

justice."
" Heaven bless you, my lord !

" cried the old countess.
" I shall examine your affair as a simple jurisconsult," continued

the chancellor.

"I thank your lordship; your skill in these matters is well

known."
"Your cause comes on soon, I think."

"Next week, my lord !
"

" In the, meantime, what are your wishes respecting it ? "

"That your lordship would look into the documents."
" I have already done so."

"Well," asked the old countess, trembling, "and what do you
think of it, my lord ?

"

" I think that there is no doubt on the subject.
"

"Not a doubt of my gaining?
"

"No, of your losing."
" Then you think, my lord, I shall lose? "

"Undoubtedly. I shall, then 'fine, give you one piece of advice."

" What is it? " asked the countess, with a last ray of hope.
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" It is, if you have any payments to make, the cause being tried

and sentence pronounced, to have your funds ready."

"Oh, my lord, we shall be ruined then !

"

"Surely you know, madame, that justice never takes into account

anything respecting the consequences of her decrees."

"But, my lord, there should be mercy as well as justice.''
"
And, for fear of justice being influenced by mercy, she is made

blind, madame."
"But your lordship will not refuse me your advice? "

"Certainly not; ask it, madame. I am ready."
" Is there no means of entering into an arrangement, by which

the sentence might not be so harsh ? "

" Do you know any of your judges?
"

" Not one of them, my lord."
" That is unfortunate. Messieurs de Saluces, your opponents, are

connected with three-fourths of the parliament."
The countess shuddered.

"But observe," continued the chancellor, "that that does not

alter the main grounds of the question, for a judge does not permit
himself to be influenced by private feedings."

This Was about as true as that he possessed the virtue of equity,

or Dubois the apostolic virtues, but it made the poor countess

nearly faint.

"But, after all," continued the chancellor,
" the judge, having

done all that integrity demands, of course leans more to a friend

than to a person about whom he is indifferent; that is only just,

when it is just; and, as it will be just that you should lose your

cause, they may, in their sentence, make the consequences of that

loss very unpleasant to you."
" But all that your lordship says is very alarming."

"As far as 1 am concerned, 1 shall refrain from saying anything
that might have an influence on the minds of others; but, as I am
not a judge myself, I may speak to you of the state of affairs."

"Alas, my lord, I suspected one thing!
"

The vice-chancellor fixed on her Ids little gray eyes.
"

I suspected that, the adverse party living in Paris, they might
become connected with the judges, and thus be all-powerful."

"
Because, in the first place, they have justice on their side."
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11 How painful it is, my lord, to hear such words from the lips of a

man infallible as you are !
"

" I merely say ad this to you because it is the truth; and yet,"

continued M. de Maupeou, with an affected frankness' " I should

like, upon my word, to serve you."
The countess started; she thought that she saw some hidden

meaning, if not in the chancellor's words, at least hi his thoughts,

which concealed behind it something favorable to her.

"Besides," he proceeded, "the name you bear is one of the

noblest in France, and that is in itself a powerful recommendation to

me."
". Ah, my lord, it will not prevent me from losing my suit."
" As to that, I have no power either one way or the other."
" Oh, my lord, my lord,

" cried the countess, shaking her head,
" how things go in this world now !"

" You seem to infer, madame, that in the good old times they went

better."
"
Alas, my lord, I cannot but think so. I recall with pleasure the

time when you were merely a king's advocate in the parliament,

and when you made those beautiful speeches which I, then a young
woman, went to listen to, and which I applauded with such

enthusiasm. What fire ! What eloquence ! What virtue. Ah, my
lord, in those times there were no plots, no cabals, no favoritism !

I should have gained my suit then."
" Yet we had Madame de Phalaris then, who tried to reign occa-

sionally when the regent shut his eyes, and we had. too, La Souris,

who went about picking up what crumbs she could manage to

gather.
"

"
Oh, my lord, but Madame de Phalaris was really a lady of rank,

and La Souris was such a good-natured girl."
" Yes

;
so nothing was refused them."

"
Or, rather, they could refuse no one."

"
Come, madame," said the chancellor, laughing in a manner that

astonished the old lady more and more, it was so open and natural,
"
come, do not make me speak ill of my own administration, through

affection for my youthful days."
"
But, my lord, when I think of those days I must lament my lost

fortune, my ruined family.
"
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" You see, countess, what it is Dot to go with the times, not to

sacrifice to the idols of the day."
"
Alas, my lord, those idols care not for worshipers who come

with empty hands! "

" What can you know about them ? "

" Yes ; you have never tried them, I think. "

" My lord, you speak to me really like a friend."
"
Well, are we not about the same age, countess? "

"Oh, why am I not twenty! And you, my lord, a simple advo-

cate again? You would plead for me, and I should gain my suit."
"
Unhappily, we are not twenty, countess," said the vice-

chancellor, with a gallant sigh ;

" we must only therefore, beg tin ,•

who are twenty to assist us, since you confess that that is the age to

have influence. What, do you know no one at court? "

" Some old noblemen who have left it now, I once knew, but they
would blush for their old friend in her poverty. Stay, my lord, I

have still the privilege of being received at court! 1 might go to

Versailles, yet of what use would it be? Oh, had 1 again only my
two hundred thousand crowns of income, people would come to visit

me
; perform that miracle for me, my lord !

"

The chancellor pretended not to hear this last phrase.
" In your

place," said he, "I should forget the old as they have forgotten

me. I should apply to the young, and beat up for recruits among
them. Do you happen to know the princesses at all? "

" They must have forgotten me."

"And besides they have no influence. Do you know the

dauphin !
"

"No."
" And after all, he is so busy about his archduchess, who is about

to arrive, that he can think of nothing else. Let me see—- among
the favorites— is there any one "

" I don't even know their names."
" Monsieur d'Aguillon .'"

"A coxcomb of whom such shameful things are said that he

hid in a well whilst others were Qghting! Fie, lie !"

"Pooh! we must not believe the half of what we hear— but

stay
— let me think "

« Do— do, my lord ;
think of some one

!^"
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"Yes; why not? Yes! ha! yes!
"

"Who, my lord, who?"
" Why not apply to the countess herself ? "

" To the Countess Dubarry f
" said the old lady, spreading out

her fan.

"Yes; she is really a kind creature."

"Indeed!"
" And anxious to he useful."

" I am of too ancient a family to please her, my lord."

"You are mistaken, countess; she tries to attach high families

to her."
" Do you think so '!

" asked the old countess ; already beginning
to waver in her opposition.

" Do you know her? " said the chancellor.
"
Oh, good heavens, no! "

"Ah, there is the mischief! She is the person who has real

influence."
" Yes. yes, she has influence ;

but I never saw her. "

" Nor her sister Chonf "

"No."
" Nor her sister Bischi? "

"No."
" Nor her brother Jean? "

"No."
" Nor her negro Zamore? "

" What! her negro, my lord? "

"
Yes, her negro is one of the governing powers."

"
What, that little fright, whose picture is sold in the streets, -

which looks like that of a dressed-up pug-dog?
"

"
Yes, the same."

" /know that African! " cried the countess, with offended dig-

nity.
" How should I know uim, my lord? "

"
Well, well, I see you do not wish to keep your estates, count-

ess."
" How is that? "

" Because you speak contemptuously of Zamore."
" But what has Zamore to do in the matter? "

" He might gain your suit for you, that is all."

\
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" He? That Moor! That Hottentot! How could he gain it for

me? "
.

" By saying to his mistress that you wished to gain it. You know
what influence is. He makes his mistress do what he chooses, and

she makes the king do what she chooses. "

" Then Zamore governs France, my lord? "

" Hum !

"
replied the chancellor, nodding his head. " He has a

great deal of influence
;
and I had rather quarrel with — with the

dauphiness, for instance — than with Zamore."
" Great heaven! " exclaimed the countess, "if it were not a

grave person like your lordship who told me such things I could not

believe them."
"
Oh, I am not the only one who will tell them you. Everybody can

tell them. Ask any of the dukes and peers if they ever forget, when

going to Marly or Luciennes, to take comfits for Zamore to put in

his mouth, or pearls for him to hang in his ears. I, who speak to

you, am I not the chancellor of France, or something very near it?

Well, what was I doing when you came in ? I was drawing up a

governor's commission for Zamore."
" A governor's commission? "

"
Yes; Monsieur Zamore is appointed governor of the castle of

Luciennes."
" The very same title with which they rewarded the Count de

Beam after twenty years' service."
" Yes ; he was made governor of the castle of Blois. I remember

that."
" But what a degradation ! Good heavens, the monarchy is dead !

"

" It is very ill, at least; and you know, countess,when an invalid

draws near his end, people try to get all they can from him."
" No doubt— no doubt ;

but the question is how to get near this

invalid."
" Do you know what you must do to be well received by the

Countess Dubarn .'

"What? "

" You must get admitted by being the bearer of this commission

for her negro."
1 1 j «i "

"It will be an excellent beginning."
" Do you think so, my lord i

" said the poor countess, all alarmed.
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" I am sure of it, but "-

"But what?"
" Do you know any one acquainted with her?"
" No one but yourself, my lord."

"Oh, as for me, it would be difficult for me to introduce you."
"
Assuredly," said the poor old lady, tossed to and fro by alter-

nate hopes and fears,
"
assuredly, fortune is hostile to me! Your

lordship has received me in a manner quite unexpected, for indeed

I did not expect to be admitted to an audience; then, you have

inclined me to pay my court to Madame Dubarry— I, a Beam! —and

I am ready to undertake the hateful task of delivering the com-

mission for her wretch of a negro, and now I cannot even get an

introduction to her! "

The chancellor began again to stroke his chin, and appeared very

thoughtful, when suddenly the usher announced, "H. le Viscount

Jean Dubarry !

"

At this name the chancellor made a gesture of amazement, and

the countess sank back breathless in her chair.

"Now, say that fortune has abandoned you! Ah, countess,

countess, heaven is working in your favor !

"

Then, turning to the usher, without giving the old lady time to

recover, he desired that the viscount should be admitted instantly.

The usher withdrew, and in a moment after our old acquaintance,

Jean Dubarry, entered with his arm in a sling.

After the usual number of bows were made on both sides, and as

the countess, trembling and undecided, was trying to rise in order

to take leave, for the chancellor by a slight movement of the head

had indicated to her that her audience was ended,
" Pardon me, my

lord," said the viscount ;

"
pardon me, madame, I interrupt you, I

fear, but I beg of you not to go away ;
I have only two words to say

to his lordship."

The countess sat down again without requiring to be pressed,

her heart full of joy and expectation.

"But perhaps, sir, 1 shall be in your way?" she stammered.
"
Oh, madame, not at all, not at all. I merely wish to lodge a

short complaint with his lordship."
" A complaint ! Against whom?" exclaimed the chancellor.

"An attack upon me, my lord: an assassination! One cannot

pass over such things as that. Let them abuse us, make ballads
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about us, blacken us, we can survive all that, but when it comes to

cutting our throats — mordieu! we die !"
"
Explain the all'air, I beg," said the chancellor, pretending to be

very much horrified.
" It is easily done, but I fear I am interrupting this lady's

audience."

"The Countess de Beam," said the chancellor, introducing the

old lady to the Viscount dean Dubarry.

Dubarry retreated gracefully to make his bow, the countess to

make her curtsy, and both saluted as ceremoniously as if they had
been at court.

" After you, sir," said she.
" Madame, I would not be guilty of such treason against gallantry

for the world."
"
Oh, sir, my business only concerns money, in yours honor is con-

cerned; yours is, therefore, more urgent."

"Then, madame," said the viscount, "since it is your wish, I

shall take advantage of your obliging permission." And he related

his tale to the chancellor, who listened very gravely.

"You will require witnesses," said Monsieur de Maupeou, after

a moment's reflection.

"Ah," cried Dubarry,
" how easily one discovers, even in those

words, the upright, judge who can only be influenced by irrefutable

truth ! Well, I can procure witnesses."

"My lord," said the countess, "the viscount has found one

already."
" What witness ¥

"
they both asked.

"
I, myself," the countess replied.

"You? " exclaimed the chancellor.

"Sir," said she, addressing the viscount,
" did not this affair

happen at the village of Lachauss6e? "

"
Yes, madame."

" At the post-house
? »

"Yes."
"
Well, T shall be your witness. I passed through the place where

the attack was made on you twq hours after it happened."
"
Really, madame .'

"
said the chancellor.

"Yes," continued the countess,
" and everybody was talking of

what had just taken place."
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"Take care! " said the viscount, " take care, madame! If you
consent to aid me in this matter, very likely the Choiseuls will find

some means of making you repent of it."

"Ah!" said the chancellor, "and the more easily that the

Countess de Beam is engaged in a lawsuit, her chance of gaining
which is very doubtful, I am afraid."

"
Oh, my lord," cried the old lady, putting her hand to her head,

" I siuk from one difficulty to another! "

" Lean upon the viscount,
" said the chancellor, in a half whisper ;

" he has a powerful arm to assist you."

"Only one at present," said Dubarry, with a simper. "But I

know a certain person who has two good arms; they reach far, and
I oiler you their aid."

"Oh, Monsieur le Viscount, are you serious in making me such

an offer?"
" It is only service for service, madame. I accept your aid; you

accept mine. Is it agreed f
"

" Do I accept yours? Oh, sir, you do me too much honor !
"

"
Then, madame, will you take a seat in my carriage; I am just

going to pay a visit to my sister ?
"

"Without any reason— without any preparations? Oh, sir, I

dare not "

"You have a reason, madame," said the chancellor, slipping into

her band Zainore's commission.

"My lord, you are my tutelary genius!" cried the old lady,

taking the document. " Monsieur le Viscount, you are the flower

of the French nobility."

"At your service," said the viscount, pointing the way to the

countess, who was as quick as a bird to take it.

"Thanks for my sister,
"
whispered Jean in the chancellor's ear:

" thank you, cousin! But did I play my part well— eh? "

"Admirably," said Maupeou. "But pray make the countess

laugh by telling her how I played mine. But, take care; the old

lady is as sharp as a needle !
"

At that moment the countess turned. The two gentlemen bowed

formally to one another, as if taking a ceremonious adieu.

A splendid carriage, with attendants in the royal livery, waited

at the door; the old lady took her place in it quite elated; Jean

seated himself beside her, and they departed.
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After the king left Madame Dubarry, as wo have formerly

related, after a very cold and constrained reception, the countess

was left alone with Chon and her brother, who had not appeared at

first for fear of his wound being examined, it being, in reality, very

trifling. The result of this family council was that the countess,

instead of going to Luciennes as she had told the king, set off for

Paris. She had there, in the Rue do Valois, a snug little house

whieli served as a place of rendezvous for all her family, every mem-
ber of which was constantly running backward and forward,

hither and thither, as business or pleasure led them.

The countess being installed in this domicile of hers, took a book

and waited. Meantime the viscount prepared his battery.

It might be about half-past seven by the large dial of the church

of St. Eustache, when the Countess de Beam and Viscount Du-

barry passed by on their way to his sister's.

The conversation on her side expressed great reluctance to avail

herself of the good fortune which had fallen in her way. On his,

there was the assumption of a sort of dignity in being her

patron, with repeated exclamations at the happy chance which

enabled him to introduce her to the Countess Dubarry. In return,

the old lady never ceased praising the politeness and affability of

the chancellor. All these fits on both sides, however, did not pre-

vent the horses from going as fast as they could, and they reached

their place of destination a little before eight.
" Permit me, madame," said the viscount, leaving the old lady in

an anteroom,
" to inform the Countess Dubarry of the honor you

have done her."

"Ob, sir," said the countess, "do not, I entreat you, allow my
unseasonable visit to disturb her. "

Jean approached Zarnore, who was watching for his return out

of one of the windows aud whispered something in his ear.

" What a dear little negro," cried the countess; "is he your

sister's, sir? "

"Yes; he is one of her favorites, madame."
" I congratulate her on having such a one."

At this moment a footman opened the folding-doors of the saloon

where Madame Dubarry usually pranted audiences, and requested

the countess to walk in there. While the old lady was sighing over
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the luxurious furniture of the apartment, Jean was with his sister

announcing his prize.
" Is it really she? " asked Madame Dubarry.
" Flesh and blood. "

" Does she suspect anything ?
"

•
Nothing in the world."

" And how did the Vice behave? "

"
Admirably; everything conspired to favor us."

" Do not let us leave her too long alone, lest she should suspect

Si mething.
"

"You are right; for I assure you she seems to me cunning

enough."
"Where is Chon f"

•'At Versailles, you know."
••
Well, she must not by any means let herself be seen."

"Oh, I warned her."
"
Now, princess, enter."

Madame Dubarry gently pushed open the door of her boudoir and

entered the saloon.

All the ceremonial necessary to the etiquette of those days was

scrupulously gone through by the two actresses, mutually desirous

of pleasing. Madame Dubarry was the first to speak.
"

I have already thanked my brother, madame, for having pro-

cured me the honor of this visit — allow me now to thank you also

for having consented to his wish."
"

I know not, madame," replied the old lady,
" in what terms to

thank you for this gracious reception of me."
"
Madame," said the countess, in her turn, with a curtsy of pro-

found respect,
"

it is only due to a lady of your rank to place myself

at your disposal, if I can be of service to you in any way."
And three more curtsies having been made on each side, the

countess invited Madame de Beam to be seated.
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CHAPTER XXXI.

ZAMORE'S commission-.

" Madame," said the favorite, "pray let me hear your wishes—
I am all attention."

"Permit me, sister," said Jean, who continued standing, "to

disahuse your mind of the idea that the Cauntess de Beam comes

with a petition. Not at all. The chancellor lias simply asked her

to perform a little office for him."

The old lady turned a grateful look on the viscount and held out

to the countess the patent, signed by the vice-chancellor declaring

Luciennes a royal castle, and Zamore its governor.

"Then it is I who am the person obliged," said the countess,

glancing at the document. " If I could only be so fortunate,

madam e, as to be of any service to you in return !

"

"Oh, that you can readily be!" exclaimed the old lady, with a

frankness which enchanted the brother and sister.

"
Pray let me know how, madame? "

" You were kind enough to say that my name is not quite unknown

to you, madame? "

" Unknown ! A Beam! "

" Then you have, perhaps, heard of a lawsuit which threatens my
whole property?"

"
Oh, yes! A suit between you and the family of the Saluces:'

"

"Alas, madame, yes."

"I know all about it, madame. I heard his majesty the other

evening speak of it to my cousin the chancellor."

" His majesty speak of my lawsuit! "

"
Yes, madame."

" And in what terms, pray?"

"Alas, my dear madame!" and Madame Dubarry shook her

head.
" As lost, as lost— was it not?" exclaimed the old lady, with

anguish.
" If I must speak the truth, madame, it was."
" His majesty said so t

"

" His majesty had too much prudence and delicacy to pronounce
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sentence decidedly, but he seemed to look upon the adverse party
as already in possession of the estate."

"
Oh, heavens, madame, if bis majesty were but rightly informed

on the subject— if he knew that all this was about a bond really

discharged ! Tes, madame, two hundred thousand francs have been

paid. I have not a receipt for the money, certainly; but I have a

moral certainty that it was paid. I could, if I was allowed to plead
in person before the parliament, demonstrate it by inference."

"
By inference'! '•' exclaimed Madame Dubarry, who did not un-

derstand one word of what she said, but who appeared to pay the

most serious attention."
"
Yes, madame, by inference."

" The proof by inference is admissible," said Jean.
" Do you think so, sir? " asked the old lady.
"
Yes, I think it is," replied the viscount, with profound gravity.

"
Well, then, by inference I could prove that the bond for two

hundred thousand francs with the interest accumulated, amounting
to a total of about one million — I could prove that this bond, bear-

ing date 140G, was discharged by Guy Gaston, the fourth Count of

Beam, on his deathbed in 1419; for there is written by his own

hand in his will — 'Being on my deathbed, and owing nothing to

any man, and ready to appear before God' "

" Well ?
" said Madame Dubarry.

"Well, madame, if he owed nothing to any man, he owed nothing

to the family of the Saluces, otherwise he would have said ' Owing
two hundred thousand francs,' instead of saying

'

Owing nothing to

any man. ' "

" Most undoubtedly he would have said so," exclaimed Jean.
" But have you no other proof?

" asked the favorite.

"Than his word ? None, madame ;
but he was called Gaston the

Irreproachable."
"And your opponents have the bond ?

"

"Yes; they have, and that is just what makes the affair more

intricate."

She should have said,
" That is just what clears up the matter,"

but she looked at things in her own point of view.

•
s<> your conviction is, madame, that the bond was discharged,"

said Jean,
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"
Yes, sir, that is my decided conviction," exclaimed Madame do

Beam, warmly.
" Do you know," said the countess, turning to her brother, as if

deeply penetrated by that conviction,
" the proof by inference, as

the Countess de Beam calls it, changes the face of things wonder-

fully."
"
Oh, wonderfully !

" returned Jean.

"And very unpleasantly for my opponents." continued the

countess
;

" the terms of Gaston IV. 's will are most positive,
'

Owing

nothing to any man "

" It is not only clear, it is logical," said Jean
;

" he owed nothing

to any man, therefore, of course, he had paid what he owed."
" Therefore he had paid what he owed," repeated the Countess

Dubarry.
"
Oh, madame, why are you not my judge ? "

ejaculated the old

lady.
"
Formerly,

" said the viscount,
" we should not have had recourse

to the tribunals to settle an affair of that kind, the judgment of

heaven would have been enough. For my part, I am so convinced

of the goodness of your cause that, did the old custom still exist, I

should willingly offer myself for your champion."

"Oh, sir!
"

" Yes, I should act as did my grandfather, Dubarry-Moore, who had

the honor of being connected with the royal family of the Stuarts,

when he fought in the lists for the beautiful Edith of Scarborough,

and made his adversary confess that he lied in his throat. But

unhappily," continued the viscount, with a sigh of disdain for the

degeneracy of the age, "we live not in those glorious times, and

gentlemen, when they claim their rights, must submit their causes

to the judgment of a set of pettifoggers who have not the sense to

understand a phrase so clear as,
'

Owing nothing to any man.' "

"
But, brother," said the countess,

"
it is three hundred years

since those words were written, so you must allow that the gentle-

men of the long robe may well pause a littlo before deciding on

them."

"Oh, no matter, no matter; I am certain that if his majesty

heard the Countess de Beam state her case herself as she has done

to us "

"
I should convince his majesty ;

should I not, sir ? "

'7
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"
I am certain of it."

" Yes. But how am I to obtain an audience from his majesty ?
"

" You must come and visit me at Luciennes, and as his majesty
does me the honor of coming sometimes to see me there "

" My dear," interrupted the viscount,
" that is all very well, but

it depends on chance."
"
Viscount," replied the favorite, with a sweet smile,

"
you know

that I depend a good deal on chance, and I have no reason to

complain."
"
Yes, but the Countess de Beam might go to Luciennes for a

week or a fortnight, and yet nut meet his majesty."
" That is true. "

" In the meantime, her cause is to come on on Monday or

Tuesday."
"On Tuesday, sir."

"And this is Friday evening."
"
Ah, then," said Madame Dubarry, with a countenance all dis-

appointment,
" we must not reckon upon that."

" What shall we do? " said the viscount, as if in deep thought.
" What a devil of a business !

"

"
I might have an audience at Versailles,

"
suggested the old lady,

timidly.
"
Oh, you will not obtain it."

" But through your influence, madame? "

"
Oh, m.v influence would be of no avail. His majesty detests

business matters, and, besides, his mind is now full of one thing

only."
" The parliaments ? " asked Madame de Beam.

"No, my presentation."
" Ah !

" said the old lady.
" For you know, madame, in spite of the opposition of Monsieur

de Choiseul and Madame de Grammont, the king has decided that

I shall be presented."
"

I was not aware, madame."
"

It is a settled affair," said Jean.
" And when will the presentation take place, madame? "

"
Oh, very soon."

" You see the king wishes it to be before the arrival of the
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dauphiness, that he may invite my sister to share the festivities at

Compiegne."
" Ah— I understand. Then you have all the arrangements made

for your presentation," said the old countess, sighing.

"Oh, yes," replied the viscount, "the Barouess d'Alogny— do

you know the Baroness d'Alogny?
"

"
No, sir. Alas, I scarcely know any one now. It is twenty

years since I was at court."
••

Well, it is the Barouess d'Alogny who is to present my sister.

The king loads her with favors
;
her husband is chamberlain, he is

to be raised from a baron to a count
;
the son is to go into tho guards;

her orders on the king's privy purse are to be made payable by tho

city of Paris, and the day of the presentation she is to receive

twenty thousand crowns paid down; so she is eager for it, you may
be sure !

"

"
Yes, I can readily understand that," said the old lady, smiling.

"
Oh, but now I think of it," cried Jean.

" Of what? " asked the Countess Dubarry.
" "What a misfortune! What a misfortune !

" continued he,
" that

I did not meet madame a week sooner at our cousin, the vice-

chancellor's. "

"
Why, pray ?

"

"
Why, we had no positive engagement then with the Baroness

d'Alogny."
"Dear brother, you speak like a sphinx— I do not understand

you.
"

" You do not understand ?
"

" No. "

11 1 will wager something tho Countess do Beam understands !
"

"No, sir, I do not, indeed."

"Last week you had not decided who should present you?
"

"Undoubtedly."

"Well, the Countess de Beam— but perhaps, madame, I am

taking too great a liberty."
"
No, sir, no."

"Then madame could have presented you, and the king would

have done for her what he is going to do for the Baroness d'Alogny."
"Alas! " said the old lady, opening her eyes to their utmost

extent.
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"
Oh, if you knew," continued Jean,

"
all the favors his majesty

heaped on the family of the hairiness, as soon as he knew she had

offered to introduce Jeanne! There was only one thing in the

affair that vexed him "

"
Ah, one thing vexed him ? ".

"
Yes, one single thing.

' One thing vexes me,' said he. ' The

lady who presents the Countess Dubarry I should have wished to

bear a historical name.' And, as 'he said that, he looked at the

picture of Charles I., by Vandyck."
"
Yes, I understand,

" said the old lady.
" His majesty turned to

that picture on account of the alliance between the Dubarry-
Mi lores and the Stuarts, of which you spoke just now."

"
Precisely."

"The fact is," said the old lady, with a slight air of hauteur,
" I

never heard of the family of D'Aiogny."
"A good family, however," said the countess. "They have

brought forward all the necessary proofs, or nearly all."

" Pardieu !

" cried Jean, suddenly starting in his chair.

"Well, what is the matter?" said Madame Dubarry, scarcely

able to refrain from laughing outright at the contortions of her

brother-in-law.

"Monsieur has hurt himself, perhaps?" asked the old lady,

anxiously.
"
No," said' Jean, sinking slowly back again into his chair,

"
it

was an idea which just then occurred to me."

"What idea?" said the countess, laughing.
" It almost over-

turned you."
" It must certainly have been a good one,

" said Madame de Bearn.

"Excellent! "

"
Well, we are all anxiety to hear it."

" It has only one fault.
"

"Well?"
" It is impossible."
" No matter

;
let us hear it."

"
Suppose you were to tell the Baroness d'Alogny the king's

remark when he looked at Charles I.'s portrait?
"

"()h, brother, that would not hr polite; we cannot think of it."

The old lady sighed
"It is vexatious, too," continued the viscount, as if speaking to
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himself;
" the affair could have been so easily arranged— the

Countess de Ream, who not only hems such an ancient name, hut

is, besides, a woman of distinguished talent, would oiler herself in

the place of the Baroness d'Alognyj she would have gained her

lawsuit
;
her son would have got a commission as lieutenant in the

guards, and as madame must, of course, have been put to considera-

ble expense in her frequent visits to Paris, there would have been

adequate compensation allowed. Such an opportunity does not
occur twice in a lifetime !

"

"Alas, no!" exclaimed the old lady, quite overcome by this

unforseen blow.

The fact is, that any one in the position of the old litigant would
have felt inclined to echo her exclamation, and, like her, would
have sunk back, overwhelmed, in the easy chair.

"
Now, brother," said the countess, in a tone of great compassion,

"
you see you are giving pain to Madame de Beam

;
was it not

enough that I was forced to tell her I could do nothing for her with

the king before my presentation ?
"

"
Oh, if I could delay my suit," sighed the countess.

" For only eight days," said Dubarry.

"Yes, in eight days," resumed Madame de Beam, "in eight

days madame will be presented."
"
Yes; but the kiug will be at Compiegne in eight days — he will

be in the midst of festivities— the dauphiness will have arrived."
"
Stop! I have another idea. No — yes— no — yes, yes —1 have

hit it !
"

" What is it, sir?
" said Madame de Beam, whose whole soul seemed

to hang upon the viscount's lips, and who repeated, mechanically,
the monosyllables he uttered.

"Your presentation is still a secret; no one knows that you
have got a lady to present you?

"

"No; for the king wishes it to fall like a thunderbolt on Iho

court."

"Well, the Countess de Beam will demand an audience of the

king, as sin- is not supposed to know any more about your presen-
tation than others, for the purpose of offering to present you. The

king, at such an offer from a lady of her rank, \\ ill be delighted ; lie

will receive her, thank her, will ask her what he can do for her.

She will introduce the subject of her lawsuit, and explain her views
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respecting it— his majesty will give them a favorable consideration,

and the suit which she thought lost— is gained!
"

The favorite fixed her eager gaze on the old lady, who probably

began to suspect that there was some suare laid for her. " I am a

poor unknown creature," said she; "his majesty would not,

perhaps
"

"
Enough. I merely wished to give you a friendly advice on the

matter," said Jean.
"
Oh, sir, I am too sensible " said the countess, hesitating.

" It is not a bad idea," replied Madame Dubarry, smiling;
" but

perhaps madame would not like to descend to anything like a trick,

even to gain her lawsuit. "

"
Quite true, madame,

" said the old lady, hoping to get off by this

means
;

"
I had much rather do you some real service to obtain your

friendship."

"Indeed, nothing could be more condescending," said the

favorite, with a slight shade of irony which did not escape the

penetration of Madame de Beam.

"Well, I have still another means," said Jean. The old lady
listened anxiously.

"
Really, brother, your imagination is as fertile in resources as

that of M. de Beaumarchais. Let us hear this last idea."
"

It is that the Countess de Beam shall render you the real serv-

ice which she wishes to do. Can you not persuade the Baroness

d'Alogny to yield her rights to the countess ? You need not tell her

plumply the king's observation, but you could, with your tact, make
her understand that he preferred the countess' aucient name. "

This time the attack was direct
;
he thought there could be no

evasive answer, but the countess found one.
"

I should not like to interfere with that lady's arrangements,"
said she; "among persons of quality a certain attention to these

engagements must be observed."

Madame Dubarry made a gesture of anger and disappointment,
but the viscount by a look restrained her.

"
Observe, madame," said he,

"
I insist on nothing. Like many

in the world, you have a lawsuit, which very naturally you wish to

gain. It appears, however, that on the contrary, you are likely to

lose it; you arc in despair; just at that moment I arrive; I feel for

you ;
I take an interest in an affair which does not in the remotest
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degree concern me; I endeavor to make it turn out favorably for

you. I am wrong — let us say no more about it !

" And Jean rose

from his scat.

"
Oh, sir,

" exclaimed the old lady in despair, for she now saw

that the Dubarries, who had been till then indifferent, were going to

use their influence against her; "oh, sir, believe me, I am truly

grateful to you ! T feel how benevolent have been your intentions."

"As for myself.
"'

replied Jean, playing to the life the part of a

person perfectly unconcerned, "it matters not whether my sister be

presented by the Baroness d'Alogny, the Countess de Polastron, or

the Countess de Beam."

"Oh, certainly, sir."

"Only I confess I felt annoyed that the royal favor should be

bestowed on some mean spirit, actuated by sordid interest— a

spirit yielding to our power, because it is impossible to undermine it.
"

"Oh, that is what will most probably happen
" said the favorite.

"While," continued Jean, "the Countess de Beam, almost an

entire stranger to us, and coming forward without any solicitation

on our part, and prompted solely by her kindness and good-nature

to offer her services, appears to me worthy of all the advantages
which would thereby accrue to her."

The old lady was probably about to disclaim that good-will which

the viscount did her the honor to attribute to her, but Madame

Dubarry did not give her time.
" The fact is," said she,

" the king would not refuse anything to

a lady who would act as you describe."
" What, the king would not refuse anything, do you say?

"

" Even more, he would say with his own lips to the vice-chancel-

lor,
' .M de Maupeou, I wish that everything should be settled about

the lawsuit as the Countess de Beam wishes,' but it seems, however,

as if you saw some difficulty in the matter. Very good. But you

will at least do me the justice, I hope, to believe that 1 was actuated

by a sincere wish to serve you, madame," and the viscount bowed.

"Indeed, sir, my heart is tilled with gratitude to you !

"

"
Pray do not speak of it," said the gallant viscount.

"But the Baroness d'Alogny would nut yield up her right?"

resumed the old lady, after a short pause
-till his majesty would not be the less grateful to you for your

offer."
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" But supposing,
"
persisted the old lady, who was determined to

view the matter in the worst light, in order to see to the bottom of

the affair,
"
supposing the baroness would yield Ler privilege to me,

she would not so readily give up the accompanying advantages."
" The king's kindness is inexhaustible, madame," said the

favorite.

" If I offered my services, madame," replied the old lady, drawn
on more and more both by her interest and by the clever manner in

winch they played their parts,
"

I should leave out of view the gain-

ing of my cause, for, to say the truth, a suit which every one thinks

lost to-day will not be easily gained to-morrow."

"Oh, but if the king were favorable!" exclaimed Jean, eager to

combat her new doubts.

"•Well," said the favorite,
"

I confess I am of the countess'

opinion, viscount."

"Tou are? " said he, staring at her with open eyes.
" Yes. I think it would be more honorable for a lady of her

ancient name to allow her suit to go as it may. Then there would

be nothing binding on the king; nothing to impede his munifi-

cence to her ; and if he did not wish, in the present state of the

parliaments, to interfere with the course of justice, he might offer

her compensation for the loss of the suit."

"Ah," sighed the old lady, "how could he offer anything to

compensate for the loss of two hundred thousand francs."

"Why, in the first place," replied Madame Dubarry,
" there

might, for instance, be a royal gift of one hundred thousand

francs? "

The partners in this scheme looked at their victim with eager

eyes.
"

I have a son,
" said she.

" So much the better! One more loyal servant of the state."
" But do you think, madame, there would be anything done for

my son?"

"lean answer for it," said Jean. "That the least he might

expect would be a lieutenancy in the guards."
"Have you any other relations 1

"
inquired the Countess Du-

barry.
"

I have a nephew."
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"
Well, we shall find out something for your nephew," said tbe

viscount.
M I think we may leave that in your hands, viscount," said the

favorite, laughing,
" as you have just given us proofs of so brilliant

an imagination !
"

"
Well," continued the viscount, apparently determined to bring

matters to an issue, "if bis majesty did all these things for you,

would you think it tolerably well f
"

"
I should think him extremely generous, and should offer you,

madame, all my thanks— convinced that it was to you alone I

should be indebted for his generosity."

"Then," asked the favorite, "you really take our proposal

seriously into consideration ? "

"Yes, madame— most seriously," replied the old lady, turning

pale at the very thought of the obligation to which she pledged her-

self.

" And you permit me to mention you to his majesty ¥
"

"
Pray do me that honor," replied she, with a deep sigh.

"Madame, I shall do so with the least possible delay— indeed,

this very evening," said the favorite, rising to terminate the inter-

view. " And in the meantime I trust that I have secured your

friendship."
"

I feel so highly honored by yours, madame," said the old lady,

beginning her curtsies again,
" that I almost feel as if all this were

a dream."
" Let us see, once more," said Jean, wishing to fix the matter so

firmly in the old countess' mind that it might be secure from all

change.
" One hundred thousand francs first, to make up for the

loss of the suit
;
a lieutenancy for the young count

;
and something

for a nephew."
"Something?

"

"
I shall find out something good— that is my affair."

" And when shall I have the honor of seeing you again,

madame? " asked the old lady.
" To-morrow morning my carriage shall be at your door to take

youtoLuciennes; the kin- will be there. To-morrow, at ten o'clock,

1 shall have fulfilled my promise; his majesty will be informed, and

will expect you."



266 MEMOIRS OF A PHYSICIAN.

" Allow me to accompany you, rnadaine," said Jean, offering his

arm.
" By no means, sir !

"

"
Well, then, to the top of the stairs? "

" Since you insist on it
" and she took the viscount's arm.

" Zamore !
" cried the countess.

Zamore appeared.
"
Light this lady downstairs, and order my brother's carriage for-

ward to the door. "

" The two ladies exchanged a last curtsy. At the top of the

staircase Jean bade the old countess adieu, and returned to his sis-

ter, while Madame de Beam majestically descended the grand stair-

case. Zamore marched first, then came two footmen with lights, and

then the old lady, her train (rather a short one) borne by a third

footman.

The brother and sister watched at a window, following with their

eyes to the very carriage the precious chaperon, sought with so

much care, and found with so much difficulty. Just as she reached

the. door a chaise entered the courtyard, and a young lady sprang
out.

"
Ah, Mistress Chon !

" cried Zamore, opening his enormous

mouth to its widest extent with delight.
" How do jou do this

evening, Mistress Chon ?
"

The Countess de Beam stood petrified! In the new arrival she

recognized her visitor — the false daughter of Master Flageot. Du-

barry hurriedly opened a window, and made frantic signs to his

sister, but she did not see them.
" Has that little fool, Gilbert, been here ?

"
inquired Chon of a

lackey, without perceiving the countess.
"
No, madame," replied one, of the footmen,

" we have not seen

him"
It wars just then that, looking up, she saw her brother, and, follow-

ing the direction of his hand, discovered Madame de Beam. Chon

recognized her. hastily pulled down her hood, and rushed into the

vestibule.

The old lady, without appearing to have remarked anything, got
into the carriage and gave her address to the coachman.
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CHAPTER XXXII.

THE KING GETS TIRED.

The king, who bad gone to Marly, as he had said he would,

ordered his carriage at three o'clock in the afternoon, and drove from

there to Luciennes. He supposed that Madame Dubarry, on

receiving his note, would immediately leave Versailles, and hasten

there to wait for him.

He was rather surprised, therefore, on entering the chateau, to

find Zamore, looking very little like a governor, occupied in pluck-

ing out the feathers of a parrot, which, in return, was endeavoring

to bite him.

The two favorites were rivals, like the Duke de Choiseul and the

Countess Dubarry.
The king installed himself in the small saloon and dismissed his

attendants. Although the most inquisitive gentleman in his king-

dom, he was not in the habit of questioning servants or lackeys.

But Zamore was neither a servant nor lackey; he occupied a middle

place between the monkey and the parrot. The king, therefore,

questioned Zamore.
"

Is the countess in the garden"?
"

"
No, master. This word the favorite, in one of her whims, had

ordered to take the place of majesty at Luciennes."
" Is she at the lake, feeding the carp?

"

This lake had been dug at a vast expense out of the side of the

hill. It was fed with water from the aqueduct, and fdled with great

numbers of the finest carp, brought from Versailles.

"
No, master," again answered Zamore.

" Where is she, then.-"'

" In Paris, master."
" What! Did the countess not come to Luciennes? "

"
No-, master; but she sent Zamore."

" What to do?"
" To wait for the king."
<l Ah, ha ! So you are delegated to receive mc ? Very agreeable,

indeed! Thank you, countess, thank you! I am to have the society

of Zamore !

" And he rose from his chair rather piqued.
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11 Ok, no, the king is not to have the society of Zainore," said the

negro.

"Why not?"
" Because Zamore is going away."
" Whore are you going ?

"

"To Paris."
" Then I am to be left alone ? Better and better. But why go to

Paris?"
" To find Mistress Barry and tell her the king is at Luciennes."

"Oh, the countess desired you to tell me that, then?"
"
Yes, master."

" And did she tell you what I was to do till she came?"
"She said you were to sleep."

"Ah," said the king to himself,
" she will not be long, and she has

some surprise for me !

" Then he added aloud,
" Go then and bring

back the countess. But how will you travel ? "

" On the great white horse with the scarlet housings."
" And how long does it take for the great white horse to go to

Paris ? »

"
I do not know," said the negro boy;

" but he goes fast, fast,

fast ! Zainore likes to go fast.
"

" Indeed ! I am extremely fortunate to find that Zainore likes to

go fast.
"

And he stationed himself at the window to see Zamore depart.

A tall footman lifted him on the horse, and with the happy ignor-

ance of childhood the little negro set off at a gallop on his gigantic

steed.

The king, being left alone, asked a footman at last if there were

anything new at Luciennes. The servant replied that there was

only Monsieur Boucher, who was painting the countess' boudoir.
" Oh, Boucher, poor Boucher, is he here ? " said the king, with a

slight appearance of satisfaction. " And where is he? "

" In the summer-house
;

shall I show your majesty the way
to it? »

"
No, no

;
I should rather go and see the carps. Give me a

knife."

"A knife, sire? "

"
Yes, and a large loaf."

The valet returned carrying a large loaf, with a long knife stuck
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in ir, on a china plate. Tbe king made a sign to the valet to

accompany him, and with a pleased air led the way to the pond.
The feeding of carps was a traditional occupation in the Bourbon

family, the Grand Monarque never missing it for a single day.

Louis XV. seated himself on a mossy bank, from which the view-

before him was charming.
There lay the little lake, with its velvet slopes of turf

; beyond
it a village nestled between two hills; farther off, the towers of

Saint Germain, with their wooded terraces, and farther still the blue

declivities of Saunois and Cormeilles; while, above all this, the

gray and rose-tinged sky hung like a magnificent cupola. The
weather had been stormy, and the foliage of the trees looked dark

ami heavy against the pale green of the meadows; the waters of

the lake, glassy and immovable as a vast surface of oil, were dis-

turbed from time to time by some silvery flashing fish springing up
to seize the unwary fly, and checkering it with wide-spreading

circles of alternate black and white. At the margin might be per-

ceived the enormous snouts of a number of fish, which, fearless of

hook or net, sucked the leaves of pendant plants, and with their

huge fixed eyes, which seemed incapable of siuht, stared at the

gray lizards and green frogs sporting among the bulrushes.

Whim the king, like a man profoundly skilled in the art of killing

time, had looked at the landscape on all sides, when he had counted

the houses in the village, and the villages in the distance, he took

the plate with the loaf, placed it beside him, and began to cut off

large pieces of the bread.

The carps heard the sound of the knife in the crust, and, accus-

tomed to that noise, which announced their dinner hour, they im-

mediately flocked as close as possible to the bank to show themselves

to his majesty and solicit their daily meal. They would have done

the same for any footman in his service, but the king naturally

thought that all this trouble was for him alone.

Be threw in one alter another the pieces of bread, which, first

disappearing for an instant, and then returning to the surface, were

tended for for some time, then, gradually crumbling away by
the action of the water, were si ized and seen no more. It was, in-

deed, a curious and amusing enough sight to see all these crusts

pushed hither and thither by the invisible snouts, and tossed on the

surface of the water until the moment when they were swallowed.
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At the end of about half an hour his majesty, having in that time

patiently cut one hundred bits of crust, had the satisfaction of see-

ing that not one remained floating. He began now, however, to

feel rather tired of the sport, and he remembered that Mousieur

Boucher might amuse him a little; he would not certainly be as

good a resource as the carps, but in the country we must take what

we can get.

Louis, therefore, turned toward the summer-house. Boucher had
heard that he was at Luciennes, and, though he went on painting,

or seeming to paint, he followed the king with his eyes, saw him
turn in the direction of the summer-house, and, radiant with joy,

he adjusted his ruffles and mounted on his ladder, for he had been

warned not to appear to know that the king was there. He heard

a step on the floor of the room, and began to daub a fat Cupid

stealing a rose from a shepherdess in a blue satin gown and straw

hat. His hand trembled, his heart beat. The king stopped on the

threshold.
"
Ah, Boucher," cried he "how you smell of turpentine!

" and

he walked on.

Poor Boucher, although he knew the king had no taste for the

fine arts, did expect some other kind of compliment, and was nearly

falling from his ladder. He came down and went away with the.

tears in his eyes, without scraping his palette or washing his

brushes, which, in general, he was so careful to do.

His majesty pulled out his watch ;
it was seven o'clock.

Louis returned to the house, teased the monkey, made the parrot

speak, pulled out all the drawers of the cabinet, one after the other,

and ransacked their contents.

Evening drew on. The king was not fond of darkness, and the

apartments were lighted up. But he did not like solitude either.

" My horses in a quarter of an hour !
" said he " Ma foi !

"

added he, "I shall just give her one quarter of an hour; not a

minute longer."

As he said this, he stretched himself on a sofa opposite the fire-

place, to watch the course of the fifteen minutes— that is, of nine

hundred seconds. At the four hundredth beat of the timepiece,

which represented a blue elephant carrying a pink sultana, he was

asleep.

As may be supposed, the footman who came to announce his
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majesty's carriage took care not to awake him. The result of this

attention to his august slumber was that when he awoke of his own
accord he found himself face to face with the Countess Dubarry,
who was looking at him with her eyes wide open. Zamore stood in

a corner waiting for orders.
" Ah ! you are here at last, countess," said the king sitting up on

the sofa.

"Yes, sire, here I am," said the countess, "and here I have

been a pretty long time. "

" Oh, a pretty long time? "

" An hour and a half at least. But how your majesty does sleep f "

"
Faith, countess, you were not here, and I was getting shock-

ingly tired, and then I sleep so badly at night. Do you know, I

was on the point of going away i
"

"
Yes; I saw your majesty's carriage at the door."

The king looked at his watch.
"
Half-past ten — then I have slept nearly thr^e hours.!

"

" After that, sire, say that you cannot sleep well at Luciennes! "

"
Oh, faith, very wed; but what the devil do I see there 1 " said

he, looking at Zamore.
" You see the governor of Luciennes, sire."

" Not yet, not yet," said the king, laughing.
" The little wretch

basputou his uniform before having been appointed; he reckons

on my word, then ?
"

"
Sire, your word is sacred, and he is right in reckoning on it.

Bid Zamore has something more than your word, or rather some-

thing less, he has his commission ;
the vice-chancellor sent it to me.

The oatli is now the only formality which is wanting; make him

swear quickly, and then betake himself to his post."
"
Approach, governor," said the king.

Zamore came forward. He was dressed in a uniform, with an

embroidered collar and a captain's epaulettes, with short breeches,

silk stockings, and a sword like a spit. He walked with a stiff,

measured step, an enormous three-cornered hat under his arm.

" Can he swear f" asked the king.
"
Oh, yes, sire; try him "

" Advance," cried he, looking curiously at the black puppet.
" On your knees!" said the countess.
" .Swear !" said the king.
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The child placed one hand on his heart, the other in the king's

hand, and said,
"

I swear fealty and homage to my master and

mistress; I swear to defend to the death the castle in my keeping,
and to eat the last pot of sweetmeats rather than surrender, should

I be attacked."

The king laughed as much at the form of the oath as at the

gravity with which Zamore pronounced it.

" In return for this oath," he replied, with suitable gravity,
"

I

confer on you the sovereign rights of justice on high and low, on all

inhabiting air, earth, fire and water, in this castle.''

" Thank you, master," said Zamore, rising.
" And now," said the king,

"
go aud show off your fine clothes

in the kitchens, and leave us alone
; go !

"

As Zamore went out at one door, Chon entered by another.

"Ah, and you there, too, my little Chon! Come, I shall hear

the truth from you."
" Take care, sire, that you are not disappointed in your expecta-

tions! " said Chon ;

" the truth is, it would be for the first time in

my life. If you wish to learn the truth, apply to my sister; she is

incapable of speaking falsely."
" Is that true, countess ?

"

"
Sire, Chon has too flattering an opinion of me— bad example

has ruined me, and from this evening forth I am determined to lie

like a real countess, if the truth will not serve me."

"Oh, ho!" said the king; "I suspect Chon has something to

conceal from me. I must get from the police a report of what has

occurred to-day,"
" From which police, sire—Sartines' or mine? "

"
Oh, from Sartines'. "

" What will you pay him for it? "

" If he tell me anything worth hearing, I shall not be niggardly?"
"
Well, then, give my police the preference, and take my report.

I shall serve you, royally."
" You will even sell your own secrets ?

"

" Why not, if I am well paid ?
"

"Come, then, let me hear the report; but, no fibs, remember! "

"Sire, you insult me."

"I mean, no equivocations."
" Well, sire, get your funds ready, I am about to begin my report."
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" They are ready," said the king, jingling some money in his

pocket.
" In the first place, the Countess Dubarry was seen in Paris, in

the Rue de Valois, about two o'clock in the afternoon."

"Well, I know that
; go on."

" About six o'clock Zamore proceeded to join her there."
" Very possibly; but what did Madame Dubarry go to Paris for?''
"

Sire, to meet the lady who is to present her."

"Pooh!" said the king, with a grimace which he could not

altogether conceal. " She is very well as she is, without being

presented."
" You know the proverb, sire, nothing is so dear to us as that

tvhich we have not."
" So she is absolutely determined to find this lady to present her ? "

" We have found her, sire. "

The king started, and shrugged his shoulders.

"I like that movement, sire; it shows that your majesty would
be annoyed at the defeat of the Grammonts, the Guenienees, and
all the hypocrites of the court,

" said the countess.
"

I beg your pardon ;
did you speak ? "

" Yes— I am sure you are in league with those persons."
" In league ? Countess, learn one thing, that the king only

leagues with kings.
"

" True—but all your kings are friends of the Duke de Choiseul."
" Let us return to your chaperon, countess."
" With all my heart, sire."
" You have succeeded in manufacturing a lady, then? "

" I found one ready made, and very well made— a Countess de

Beam— a family who have numbered princes among their ranks.

She will not dishonor the relative of the relatives of the Stuarts, I

hope !
"

" The Countess de Beam !
" exclaimed the king, with surprise.

" I know only of one, who lives somewhere near Verdun."

"It is the very same— she has come to Paris on purpose to

present me."
" Ha ! And when is the affair to take place?

"

"
To-morrow, at eleven o'clock in the morning, I am to give her

a private audience, and at the same time, if it be not too pre-

a
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sumptuous, she will request the king to name a day— and you
will name the earliest— will you not, dear France? "

The king burst into a forced laugh.
"
Certainly, certainly," said he, kissing the countess' hand. Then

all at once,
"
To-morrow, at eleven? " added he.

" Yes— at breakfast."
"
Impossible, my dear countess."

"Impossible! Why?"
" I shall not breakfast here— I must return this evening."
" What! " said the countess, who felt an icy pang shoot through

her heart at these words; ," you are going to leave us, sire? "

" I am forced to do so, dear countess— I have to meet Sartines on

very important business. "

" As you please, sire; but you will at least sup here, I hope ?
"

"
Oh, yeSj I shall sup, I thiuk— yes, I am rather hungry— I shall

sup."
" Order supper, Chon," said the countess, making, at the same

time, a private signal to her, which, no doubt, referred to some pre-

vious arrangements. Chon left the room. The king had seen the

signal in a mirror, and, although he could not comprehend its mean-

ing, he suspected some snare.

"Ah! " said he,
" on second thoughts I think it will be impossi-

ble to stay even for supper — I must not lose a moment— I have

some papers to sign
— to-day is Saturday."

" As you please, sire— shall I order the horses'? "

"
Yes, fairest.

"

" Chon !
"

Chon re- appeared.
" His majesty's horses !

" said the countess.
"
Very well,

" said Chon, with a smile, and she left the room

again.
A moment afterward her voice was heard in the anteroom, order-

ing the king's carriage.
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CHAPTER XXXIII.

THE KING IS AMUSED.

The king, delighted at this exercise of his authority, which

punished the countess for leaving him alone so long, at the same

time that it freed him from the trouble of settling the affair of her

presentation, walked toward the door of the saloon.

Chon entered.
"
Well, are my attendants there ?

"

"
No, sire, there is not one of them in the anteroom."

The king advanced into the anteroom himself. " My attend-

ants !

"
cried he. No one answered ;

there seemed not to be even

an echo in the silent chateau.
" Who the deuce would believe," said the king, returning to the

saloon,
" that I am the grandson of the man who once said,

" I was

very near having to wait? ' " and he went to a window, opened it,

and looked out.

The space in front of the chateau was as deserted as the ante-

rooms— no horses, no attendants, no guards. Night alone dis-

played to the eyes and to the soul all its calmness and all its

majesty. The lovely moon shone brightly on the woods of Chatou,

whose lofty summits rustled gently like the waves of the sea rippled

by a breeze. The Seine, on whose bosom glittered a long line of

light, looked like a gigantic serpent trailing its slow length along,

its windings being visible from Bougival to liaisons— that is, for four

or five leagues; and then, in the midst of this heavenly scene, a

nightingale burst forth with such a sweet and varied song as she

only gives in the month of May, as if she felt that nature was

worthy of her music in the early days of spring alone — days which

are scarcely come ere they are gone.

All this beauty and harmony were lost on Louis XV.—a king not

much of a dreamer, a poet, or an artist, but, on the contrary, a good
deal of a sensualist.

"Come, countess," said he, considerably annoyed, "give the

necessary orders, I entreat— what the deuce !
— this jest must have

an end."

".Sire," replied the countess, with that charming, pouting air

which became her so well,
"

I do not command here."
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" Nor do I," replied the king,
" for you see how I am obeyed."

" It is neither you nor I who command. "

" Who is it, then ? Is it you, Chon?"
" I ?

" said the young lady, who was seated on a couch on the other

side of the apartment exactly opposite the countess, who occupied a

similar one on the near side. " I find the task of obeying so difficult

that I have no inclination for that of commanding."
" But who is the master, then? "

" The governor, sire, certainly.
"

"Monsieur Zainore? "

"Yes."

"Ah, very true ! Well, let some one ring for him."

The countess stretched out her arm with a most graceful air of

nonchalance to a silken cord ending in a tassel of beads. A foot-

man, who had no doubt received his lesson beforehand, was ready
in the anteroom and appeared.

" The governor," said the king.

"The governor," replied the valet, respectfully, "is on guard,

watching over his majesty's precious life.
"

"Where is he?"
"
Going his rounds, sire.

"

"
Going his rounds? "

repeated the king.

"Yes; with four officers, sire."

The king could not help smiling.
" That is droll enough," said he

;

" but it need not prevent my
horses from being harnessed immediately."

"
Sire, the governor ordered the stables to be closed, lest some

marauder might enter them."
" And where are my grooms ?

"

" Gone to bed, sire."

" Gone to bed ! By whose orders ?
"

" The governor's, sire."

" And the gates of the castle ?
"

" Are locked, sire."

"
Very well, then you must get the keys."

" The governor has them in his belt, sire."

" A well-guarded castle indeed. Peste, what order is kept !
"

The footman, seeing that the king erased to question him, re-

tired. The countess, reclining gracefully on a couch, continued to
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bite oft" the leaves of a beautiful rose, beside which her lips seemed
like coral. "

Come, sire,
" said she at length, with a fascinating

smile,
"

I must take compassion on your majesty; giveme your arm
and let us set out in search of some one to help you. Chon, light

the way."
Chon went before, ready to apprise them of any dangers which

they might encounter. At the very first turn in the corridor the

king's nose was saluted by an odor quite sufficient to awaken the

appetite of the most fastidious epicure.
"
Ah, ha! what is that, countess "I

" said he, stopping.
"
Oh, only supper, sire! I thought your majesty intended doing

me tne honor of supping at Luciennes, and I made arrangements
accordingly."

The king inhaled the gastronomic perfume two or three times,

while he called to mind that his stomach had already given him

certain tokens of its existence; then he thought what a fuss there

must be before his grooms could be awakened, that would take half

an hour at least; a quarter more to harness the horses; ten minutes

to reach Marly, and when at Marly, where he was not expected, he

should only get a put-off of a supper. All these things passed

through his mind as he stood at the dining-room door, inhaling the

seductive steam of the viands. Two covers were placed on the

table, which was splendidly lighted and sumptuously laid out.
" Peste! " said Louis,

"
you have a good cook, countess."

"
Oh, sire, this is merely his first effort

;
the poor devil has been

doing wonders to deserve your majesty's approbation. Indeed, he

is so sensitive, that he might perhaps, in his disappointment, cut

his throat, as poor Vatel did."
4i

Really ? Do you think so ?
"

" There was to be an omelet of pheasants' eggs on which he

especially prided himself."
" An omelet of pheasants' eggs? I adore omelets of pheasants'

eggs."
" What a pity you must go."
" Well, countess, we must not vex your cook," said the king,

laughing;
" and perhaps, whilst we are supping, Master Zainoro

may return from his rounds."

"Ah, sire, a capital idea," said the countess, unable to conceal

her delight at having gained this first step.
"
Come, sire, come."
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" But who will wait on us ?
" said the king, looking round in

vain for an attendant.
"
Ah, sire," said Madame Dubarry,

"
is your coffee less grateful

when presented to you by me? "

"
No, countess

;
and still more when you make it for me."

"
Well, come then, sire."

" Two covers only ! Has Chon supped, then "

"
Sire, I did not venture without your majesty's express com-

mand "

"
Come, come," said the king, taking a plate and cover from a

sideboard himself,
"
come, my little Chon; sit there opposite us."

"
Oh, sire !

" said Chon.
"
Yes, yes; play the very humble and very obedient subject, you

little hypocrite. Sit here, countess, near me— beside me. What a

beautiful profile you have !

"

" Is this the first time you have observed it, dear France? "

" How should I observe it, when I am so happy in looking at

your full countenance? Decidedly, countess, your cook is first-

rate. What soup !
"

" Then I was right in sending away the other? "

"
Quite right, quite right.

"

"
Sire, follow my example ; you see it will be to your advantage.

"

"
I do not understand you."

" I have turned off my Choiseul
;
xurn off yours.

"
Countess, no politics. Give me some Madeira."

The king held out his glass; the countess took up a decanter to

help him, and as she raised it up her white fingers and rosy nails

were seen to advantage.
" Pour gently and slowly," said the king.
" Not to shake the wine, sire ?

"

"
No, to give me more time to admire your hand."

"
Assuredly, sire," said the countess, laughing.

" Your majesty
is in the vein of making discoveries! "

"Faith, yes," said the king, now in perfect good-humor again,
" and think I am in the fair way of discovering"

"Anew world? "

"
No, I am not so ambitious; besides, I find a kingdom as much

as I can manage. No, only an isle, a little nook, an enchanted

mountain, a palace of which a certain fair lady will be the Arinida,
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and the entrance to which will be defended by all kinds of

mousters. "

"
Sire,

" said the countess, presenting the king with a glass of

iced champagne, a luxury quite new at that period,
" here is some

water just drawn from the river Lethe."
" The river Lethe, countess 1

? Are you sure? "

"
Yes, sire. It was poor Jean who brought it from the shades

below, from which, you know, he has just narrowly escaped."
"
Countess, I drink to his happy resurrection. But no politics, I

beg."
" Then I don't know what to talk about, sire. If you would relate

something— you, who have such a happy gift of telling a storyl
"

"
No, but I shall repeat you some verses."

"Verses?"
"
Yes, verses. Is there anything surprising in that word? "

I thought your majesty detested them."
" Parbleu! Out of each hundred thousand manufactured, ninety

thousand are against myself!
"

" And those which your majesty is going to give me belong to the

ten thousand which cannot even make you look favorable on the

ninety thousand."
"
No, countess, these are addressed to you."

"Tome? By whom?"
"By M. de Voltaire."
" He charged your majesty to deliver them? "

" Not at all. He sent them direct to your highness."
" How ? Without a cover? "

"
No, inclosed in a charming letter."

" Ah, I understand. Your majesty has been at work this morn-

ing with the postmaster. But read the verses, sire; read Monsieur

de Voltaire's verses."

Louis XV. opened the paper and read:

'Goddess of pleasure, spft queen of the graces,

Why blend, with the fetes which make I'aphos to ring,

Foul threat'ning suspicions and hideous disgraces—
The fate of a hero, oh, why should'st thou bring?

Still dear our Ulysses his country shall hold,

Tin- State's mighty bulwark — the monarch's delight,

None wiser in council, in battle more bold,

And Ilion can tell how restless his might:
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"Fair Venus, thy throne all the gods shall surround,

They beaaty celestial all tongues shall declare,

The roses ofjoy in thy path shall abound—
Then calm the rough waters and smile on our prayer.

Ah, why should thy anger burn fiercely and high
'Gainst the hero whom foemen still tremble to meet,

For, how can he draw from such beauty a sigh,

Save in breathing his vows as he kneels at her feet?
"

"
Decidedly, sire," said the countess, more piqued than gratified

by this poetical offering,
" Monsieur de Voltaire wishes to recom-

mend himself to your favor. "

" He loses his pains, then,
" said the king.

" He is a firebrand

who would burn Paris if he returned to it. Let him stay with his

friend, my cousin Frederick II.; we can do very well with Monsieur

liousseau. But take the verses, countess, and study them."

She took the paper, made a match of it, and laid it beside her

plate.
" Some tokay, sire,

" said Chon.
" From the vaults which supply his majesty the Emperor of

Austria," said the countess.
" From the emperor's vaults?" said the kiug.

" Pardieu ! no one

is supplied from them but myself.
"

"Very true, sire," said the countess; "so I had it from your
butler."

" Ah!" said the king,
" and you have seduced "

"
No, sire, I have ordered. "

" Well answered, countess! I was a fool."

" Will the king take coffee ?" asked Chon.

"Oh, certainly."
" Aud will his majesty burn it, as usual?" asked the countess.
" If the lady of the castle permit." The countess rose. "But

what are you doing
1?"

" I am going to wait on you myself."
"
Well," said the king, leaning back in his chair like a man who

had made an excellent supper, and whose humors were, therefore,

in a happy state of equilibrium.
"
Well, I see that my best plan is

to let you do as you like, countess."

The countess brought a silver stand, with a little coffeepot con-

taining the boiliDg mocha; she then placed before the king a plate
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on which was .1 silver cup and a carafe of Bohemian glass, and

beside the plate she laid the match which she had just folded.

The king, with that profound attention which he always bestowed

on this operation, calculated his sugar, measured his coffee, and,

having gently poured on it the brandy, so that it swam on the sur-

face, he took the little roll of paper, lighted it at a candle, and

communicated the flame to the liquor. Five minutes afterward h,'

enjoyed his coffee with all the delight of a finished epicure.

The countess looked on till he had finished the last drop ;
then

she exclaimed,
"
Oh, sire, you have burned your coffee with M. do

Voltaire's verses. That is a bad omen for the Choiseuls !
"

"
I was wrong," said he laughing;

"
you are not a fairy, you are

a demon."

The countess rose.

" Does your majesty wish to know whether the governor has

returned ?
"

" Zamore ? Bah ! for what purpose ?
'

" To allow you to go to Marly, sire."

"True," said the king, making a great effort to rouse himself

from that state of comfort in which he found himself. "Well,

countess, let us see, let us see !

"

The countess made a sign to Chon, who vanished.

The king began his search for Zamore again; but, it must be con-

fessed with very different feelings from those which had before

influenced him. Philosophers say that we behold things either dark

or bright, according to the state of our stomachs, and, as kings have

stomachs like other men, in general
— indeed, not so good as other

^aen, but still communicating the sensation of comfort or discomfort

to the rest of the body in the same manner— our king appeared in

the most charming humor which it was possible for a king to be in;

and his search ended without his discovering Zamore, and without

his being displeased at his want of success.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

VOLTAIRE AND ROUSSEAU.

At ten o'clock the next morning, the king, though he had supped
so well, began to think of breakfast; but, going to a window, he

saw his carriage and all his attendants ready for his departure.
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Zamore, with folded arms, was giving, or pretending to give,

orders.
" "What is this, countess? " said be. " Are we not to breakfast?

One would tbink you were going to send me away fasting !
"

" Heaven forbid, sire; but I thought your majesty bad to meet
Monsieur de Sartines at Marly."

" Pardieu !
" said the king,

" could not Sartines be told to come
here ? It is so near !

"

" Your majesty will do me the honor to believe that that idea

occurred to me before your majesty.
"

"And, besides, the morning is too fine for work; let us break-

fast."
" Your majesty must first give me a few signatures for myself."
" For the Countess de Beam ?

"

" Yes
;
and then name the day and the hour."

"What day and hour? "

" The day and hour for my presentation.
"

" Ma foi," said the king,
"

it must be so, I suppose. Fix the day
yourself."

"
Sire, tbe sooner the better."

" Is all ready ?
"

" Yes. "

" You have learned to make your three curtsies? "
"

I have practiced them for more than a year."
" You have your dress? "

" In twenty-four hours it will be ready."
" And you have your chaperon ? "

" In an hour she will be here."
" And now

, countess, for a bargain !
"

" What is it ? "

" That you will never again speak of that affair of the Viscount

Jean with the Baron de Taverney.
"

" Must I sacrifice the poor viscount? "

"
Yes, faitb !

"

"Well, sire, I shall speak no more of it. The day? n

" The day after to-morrow."

"The hour?"
"
Half-past ten at night, as usual."

"It is settled?"
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"It is settled."

"On your royal word? "

"On the word of a gentleman."
" Give me your hand on it, France !

" and Madame Dubarry held

out her pretty little hand, in which the king placed his own.

This morning all Lnciennes felt the gayot y of its master. He had

yielded on one point on which he had loug before determined to

yield ;
hut then he had gained another. This was certainly a- decided

advantage. He would give one hundred thousand crowns to Jean

on condition that he went to chink the waters of the Pyrenees, in

Auvergne; that would pass for banishment in the eyes of the Choi-

seul party. There were louis-d'ors that morning for the poor, cakes

for the carps, and praises for Boucher's paintings.

Eleven o'clock struck. The countess, although attending assidu-

ously to the king at his breakfast, could not help looking, from time

to time, at the clock, which moved too slowly for her wishes. His

majesty had taken the trouble to say, that when the Countess de

Beam arrived she was to be shown into the breakfast-room. The
coffee was served, tasted, drunk, still she came not. Suddenly the

tramping of a horse's feet was heard. The countess ran to a win-

dow. It was a messenger from the viscount, who leaped from his

horse reeking with foam. At sight of him she felt a chill run through
her veins, for she knew all could not be right; but it was necessary
to hide her uneasiness in order to keep the king in good-humor.
She returned to his side and sat down.

A moment afterward Ohon entered with a note in her hand.

There was no means of escape ; it must be read before the king.
" What is that, sweet Chon? " said the king.

" A love letter? "

"
Oh, certainly, sire."

" From whom? "

" From the poor viscount."
" Are you quite certain? "

" Look at it, sire."

The king recognized the writing, and, thinking the note might
contain something about the Lachaussee affair,

"
Very well," said

he, pushing it aside,
"
very well— that is enough."

The countess was on thorns.
"

Is the note for me? " she asked.

"Yes, countess."
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" Will your majesty permit me "

" Oh, yes; read it, read it, and in the meantime Chon will repeat
'Haitre Corbeau' to me." So saying he pulled her on his knee and

began to sing, sadly out of tune, indeed, for Rousseau has recorded

that Louis had the worst ear in his kingdom.
The countess retired into the recess of a window and read the

following epistle
•

" Do you not expect the old wretch; she pretends that she scalded

her foot yesterday, and is obliged to keep her room. You may
thank Chon's most opportune arrival yesterday for this. The old

wretch recognized her immediately, and so put an end to our little

comedy.
" It was fortunate that that little wretch, Gilbert, who is the

cause of this misfortune, was lost. I would have wrung his neck

about ! However, he may be assured it is in store for him, if ever

he cross my path.
" But to return to the point

— come to Paris at once, or we
are lost. "Jean."
"What is the matter?" inquired the king, surprised at the

sudden paleness which overspread the countess' face.

"
Nothing, sire

;
it is only a bulletin of Jean's health."

" Does not the dear viscount get better, then? "

"Oh, yes, thank you, sire, much better," said the pountess.
" But I hear a carriage enter the courtyard.

"

"
Oh, our old countess, I suppose !

"

"
No, sire, it is M. de Sartines."

"
Well, what then? " exclaimed the king, seeing that Madame

Dubarry was moving toward the door.
" Well, sire, I shall leave you with him and go to dress."

" And what about the Countess de Beam ? "

" When she comes, sire, I shall let your majesty know,
"
replied

the countess, crumpling the viscount's note in the pocket of her

dressing-gown.
" Then you abandon me? " said the king, with a melancholy air.

"
Sire, remember this is Sunday ;

• you have papers to sign.
" So

saying she presented her fresh and rosy cheeks to the king, who

kissed them, and she left the room.

"Devil take all signatures," said the king, "and those who

bring them ! Who was it that invented ministers and portfolios?
"
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He had scarcely finished this malediction, when the minister and

the portfolio entered by a door opposite that by which the couutess

hail departed. The king si»hed again, more deeply than before.

"Ah, are you there, Sartines? " said he. " How very punctual

you are."

This was said in a tone which left it very doubtful whether the

words were intended as a eulogium or a reproach.

The minister opened his portfolio, and busied himself in taking
out and arranging his papers. Just then the sound of the wheels

of a carriage was heard, grating on the sand of the avenue.

"Wait a little, Sartines," said the king, and he ran to the

window.
"
What," said he,

" the countess is driving off! "

" Tt is she, indeed, sire," said the minister.
" But is she not going to wait for the Countess de Beam? "

"
Sire, I am inclined to think she is tired of waiting, and goes to

find her."
" Yet the old lady had decided on coming this morning."
"

Sire, I am almost certain that she will not come."
" Then you know something about the matter, Sartines? "

"
Sire, 1 am obliged to know a little about everything, otherwise

your majesty would be dissatisfied with me."
"
Well, what has happened ? Tell me, Sartines."

" To the old countess, sire ?
"

"Yes."
" A very common case, sire

;
difficulties have arisen."

" Then the Countess de Beam really will not come? "

" Hum ! there was rather more certainty of it yesterday evening
than there is this morning."
"Poor countess," said the king, unable, in spite of himself, to

conceal a gleam of satisfaction which sparkled in his eyes.
"
Ah, sire, the quadruple alliance and the family compact were

trifles in comparison with this presentation!
"

" Poor countess! "
repeated the king, shaking his head,

" she will

never accomplish her purpose."
"

I fear it, sire, unless your majesty concerns yourself about it."

" She was so certain that now all was in the right train."

"And what makes the matter worse for the countess," said M. do
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Sartines,
"

is, that if she be not presented before the arrival of the

dauphiness it is probable she never will be presented at all."
" More than probable ! Sartines, you are right. They say that

my daughter-in-law is very strict, very devout, very prudish. Pour

countess !
"

"
It will certainly annoy her very much, sire, if she be not pre-

sented : but, on the other hand, it will relieve your majesty from

many annoyances."
" Do you tbink so, Sartines ?

"

"
Oh, yes, sire ! The envious, the libelers, the ballad-mongers,

the flatterers, the journalists, will not have so much to say. If she

was presented, sire, it would cost us at least one hundred thousand

francs additional for the police."

"Indeed? Poor countess! And yet she wishes so much to be

presented.
"

" Your majesty knows you have only to command and her wishes

will be gratified."

"What do you mean, Sartines? Do you imagine that I could

meddle in such an affair? Can I, by signing an order, make people

polite to Madame Dubarry? Is it you, Sartines, a man of sense,

who advise such an innovation to satisfy the whims of the count-

ess?"

"Oh, by no means, sire! I merely say, as your majesty says,

poor countess! "

"
Besides," said the king,

" her position is not so desperate, after

all. You always look at things on the dark side, Sartines. Who
can tell whether the Countess de Beam may not change her mind?

Who can be certain that the dauphiness will arrive so soon? It will

take four days yet before she can reach Compiegne, and in four days
much may be done. Let me see. Have you anything for me to do

this morning, Sartines? "

"
Oh, your majesty, only three papers to sign.

" And the minis-

ter of police drew out the first from his portfolio.
"
Oh," said the king,

" a lettre-de-cachet."
"
Yes, sire."

" And against whom? "

" Your majesty may see."
"
Oh, against the Sieur Rousseau. What Rousseau is that, Sar-

tines, and what has he done :'

"
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"
Done, sire! Written Le Contrat Social.

"

"
Oh, then it is Jean-Jacques whom you wish to shut up in the

Bastile?"
"

Sire, he disturbs the public peace."
u And what the deuce did you expect he would do? "

"
Besides, I don't propose to shut hire up."

" Of what use is this letter, then? "

"
Sire, merely to have a weapon ready.

,f

" Not that I am at all fond of your philosophers, mark ye."
" Your majesty has good cause not to love them."
" But people will exclaim against us. Besides, I think we

authorized him to come to Paris. "

"No, sire; we said we should tolerate him on condition that he

did not appear in public."
" And does he appear in public ?

"

" He is always to be seen. "

" In his Armenian dress? "

" Oh, no, sire
;
we ordered him to lay it aside."

" And he obeyed !
"

"
Yes, but complaining loudly, all the time, of our persecution."

" And how does he dress now ?
"

"
Oh, like other people, sire."

" Then he cannot be so much remarked ?
"

"
What, sire, a man who has been forbidden to appear in public

not remarked! And then, only guess where he goes every day!
"

" To the Marshal de Luxembourg's, to Monsieur d'Alembert's, to

.Madame d'Epinay's?
"

"To the Cafe de la Regence, sire ! TTe plays chess there every

evening. He must be mad upon that point, for he always loses,

and it requires, every evening, a company of soldiers to keep order

among the crowds around the house"
"
Well," said the king,

" the Parisians are even greater fools than

I thought them. Let them go on amusing themselves in that way,

Sartines; while they do so, they will not shout starvation! "

"
But, sire, if, some fine day, he should take it into his head to

make a speech,
-

as he did in London ?
"

"oh, in that case, as there would be criminality and public

infringement of the laws, you would not require a lettre-de-cachet,

Sartines."
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The minister saw that the king did not wish the arrest of Rousseau
to rest on the royal responsibility, so he did not press the matter
farther.

"
But, sire,'' said he,

" there is another philosopher."
"
Another,

"
replied the king, languidly, "shall we never have

done with them ?
"

"
Ah, sire, it is they who have never doue with us! "

" And who is this one ?
""

" Monsieur de Voltaire."
" Has he also returned to France? "

"
No, sire; it would he much better, perhaps, that he had, for

then we could watch him."
" What has he been doing?

"

"
It is not he who has been doing anything, it is his partisans;

they are actually going to have a statue erected in his honor!"
"
Equestrian, I suppose?"

"
No, sire; and yet I assure you he is a famous captor of towns !

"

The king shrugged his shoulders.
"

Sire, there has not been seen such a one since Poliorcetes," con-

tinued Sartines. " He obtains information from all quarters; his

writings reach all quarters ; the highest persons in your kingdom
*urn smugglers for the sake of his books. I seized, the other day,

eight boxes full of them; two were addressed to the Duke de

Choiseul."
" It is very amusing !

"

"Sire, only reflect that they are now doing for him what is only
done for kings, they are decreeing him a statue."

"Sartines, statues are not decreed by others for kings; they
decree them to themselves. And who is to make this fine work of

art?"
" The sculptor Pigale. He has set out for Forney, to execute the

model. In the meantime, subscriptions are pouring in ; and observe,

siie, it is only authors who are permitted to subscribe. All come
with their offerings; they make quite a procession every day.

Even Rousseau brought his two louis-d'ors. "

"Well," said the king, "what can I do in the matter? I am
not an author; it does not concern me."

"
sire, I thought of proposing to your majesty to put ah end, by

royal command, to this demonstration."
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" I shall take good care not to do any such thing, Sartines.

Instead of decreeing hiiu a bronze statue, they would then decree

him one of gold. Let them alone. Mon Dieu, he will look even

uglier in bronze than in flesh and blood !

"

" Then your majesty desires that the matter should take its own
course !

"

"Let us understand one another, Sartines! Desire is not the

word. I should be "very glad to put an end to these things, cer-

tainly; but how can I. It is impossible. The time is passed when

royalty could say to the spirit of philosophy, as God says to the

ocean,
' Thus far shalt thou go and no farther !

' To blame loudly

but uselessly
— to aim a blow, but strike short of our aim— chat

would only serve to show our own weakness. Let us turn away our

eyes, Sartines, and pretend not to see."

The minister sighed.
" At least, sire," said he, "if we do not punish the men, let

us suppress their works. Here is a list of books which, in my
opinion, should instantly be proscribed; some attack the throne,

some the altar; some teach rebellion, others sacrilege."

The king took the list, and read in a languid voice :

" The Sacred Contagion ; or, the Natural History of Superstition.
" The System of Nature ; or, Laws of the Physical and Moral

World.
" Instructions of the Capuchin at Ragusa, to Brother Pcdicutoso,

on his setting out for the Holy Land. "

He had not read one-forth of the list, when he let it fall, while an

expression of sadness and dejection overspread his usually unmoved
countenance, lie remained thoughtful, and for some minutes seemed

quite overcome.
"
Sartines," said he at last,

" one might as well undertake to move
the world. Let others try it."

The minister looked at him with that perfect understanding of

his wishes which the king loved in those who approached him, as it

saved him the trouble of thinking and acting.

"A tranquil life, sire," said he, "a tranquil life — is not that

what your majesty wishes? "

The king nodded.

"Oh, yes!
" said he. "I ask nothing else from your philoso-

phers, encyclopedists, thaumaturgi, illumiuati, poets, economists,
'9
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journalists— tribes that come one knows not whence— that

are always bustling, writing, croaking, calumniating, calculating,

preaching, complaining. Let them be crowned— let statues be

raised to them— let temples be built to them — but let them leave

me in peace."
Sartines arose, bowed, and left the apartment, muttering, as he

went :

"
It is fortunate we have on our money

' Domine salvum fac

regem.'
"

Then the king, now left to himself, took a pen, and wrote to the

dauphin the following lines :

" You have requested me to hasten the arrival of her royal high-
ness the dauphiness, and I wish to gratify you.

"
I have ordered that there shall be no stay made at Noyon, con-

sequently on Tuesday morning she will be at Compiegne.
"

I shall be there myself precisely at ten o'clock— that is to say, a

quarter of an hour before her."
"
Thus," said he to himself,

"
I shall get rid of that foolish affair

of the presentation, which annoys me more than Voltaire and

Rousseau, and all the philosophers, past, present and to come. The
affair will then be between the poor countess, the dauphin and

dauphiness. Ma foi. it is only fair that young minds, with strength
for it, should contend with these vexations, hatreds and revenges!
Children should early learn to suffer; it is an exellent part of edu-

cation."

Delighted at having thus got rid of the difficulty, and certain

that he would not be reproached with either favoring or hindering
this presentation, about which all Paris was occupied, the king
entered his carriage and drove off to Marly, where the court was

waiting for him.

CHAPTER XXXV.

CHAPERON AND DEBUTANTE.

The poor countess— let us continue to apply the epithet which

the king had given her, for at this moment she truly deserved it—
the poor countess hurried like one in despair to Paris. Chon, terri-

fied by Jean's paragraph concerning Gilbert, shut herself up in the

boudoir at Luciennes to hide her grief and anxiety, lamenting the

fatal whim which induced her to pick up Gilbert on the high-road.
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Having reached the outskirts of Paris, the countess found a coach

awaiting her. In the coach were Viscount Jean and a lawyer, with

whom he seemed to be arguing in the most energetic manner. The
moment he perceived the countess ho leaped out, and made a sign

to his sister's coachman to stop.
"
Quick, countess !

" said he. "
Quick ; get into my carriage and

drive to the Rue Saint-Germain-des-Pres !

"

" Is the old lady going to give us the slip ? " said Madame

Dubarry, changing carriages, while the lawyer, on a sign from the

viscount, followed her example.
" I fear it, countess,

"
replied Jean. " I fear she is giving us a

Roland for our Oliver."
" But what has happened ? "

" You shall hear. I stayed in Paris because I am always suspi-

cious, and in this case I was not wrong, as you will see. At nine

last night I went prowling about the inn of the Coq Chantant. All

quiet
— no movement — no visitors; all looked well. Consequently

T thought I might go home to bed — and to bed I went. This morn-

ing I awoke at break of day. I roused Patrice, and ordered him to

go and keep watch at the corner of the street. Well, at nine—
observe, that was an hour sooner than I had appointed — I drove up
to the hotel. Patrice had seen nothing to cause the least anxiety,

so I boldly walked upstairs. At the door of the countess' room a

maid-servant stopped me, and told me that the countess could not

leave the house to-day, and perhaps it would be eight days before

she could move from her apartment. I confess that, although pre-

pared for some rebuff, I was not for that! '

What,' cried I,
' she

cannot go out ! What is the matter ?
' ' She is ill.

7 ' 111 ? Impos-
sible! Yesterday she was perfectly well.' '

Yes, sir, but madamo
likes to make her own chocolate; and this morning, when it was

boiling, she spilled it over her foot, and she is scalded. On hearing
the countess' cries I hastened in, and I found her nearly fainting. I

carried her to her bed, and I think she is at present asleep.' I was
as white as your lace, countess, and could not help crying out,

' It

is a lie!' '

No, my dear Viscount Dubarry,' replied a sharp voice,

which seemed to pierce the very wall,
'

it is not a lie! I am in

horrible- pain.' I sprang to the side whence the voice came and

burst through a glass door which I could not open — the old count-

ess was really in bed. '

Ah, niadame !
' I exclaimed— but it was
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all I could utter; I was in such a rage ! I could have strangled her

•with pleasure.
' Look there,' said she, pointing to an old kettle

which was lying on the floor,
' there is the coffee-pot that did all

the mischief.' I flew to the coffee-pot and stamped on it with both

feet; it will make no more chocolate, I can answer for it.
' What

a misfortune !
' cried the old lady, piteously;

'
it must be the Baron-

ess d'Alogny who will present your sister. But what can we do ?

It was so written, as the Easterns say.'
"

" Heavens ! Jean you drive me to despair !
" exclaimed the

countess.
"
Oh, I do not depair yet, if you go to her; it was for that that I

sent for you.
"

" But why do you not despair !"

" Why ! Because you are a woman, and can do what I cannot
;

you can make the dressing be taken off, and, if you discover that it

it an imposture, you can tell her that her son shall never be any-

thing but a clown—'that she shall never touch a farthing from the

estate of the Saluces —in short, you can play off the imprecations of

Camilla on her much better than I the fury of Orestes. "

'' Is this all a jest?" cried the countess.
"
No, I assure you.

"

" And where does our sibyl lodge ?
"

" At the Coq Chantant, Rue Saint-Germain-des-Pres, a great

black house, with a monstrous cock painted on an iron plate. When
the iron creaks the cock crows."

" I shall have a dreadful scene with her. "

" No doubt of it
;
but you must take your chance. Shall I go with

you?"
" No

; you would spoil all."

" Just what our lawyer said; I was consulting him on that point

when you drove up. For your information, I may tell you that he

says to beat a person in his own house renders you liable to fine and

imprisonment, while to beat him out of it
"

" Is nothing?" said the countess. " You know that better than

any one else."

Jean grinned an ugly smile.

"
Debts," said he,

" that are long in being paid, are paid with

interest, and if ever I meet my man again
"

"
I would much rather, at present, speak of my womau!"
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" I have nothing more to tell you, so be off!"

"But where will you wait for me? "

" In the inn itself. T shall ask for a bottle of wine, and sit there,

in case you want a helping hand."
" Drive on coachman," cried the countess.
" Rue Saint-Germain-des-Pres, at the sign of the Coq Chantant,"

added the viscount.

In a quarter of an hour they were in the street honored by possess-

ing the Coq Chantant. At some distance from the inn Madame

Dubarry left her carriage and proceeded on foot. She feared that

the noise of the wheels might put the old lady on the alert, that she

might suspect what visitor was coming, and might have time to

hide.

Alone, then, she entered the gaping porch of the inn. No one

saw her until she was at the foot of the staircase
;
there she en-

countered the hostess.
" The Countess de Beam ? " said she.

" She is very ill, madame, and cannot see any one."
" Yes. I am aware

;
and I came to know exactly how she is."

And, light as a bird, she was at the top of the stairs in a moment.
"
Madame, madame,

" cried the hostess,
" a lady is going to

force her way into your room. "

" "Who is she ?
" asked the old lady, from a distant part of th^

room.

"I," said the favorite, appearing on the threshold with a fact,

perfectly suited to the occasion, for she first smiled out of compli-

ment, and then looked sad, by way of condolence.
" You here, madame? " exclaimed the old lady, turning pale.
"
Yes, dear madame, I came to express my sympathy for your

misfortune, of which I have just heard. Pray tell me how this acci-

dent happened."
"
But, madame, I dare not ask you to sit down in such a miserable

place as this.

" I know, madame, that you have a castle in Touraine, and can

excuse your being obliged to receive your friends here in an inn."

And she sat down so determinedly that the old lady saw she must

allow her to have her way.
" You seem in great pain, madame," said the favorite.

"
Oh, in dreadful pain !

"
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"The right leg? But, good heavens, how did you manage to

scald it '.

"

"Nothing more simple. I held the chocolate kettle in my hand,
the handle gave way, and I received the hoihng water on my
ankle. "

" How shocking !
"

The old lady sighed.
"
Tes, shocking indeed," said she. " But

this is always the case; misfortunes never come singly."
" You are aware that the king expected you this morning?

"

"Oh. madame, that intelligence makes my sufferings infinitely

greater."
" His majesty is far from satisfied, madame, that you did not pay

your visit."

" But the pain I am in will be sufficient apology, and I trust yet
to be able to offer to his majesty my very humble excuses."

"I do not tell you that to cause you any vexation." said the

countess, seeing that the old lady was assuming a little formality,
" but merely to let you know that his majesty felt grateful for the

offer you made me."
" You see, madame, that it is now impossible for me to fulfill it."
"
Certainly; but may 1 ask you a question '!

"

"
I shall be delighted to hear it."

" Does not your present state arise from your having experienced
some sudden agitation .'

"

"Very possibly," said the old lady, bowing slightly; "I must

acknowledge that I was deeply moved by your gracious reception
of me."

"
Yes; but there was another thing besides."

" Another thing? Nothing that 1 know of, madame."

"Oh, yes; an unexpected meeting with a person on leaving my
house."

"
I did not meet any one; T was in your brother's carriage."

" Before getting into the carriage?
"

The old lady seemed to be tasking her memory.
" Just as you were going down the stairs to the vestibule? "

The old lady seemed more intent in trying to recall the events of

yesterday.
' :

Yes," said the favorite, rather impatiently,
" some one entered

the court as you left my house."
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"
I am so unfortunate, madame, as not to be able to recollect any

one entering."

"A lady; now you remember."
"

I am so short-sighted that at two paces from me, madame, I

cannot distinguish any one."

"Oh, bo! " said the favorite to herself;
" she is too cunning for

me! I shall never succeed by these means. Come— to the point

at once. Then since you did not see the lady," she continued

aloud,
"

I must tell you that she is my sister-in-law, Mademoiselle

Dubarry."
"
Oh, very well, madame: but as I have never had the pleasure

of seeing her "

"
Yes,

"
interrupted the other,

"
you have seen her, only when you

saw her it was under the name of Flageot.
"

" So! " cried the old lady, with a bitterness which she could not

dissemble.
" So that pretended Mademoiselle Flageot, who caused

me to undertake the journey to Paris, is your sister-in-law? "

" She is, madame."
" And who seut her to me ?

"I did."
" To mystify me ? "

"
No, to serve you, while at the same time you should serve me."

The old lady bent her thick gray eyebrows.
"

I do not think,"
said she,

" her visit will turn out very profitable to me."
" Did the vice-chancellor receive you ill, then, madame? "

" Empty promises."
" But it seems to me that I offered you something more tangible

than promises."
" Madame, God disposes, though man proposes."
41
Come, madame, let us view the matter seriously. You have

scalded your foot !

"

" Scalded it very badly."
" Could you not, in spite of this accident — painful, no doubt, but,

after all, nothing dangerous—make an effort to bear the journey

to Luciennes in my carriage, and stand before his majesty for one

minute .'

"

" It is quite impossi'ole, madame."
"

Is the injury bo very serious? "

"
Serious, indeed. "
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" And pray who dresses it for you and nurses you ?
"

" Like all housekeepers, I'have excellent receipts for hums, and I

dress it myself.
"

"
Might I take tbe liberty of requesting to see your specific?

"

"
Oh, yes, it is in that phial on the table."

"Hypocrite," thought tbe countess,
" to carry her dissimulation

to such a point ! She is as cunning as a fox, but I shall match her.

Madame," added she, aloud
;

"
I also have an excellent oil for acci-

dents of this kind; but, before applying it, it is necessary to know
what kind of scald it is— whether it is inflamed, or blistered, or the

skin broken."
"
Madame, the skin is broken," said the old lady.

"
Oh, heavens, how you must suffer ! Shall I apply my oil to it ? "

" With all my heart, madame. Have you brought it ?
"

"
No, but I shall seud for it. In the meantime, I must see the

state of your leg.
"

"
Oh, madame,

" exclaimed the old lady,
"

I could not think of

permitting you to see such a spectacle. I know too well what is due
to good manners."

"
Delightful !

"
thought Madame Dubarry.

" She is now fairly

caught." Then she added,
" Where we can serve our fellow-beings,

madame, we must not stand on etiquette," and she stretched out

her hand toward the old lady's leg, which was extended on the sofa.

Madame de Beam uttered a scream of pain.

"Very well acted," said Madame Dubarry to herself, watching
her every feature distorted with anguish.

"How you frightened me, madame," said the old lady; "it

is almost death to me to touch it;
"
and, with pale cheeks and half-

closed eyes, she leaned back as if nearly fainting.
" Do you allow me to look at it ?

"

"If you choose, madame," said the old lady, in a weak and

suffering voice.

Madame Dubarry did not lose an instant; she took out the pins

in the bandages and rapidly unrolled them. To her great surprise,

she was permitted to go on. " When it comes to the last covering,"

thought she, "she will scream and try to prevent me from seeing

it
; but, though she kill herself calling on me to stop, I will see the

leg !

" and she proceeded in her task.

Madame de Beam groaned, but offered no resistance.
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At last the bandages were untied, the last covering was removed,

and a real wound caused by a scald lay before Madame Dubarry's

eyes. Here ended the old lady's diplomacy. Livid and inflamed, the

wouud spoke for itself. The Countess de Beam might have seen

and recognized Chon
;
but if so, her courage and determination

raised her far above Portia and Mutius Scevola. Madame Dubarry

gazed at her in silent admiration. The old lady, now somewhat

recovered, enjoyed her victory to the utmost; her inflamed eye

brooded with satisfaction on the countess kneeling at her feet.

.Madame Dubarry replaced the bandages with that delicate care

which women exercise toward the suffering, placed the limb once

more on its cushion, and took her seat beside the couch.

"Come, rnadame," said she,
" I see of what you are capable,

and I beg your pardon for not having begun this subject in the way
in which I ought with such a woman as you. Make your own con-

ditions."

The eyes of the old lady sparkled, but it was only for a moment.
" In the first place," said she,

" state what your wishes are, and

then I shall see if I can be of any service to you."

"Madame, I wish to be presented at Versailles by you, though it

cost you another hour of the horrible suffering you have endured

this morning."
The Countess dc Beam listened unflinchingly.

"
Anything else,

madame? " said she.

" That is all. Now for your turn. "

"
I must have," replied Madame de Beam, with a decision which

showed clearly that she treated with the countess as one power
with another,

"
T must have the two hundred thousand francs of

my lawsuit secured to me."

"But if you gain your cause, you will then have four hundred

thousand."
"
No; for I look on the disputed two hundred thousand as mine

already, and the other two hundred thousand I shall reckon as

merely an additional piece of good fortune to that of possessing

the lmnor of your acquaintance.
"

" You shall have them, madame. Well ?
"

"
I have a son, whom I love, tenderly, madame. Our house has

already been distinguished by military genius; but, born to com-
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mand, we make but indifferent subalterns. My son must have a

company immediately, and next year a colonel's commission."
" Who will pay all the necessary expenses, madame?

"

" The king. You perceive that if I expended on my son the sum
which I am to receive from you, I should be as poor to-morrow as I

am to-day."
" At the lowest, I may reckon that at six hundred thousand

francs."
" Four hundred thousand, supposing the commission worth two

hundred thousand, which is a high estimate."
" This shall be granted you also."
"

I have now to request from the king payment for a vineyard in

Touraine, containing four acres, which the engineers deprived me
of eleven years ago in making a canal."

" But they paid you then ?
"

"
Yes, they paid me according to the valuator's estimate, but I

value it at just double the sum."
"
Well, you shall be paid a second time. Is that all? "

" Excuse me. I am out of cash, as you may suppose, madame,
and I owe Master Flageot something about nine thousand francs."

" Nine thousand francs! "

" Yes. It is absolutely necessary to pay him. He is an excellent

lawyer.
"

"
I have not the least doubt of it, madame. Well, I shall pay

these nine thousand francs out of my own private purse. I hope

you will acknowledge that I am accommodating."
"
Perfectly accommodating. But I think I have also proved that

I wish to serve you."
"

I have only to regret that you scalded yourself," replied the

favorite, with a smile.
"

I do not regret it, madame, since, in spite of the accident, my
devotion to your interests will, I trust, give me strength to be useful

to you."
" Let ns sum up," said Madame Dubarry.
" Pardon me, one moment. I had forgotten one thing. Alas! it

is so long since 1 have been at court that I have no dress tit for it."

"
I foresaw that, madame, and yesterday, after your departure, I

ordered a dress for you. To-morrow, at noon, it will be ready."
" I have no diamonds. "
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" Boomer & Bossange will give you to-morrow, on my order, a

Bet of ornaments worth two hundred and ten thousand livres, which
the following day they will take back at two hundred thousand.

Thus your indemnity will be paid."
"
Very well, madame. I have nothing more to wish. "

"
I am delighted to hear it."

"
However, about my son's commission ? "

" His majesty will give it you himself."
" And for the attendant expenses ?

"

" The order will be given with the commission."

"Quite right. There now only remains about the vineyard—
four acres "

"How much were they worth? "

" Six thousand livres an acre; it was excellent land."
" I will now subscribe an obligation to pay you twenty-four thou-

sand livres, which will be about the whole."

"There is the writing-desk, madame."
"

I shall do myself the honor to hand the desk to you.
"

"To me?"
"
Yes, that you may write a little letter to his majesty which I

shall dictate; a fair return, you know."
"
Very true," replied the old lady ; and, arranging her paper and

taking a pen, she waited. Madame Dubarry dictated:

"Sike: The happiness which I feel on learning that your majesty has accepted

my offer to present my dear friend, the Countess Dubarry
"

The old lady made a grimace and her pen began to spit.
" You have a bad pen," said the favorite;

"
you must change it."

"
It is unnecessary, madame

;
I shall get accustomed to it."

" Do you think so ?
"

" Yes."

Madame Dubarry continued:

—"Emboldens ine to solicit your majesty to look on me with a favorable eye,

when I shall appear at Versailles to morrow, as you have deigned to permit me to

do. I venture to hope, sire that I merit your majesty's favor, inasmuch as 1 am
allied to a house every chief of which has shed his blood for the princes of your

: race.''

'• Now sign, if you please," said the favorite.

And the countess signed :

"Anastasik Euphemie Rodolpiie,
(JOUxYO.SS DB liKAKN."
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The old lady wrote with a firm baud, in great letters, half an inch

long, and sprinkled her letter with a sufficient quantity of aristo-

cratic mistakes in orthography.
When she had signed, still holding the letter fast with one hand,

she passed with the other the paper, pen and ink to Madame
Dubarry, who iu a little straight, sharp hand signed the obligation
to pay the sums above stated.

Then she wrote a letter to Bremer & Bossange, the crown jewel-

ers, requesting them to give the bearer the set of diamond and

emerald ornaments called Louise, because thev had belonged to the

Princess Louise, aunt to the dauphin, who sold them to obtain funds

for her charities.

That done, the ladies exchanged their papers.
"
Now," said Madame Dubarry,

''

give me a proof of your friend-

ship, my dear countess."
" With all my heart, madame."
" I am sure that if you come to me, Tronchin will c: re you in less

than three days. Come, then, and you can at the same time try my
oil, which is really excellent, "

"
Well, but do not let me detain you, madame," said the prudent

old lady.
"

I have some matters to settle here before I can set out. "

" Then you refuse me "

" On the contrary, madame, I accept your invitation, but not at

this moment. It is just now striking one o'clock by the abbey

clock; give me until three, and at five precisely I shall be at

Luciennes. "

" Permit ray brother, then, to return with the carriage at three."

"Certainly."
" In the meantime take care of yourself."
" Fear nothing ; you have my word, and, though my death should

be the consequence, I shall present you to-morrow at Versailles. "

"
Good-by. then, my dear madame."

"
Good-by, my charming friend."

And so saying they parted, the old lady with her foot still on the

cushion and her hand on her papers; the countess in better spirits

than on her arrival, but certainly rather vexed that she had not

been able to make better terms with an old woman from the coun-

try
— she who could outwit the Kins;' of France when she chose.

Passing by the door of the principal saloon. she saw Jean, who,
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doubtless merely to prevent any one harboring suspicions as to the

cause of his long stay, was talcing a second bottle of wine. Per-

ceiving his sister he jumped up from his chair and ran after her.

"Wellt "cried he.
'•

Well, I may say, as Marshal Saxe once said to his majesty in

the battlefield of Fontenoy, 'Sire, learn from this spectacle how

dearly a victory may be purchased.'
"

'' Then we have conquered?"
'*

Yes, only it costs us about a million. "

Jean made a frightful grimace.
"
Why, I had no chance ;

I must either take her at that or give
her up.

"

'' But it is abominable."
" It is as I tell you; and, perhaps, if you make her angry, she

will make us pay double."
" Pardieu ! What a woman! "

"' She is a Roman!"
"She is a Greek!"
: Never mind! Greek or Roman, be ready to bring her to

Luciennes at three o'clock. I shall never be easy until I have her

Under lock and key."
"

I shall not stir from this," said Jean.
Li And I, on my side, shall hasten to prepare everything," said the

count ess.

She sprang into her carriage.

"To Luciennes!" said she. " To-morrow I shall say, to Marly !"

Jean followed the carriage with his eyes.
" We cost France a

pretty little sum,
" said he. " No matter, it is very flattering for the

Dubairies."

CIIAPTER XXXVI.

MARSHAL RICHELIEU'S FIFTH CONSPIRACY.

TnE king returned to hold his court at Marly as usual. Less the

slave of etiquette than Louis XIV., who sought, even in the evening

parties of his courtiers, means of exhibiting his power, Louis XV.

sought in them only news, of which he was inordinately fond, and,
above all, a variety of faces around him, a gratification which he

preferred to all others, particularly if they were' smiling ones.
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In the evening of the day on which the interview just related took

place, and two hours after the Countess de Beam (who this time

kept her promise faithfully) was comfortably installed in Madame
Duharry's cabinet, the king was pla} ing cards at Marly, in the blue

drawing-room. On his left sat the Duchess d'Ayen, on his right
the Princess de Guemenee. His majesty appeared very absent,

losing in consequence of inattention to his game eight hundred
louis-d'ors. Rather sobered by his loss— for, like a true descendant

of Henry IV., Louis loved to win— the king left his cards, and
retired into the recess of a window to talk to Monsieur de

Malesherbes, son of the ex-chancellor, while Monsieur de Maupeou,
who was conversing with the Duke de Choiseul in an opposite win-

dow, watched the interview with an anxious eye. In the meantime,
after the king left the card-table, a circle was formed near the fire-

place. The Princesses Adelaide, Sophie and Victoire, attended by
their ladies of honor and their equerries, had placed themselves

there on their return from a walk in the gardens.
Around the king, who must certainly have been talking of some

matter of importance, as the gravity of Monsieur de Malesherbes

was well known, were grouped, but ;it a respectful distance,

generals, admirals, great dignitaries of the state, noblemen, and

judges. The little court at the fireplace, therefore, was left a good
deal to itself, and seemed bent on more lively conversation, if one

might judge by the skirmishing with which they began.

Theprincipal bodiesof the group, besides the three princesses, were

the Duchess de Grammont, the Princt ss de Guemenee, the Duchess
de Choiseul, the Marchioness de Mirepoix, and the Duchess de

Polastro n.

At the moment when we approach this group, the Princess Ade-
laide had just ended an anecdote of ;i bishop banished from his

diocese by the grand penitentiary. It was tolerably scandalous,
and it is as well unrelated here.

"
Well," said the Princess Victoire,

"
it is only a month since that

bishop was sitting here among us !
"

"Oh, we shall have worse than he sitting among us," said the

Duchess de Grammont,
"

if his majesty receive those who, not hav-

ing been yet received, are now determined to be received.*'

Every one understood from the tone in which these words were
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uttered who was meant, and at once felt what turn the conversation

was taking.
"
Fortunately, wishing to he received, and heing received, are

two different things, duchess," said a little, elderly man, joining in

the conversation. Ht was seventy-four years of age, but looked

only fifty so elegant was his shape, bis voice so unbroken, his leg

so well shaped, his eye so lively, his skin so fair, and his hand so

beautiful.
'

"
Ah, here is M. de Richelieu," said the duchess,

"
advancing his

scaling ladders, and going to take our conversation by assault, as

he did Mahon. Still something of the soldier, my dear marshal !

"

"Still something of the soldier! Ah, duchess, you are very

severe !
"

" Well ! But did I not speak the truth ?
"

" The truth ! When ?
"

" Just now, when I said that a certain person wished to force the

king's doors ?
"

"
Ob, you know, countess, I am always of your opinion, even when

you speak ill of all my friends !
"

Some laughed, although it had already been whispered that the

marshal's wit was on the wane.
" If you say such things, "continued the duchess,

"
I shall not go

on with my history, and you will lose a great deal, I assure you."
" Heaven forbid that I should interrupt it ! I am all attention !

"

The circle drew closei around the duchess. She cast a glance

toward the window to be certain that the king was still there. He

was still in the same position; but although he continued to con-

verse with Monsieur de Malesherbes, he kept a watchful eye on the

group at the fireplace, and just at that moment his eye met that

of Madame de Giammont. The duchess felt somewhat intimidated

by its expression, but she had made a beginning, and would not bo

stopped.
" You must know," she continued, addressing herself particularly

to the three princesses, "that a certain lady— her name is of no

consequence, is it ! -has lately taken it into her head that she will

see us, the privileged of the land, sitting in our glory."
" See us— where V asked the marshal.
"
Oh, at Versailles, at Marly, at Fontainebleau."

11 Very well, very well !
"
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" The poor creature knows nothing of our meetings except from

having seen, with the rest of the mob, the king at dinner with his

guests. How disagreeable, with a barrier between them and the

great, and an usher with his rod driving them before him !

"

The marshal took stuff noisily out of his box of Sevres porce-
lain.

"
But," said he,

" in order to join our circle at Versailles, at

Marly, at Fontainebleau, one must be presented.
"

"
Precisely ;

the lady in question has requested to be presented."
" Then I'll wager the king has consented; he is so kind."
"
Unfortunately, something more is necessary than the king's

permission ;
there must be a chaperon to present the lady.''

1

"Yes; but chaperons are rather scarce," said the Marchioness

de Mirepoix.
" Witness the fair Bourbonnais, who has sought but

has not found one. "

" Pardon me," replied the duchess
;

" she has sought so well that

she has found what she wants. But what a chaperon ! A frank,

sincere, real country dame ! She was brought away from her

dovecot, petted and caressed and dressed "

"It is perfectly shocking," interrupted the Princess de

Guemenee,
" but just when the dear dame had been sufficiently

petted and caressed and dressed she fell downstairs, from the top
to the bottom, and broke her leg."

" So there can be no presentation ?
" exclaimed the Princess de

Guemenee.
"Not a shadow," said the duchess.
" See how gracious Providence is !

" said the marshal, raising

his hands and eyes to heaven.
" Gracious! " said the Princess Victoire,

" not to the poor country

dame; I really pity her."
" On the contrary, your royal highness may congratulate her,

"

said the duchess. "Of two evils she has chosen the least."

She stopped short, for again her eye met the king's.
" If the ladies who have been presented,

" said the Princess de

Guemenee,
" were courageous and faithful to the sentiments of

honor of the ancient nobility of France, they would go in a body
to return thanks to the lady from the country who showed so much

sublimity of mind as to break her leg."

"Yes, faith," said the marshal, "that is a great idea! But

what is the name of the excellent lady who has saved us in this
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great danger I We have nothing now to fear; have we, duchess ? "

"
Oh, nothing ;

she is in her bed, her leg bound up, and unable

to move a step.
"

" But if the lady should find another chaperon ? " said the prin-

cess. " She is so indefatigable."
"
Ch, do not be afraid. It is not so easy to find chaperons."

At this moment the throng of courtiers separated, and the king

approached; the group became silent. A moment afterward his

clear and well-known voice was heard :
"
Adieu, ladies. Good-

. Lgtit, gentlemen."

Every one rose.

The king advanced toward the door, then, turning before leaving

the room, he said: " By the bye, there will be a presentation

to-morrow at Versailles."

These words fell like a thunderbolt on the assembly. The king

glanced round the group of ladies, who looked at each other and

turned pale; then be left the apartment without adding another

word. Scarcely had he crossed the threshold with the long train of

gentlemen attending him, when there was a general explosion

among the princesses and the ladies around them.
" A presentation!

" stammered the Duchess de Grammont, her

lips quite livid.
" What does his majesty mean "'.

"

"
Eh, duchess," said the marshal, with one of those smiles which

even his best friends could not pardon,
" can this bo the presenta-

tion you have just been speaking of? "

The princesses bit their lips with vexation.
"
Oh, it is impossible," murmured the duchess.

"Ah, duchess," said the marshal, "they do set legs so well

nowadays!
"

The Duko-de Choiseul approached his sister, the Duchess de

Grammont, and pressed her arm as a warning not to go too far;

but she was too deeply wounded to attend to him.
"

It would be an insult to us all," she exclaimed.
"
Yes, an insult, indeed," repeated the Princess do Guemenee.

.Monsieur de Choiseul saw he could do nothing more, and walked

a short distance off.

"
Oh, your royal highnesses,

" cried the duchess, addressing the

king's three daughters,
" there is do resource for us now but in you!

You, the highest ladies in the kingdom, will you endure it? Must
80
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we be exposed, in the only asylum remaining for ladies of rank, to

meet a person with whom we should not allow our chambermaids to

associate ? "

The princesses, instead of replying, hung down their heads.
"
Oh, your royal highnesses, in heaven's name,

" exclaimed she,
" save us! "

" The king is master in this as in everything else,
" said the

Princess Adelaide, sighing.
" That is true," said the Duke de Richelieu.
" But the entire court of France will be compromised in the

affair," cried the Duchess. "
Gentlemen, have you then no regard

for the honor of your families ?
"

"
Ladies," said the Duke de Choiseul, trying to laugh,

" as this

seems bordering on a conspiracy, you must allow me to retire, and

to take with me M. de Sartines. Will you come, marshal? "

"
I— faith, I adore conspiracies!— I shall certainly stay,

"
replied

Marshal Richelieu.

The two ministers departed.
There now remained around the princesses eight or ten of the

ladies who had espoused most warmly the league against the pres-

entation. Richelieu was the only gentleman. The ladies looked at

him suspiciously, as if he had been a Trojan in the Grecian camp.
"I represent my daughter, the Countess d'Egmont,

" said he;
"
go on, ladies, go on."
" Your royal highnesses,

" the Duchess de Grammont began,
" there

is a means by which we can show our sense of the infamous

nature of the proceedings, and, for my part, I shall make use of

the means."
" What is it?" all exclaimed.
" We have been told that the king is master," sh$ continued.
" And I reply that it is just and right that he should be," said the

marshal.
" He is master in his own palace, but we are mistresses in our own

houses. Now, what is to prevent me from giving my coachman

directions to drive to Chanteloup to-night, instead of to Versailles ?
"

" Or what is to prevent others from imitating you 1
" said the

Princess de Guemenee.
" Why should we not all imitate the duchess ?

" asked the

Marchioness de Mirepoix.
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"Oh. your royal highnesses," exclaimed the duchess, again

addressing the princesses,
" what a noble example it would be for

you to give the court !

"

" The king would be angry with us," said Princess Sophie.
••

Xo, your royal highness; I am certain he would not. On the

contrary, it would make him reflect; and he has such exquisite

sense, such perfect tact, that he will afterward acknowledge you
to be in the right, and ho will be grateful to you."

'•
It is true," said the Princess Victoire, encouraged by the

general spirit of rebellion ;

" the king said nothing when we refused

to admit the visits of the countess, but on a public occasion like

this he might not be disposed to forgive us."

"No, certainly," replied the duchess; "if you were the only

ladies who absented yourselves, but when he sees that we have all

left the court ?
"

" All !

" exclaimed the party.
"
Yes, all," repeated the old marshal.

" Then you are of the plot?
" said the Princess Adelaide.

"
Certainly, 1 am, and therefore I wish to speak."

"
Speak, marshal, speak!

" said Madame de Grammont.
" YVeruust proceed methodically," said he. ''

It is not enough all

to shout in chorus this or that. I have known people say,
' This is

what I shall do,' but at the moment of action they have done the

very contrary. Now, as I have the honor to make one in this con-

spiracy, I do not wish to be left by myself, as I always was when I

took part in the conspiracies under the late king and under the

regency."
"
Upon my word, marshal, you forget yourself. Among the

amazons you take upon you the airs of a leader," said the duchess.
"
.Madame, I beg you to consider that I may have some right to

that position. You hate Madame Dubarry — there, I have let the

name slip out, but nobody heard it— you hate her more than I;

but I am more compromised than you."
" How is that '.

"

"
I have not been at Luciennes for eight days, nor at her apart-

ments at Versailles for four. The affair has gone so far that a foot-

man was sent to ask if I was ill
;
so I am already looked on with

suspicion. Eowever, lam not ambitious; I yield the leadership to

you. Sou have set the affair on foot, you have stirred us all, you
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revolutionize our consciences, yours must he th'e baton of command. "

"No, I must follow their royal highnesses," said the duchess,

respectfully.
"
Oh, pray let us remain passive,

" said the Princess Adelaide.

"We are going to Saint Denis, to see our sister Louise; she will

keep us there, and, of course, there can he nothing said. "

"Nothing, nothing at all, unless by some very ill-disposed

person," said the marshal.
" As for me," said the Duchess de Grammont,

"
I have to go to

Chanteloup, because it is hay-making season."
" Bravo !

" cried the duke. " An excellent reason."
"

I must stay at home; one of my children is ill, and I have to

nurse him," said the Princess de Guemenee.

"l,"said the Duchess de Polastron, "have felt a giddiness all

this evening; I am sure I shall be dangerously ill if Tronchin do

not bleed me to-morrow."

"And I," said the Marchioness de Hirepoix, majestically —"I
shall not go to Versailles, because I shall not

;
that is my reason."

"Excellent, excellent!" said the marshal. "All this is quite

logical ;
but we must swear. "

"What, we must swear?"
"
Yes; conspirators always swear, from the plot of Catiline down

to that of Cellamare, in which I had the honor of participating.

We always swore
;

it is true the thing did not succeed at all the

better for it, still, let us respect old customs. Let us swear, then -

you shall see how solemn it is !

"

He extended his hand in the midst of the group of ladies, and said

with proper dignity,
" I swear."

All the ladies repeated the oath, with the exception of the prin-

cesses, who slipped away.
"Now that all is over," said the marshal, "when once pcoplo

have sworn in conspiracies, they never do anything more. "

"
Oh, what a fury she will be in," said the Duchess de Grammont,

" when she finds herself all alone in the grand saloon !"

" Hum !" said the marshal
;

" the king will most probably banish

us for a little."

"Ah!" cried the Princess de Guemenee,
" what kind of court

would it be if we were banished? The King of Denmark is

expected; who will be presented to him'? The dauphiness is
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expected ; to whom will she he presented ? Besides, a whole court

is never exiled — a selection is made."
"

I know that very well, and I fear I run a great risk of heing
chosen for the distinction of banishment! " said the marshal. "

I

have always been distinguished in that way. Four times have I

been selected for it at the lowest reckoning, this is my lifth con-

spiracy, ladies"

"Do not be afraid, marshal," said the Duchess de Grammont;
"

if any one be marked out for banishment I shall be the person."
"Or your brother, the Duke de Choiseul • take care, duchess,

"

replied the marshal.
"
My brother is of my mind— he could submit to misfortune, not to

an insult."

"It will be neither you, marshal, nor you, dnchess, who will be

banished," said the Marchioness de Mirepoix; "I shall be the

victim. The king will never pardon me for being less condescend-

ing to the countess than I was to the marchioness."
" That is true," said the marshal

;

"
you were always called the

favorite of the favorite. I am sorry for you now, we shall be ban-

ished together."
" Let him banish us all," said the Princess de Guemenee, rising;

" for I trust none of us will draw back from the resolution which we
have taken."

" We cannot draw back after our oath," said the marshal.
"
Besides," said the Duchess de Grammont,

"
1 have still other

resources."
" You !

"

"
Yes; she cannot be presented to-morrow evening without three

things."
" What three? "

" A hairdresser, a dress, and a carriage." *
"
Certainly."

••

Well, she shall not he at Versailles at ten o'clock — the king
will become impatient — he will dismiss the court, and the pres-

entation will be postponed till the Greek Kalends, on account of

the arrival of the dauphiness.
"

A burst of delight followed this new episode in the conspiracy,

but, while applauding even more loudly than the others, the Duke
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de Richelieu and the Marchioness de Mirepoix exchanged glances—
the same idea bad occurred simultaneously to the two old courtiers.

At eleven o'clock all the conspirators, lighted by a lovely moon,
were speeding along the roads to Versailles and Saint Germain.

Marshal Richelieu, however, mounted his groom's horse, and
while his carriage, with the blinds drawn closely down, bore him

ostensibly to Versailles, reached Paris by a cross road.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

NO HAIRDEESSEE, NO DEESS, NO CAEEIAGE.

It would have been in bad taste for the Countess Dubarry
to have gone merely from her apartments in the palace of Versailles

to the grand saloon where the presentations took place. Besides,

at Versailles there were not the necessary appliances and means for

such an important day.

But a better reason than any of these wr.s that it was not the

custom. The highly-favored being who was to be presented always
arrived with the noise and state of a foreign embassador, whether it

were from her house in the town of Versailles or in Paris. Madame
Dubarry chose to arrive from the latter place.

At eleven o'clock in the morning, therefore, she was at her house

in the Rue de Valois with the Countess de Beam, whom she kept
under lock and key when she did not keep her under her smiles, and

whose burn was attended to most carefully, every secret of medicine

and chemistry being exhausted on it.

From the preceding evening Jean, Chon and Doree had been at

wTork
;
and any one who could have seen them at their work would

have fifrmed an exalted idea of the power of gold, or the greatness
of human intellect.

The one made sure of the hairdresser, the other harassed the

sempstress. Jean tcok the department of the carriage to himself,

but idso cast a.i eye occasionally on the hairdresser and the dress-

makers. The countess, occupied with flowers, diamonds and lace,

was buried in boxes cases and caskets, and gave audiences every
hour to couriers from Versailles, who informed her how matters

were going on. Orders had been given for lighting the queen's
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drawing-room, and no change had taken place in the king's inten-

tions.

About four the viscount came in, pale, agitated, but joyful.
" Well ?

" asked the countess.
"
Well, all will be ready !

"

" The hairdresser?"
"

I went to him myself; Doree was with him; but, to make sure

of him, I slipped fifty louis-d'ors into his hand. He will dine here

at six o'clock precisely, so you may be quite easy on that score."

"My dress?"
" It will be a perfect wonder! Chon is superintending it; there

are six-and-twenty workwomen at it, sewing on the pearls, the

ribbons and the trimmings. They go on breadth by breadth at the

work, and it would certainly require eight days for any other per-

sons than ourselves to have it finished. It is a prodigious under-

taking!
"

" But do you say they are doing it breadth by breadth ?
"

"
Yes, my dear— there are thirteen breadths of the stuff; two

workwomen at each breadth— one works at the right, the other at

the left, putting on the jewels and trimmings; then, at the last,

they will all be joined together. It will take them two hours yet;

at six you will have it."

" Are you quite sure, Jean?"
"
Yesterday 1 made a calculation with an engineer about it.

There are ten thousand stitches in each breadth; that is, five

thousand for each workwoman. In such thick stuff, a woman can

only make one stitch in five seconds; that is, twelve in one minute,

seven hundred and twenty in one hour, and seven thousand two

hundred in ten hours. I leave out two thousand two hundred for

needle-threading and slipped stitches, and this leaves four good
hours about work."

" And what about the carriage?
"

"
Oli. I'll answer for it. The varnish is now getting dry in a large

store heated to fifty degrees. It is an elegant vis-a-vis, compared
with which the carriages sent for the dauphiuess are a mere trifle.

Besides the coats of arms on the four panels, there is the war-cry of

the Dubarries :
' Boutes en avant !

' on each side. Besides that, I

made them paint on one place two doves billing and cooing, and in

another a heart pierced with a dart the whole surrounded by bows
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and arrows, quivers and torches. There is a crowd of people at

Francian's to see it! It will bo here exactly at eight."

At this moment Chon and Doree came in and confirmed all that

Jean had said.

" Thank yon, my brave aides-de-camp !
" said the countess.

" My sweet sister,
" said the viscount,

"
ydur eyes look a little

dim; had you not better sleep l'or an hour? It would quite revive

you."
"
Sleep, no! I shall sleep to-night, and that is more than some

will do."

While these preparations were going on the report of the intended

presentation hid spread through all Paris. Idle and careless as

they appear, no people love news more than the Parisians. None
knew better all the courtiers and all the intrigues of Versailles than

the Parisian cockney of the eighteenth century, though debarred

from the festivities of the palace, and seeing only the hieroglyphics

on the carriages and the curious liveries of the footmen. At that

period such or such a nobleman -was known to the whole city. The
reason was simple. The court at that period formed the principal

attraction in the theaters and in the gardens. Marshal Riche-

lieu in his place at the Italian opera, Madame Dubarry in a coach

rivaling that of royalty itself, were constantly before the public, like

some favorite comedian or admired actress of the present day.

People are much more interested iu faces that are well known to

them. Every one in Paris knew Madame Dubarry's face, constantly

shown where a rich and pretty woman likes to be seen— in the

theaters, in the public walks, iu the shops. Besides, she was easily

recognized by means of portraits, caricatures, and by her negro

page, Zamore. The affair of the presentation, therefore, occupied
the city nearly as much as the court. This day there was a crowd

near the Palais Royal ; but, poor Philosophy ! it was not to see

Rousseau playing chess at the Cafe de la Regence; it was to see the

favorite in her fine coach and her handsome dress, of which they
had heard so much. There was something deep in Jean Dubarry's

expression,
" We cost a, pretty little sum to France !

" And it was

natural that France, represented by Paris, should wish to enjoy the

sight for which they had paid so dearly. Madame Dubarry knew
her people well, for they were much more her people than they had
been Queen Maria Leczinska's. She knew that they loved to be
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dazzled by magnificence; and, as she was good-natured, she

labored to make the spectacle correspond to the expense to which

she put them.

Instead of sleeping, as her brother advised her, she took a bath

about five o'clock. Then, about six o'clock, she began to expect her

hairdresser; and, while she waits, we shall explain, if we can, what

hairdressing then was.

It was building a complete edifice. This was the commencement
of the castles which the ladies of the court of the young king,

Louis XVI
,
erected with towers and bastions on their heads. May

we not, even in this frivolity of fashion, discover something presag-

ing that a mine was dug beneath the feet of all who were, or all who

pretended to be, great? Or, that by some mysterious divination, the

women of the aristocracy had learned they should have a short time

to enjoy their titles; that they, therefore, made the most of them,

bearing them aloft on their heads; and, as if— fatal omen!— not

having long to keep their heads, they must decorate those heads

to the utmost point which extravagance can attain, and raise them

as high as possible above the vulgar!
To plait the hair

;
to elevate it on a silken cushion

;
to roll it

about a hoop of whalebone; to adorn it with diamonds, pearls and

flowers; to sprinkle it with powder, which made the eyes brilliant

and complexion fresh
;
to blend into harmony with the complexion

pearl, ruby, opal, diamond, flowers of all hues and of all forms— to

do all this a man must be not only a great artist, but the most patient

of his race.

As a proof that such a man was esteemed great, the hairdresser

was the only tradesman allowed to wear a sword.

This explanation may account for the fifty louis-d'ors given by
Jean Dubai ry to the hairdresser of the court. It may account also

for some fears lest the great Lubin (the court hairdresser of that day
was called Lubin) might not be so punctual or so skillful on the

occasion as was desirable.

The fears about his punctuality were, alas, too well founded.

Six o'clock struck and the hairdresser did not appear, then half-past

six, then a quarter to seven. One thought inspired some hope in the

anxious hearts of all ; it was that a man of Monsieur Lubin's impor-
tance would naturally make people wait a little. But seven struck.

The viscount feared that the dinner prepared for the hairdresser
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might be cold when he came, and the great artist might be dissatis-

fied. He sent a servant to say that dinner waited.

The servant returned in a quarter of an hour. Those only who
have waited under similar circumstances can tell how many seconds

there are in such a quarter of an hour.

The servant had spoken to Madame Lubin herself, who assured

him that Monsieur Lubin had set out for the countess' — that if he

were not then there, he must be on the way.
"
Perhaps, "said Jean,

" he has been delayed in consequence of not

getting a carriage. We will wait a little."

"Besides," said the countess,
' there will be no time lost. My

hair can be attended to when T am half dressed
;
the presentation

does not take place until ten; we have still three hours, it will only

take one to go to Versailles. In the meantime, to employ me, Chon,

show me my dress. Where is Chon ? Chon, Chon, my dress, my
dress !

"

" Your dress has not come yet, madame," said Doree,
" and your

sister went ten minutes ago to see about it herself."
"
Oh," exclaimed the viscount,

"
I hear a noise of wheels ! It is

the carriage brought home, no doubt."

The viscount was mistaken; it was Chon, who had come back

full speed.

"My dress! " cried the countess, while Chon was still in the

vestibule. " My dress !

"

" Has it not come ?
" asked Chon, terror-stricken.

"No."
"
Oh, well, it can't be long. When I got to the dressmaker's she

had just set out in a fiacre with two of her women, bringing the

dress to fit it on."
"

It is a good way from her house to this, and, as yon drove very

fast, no doubt, you have passed her," said Jean.
"
Yes, yes; certainly!

"
replied Chon, yet she could not suppress

a vague feeling of apprehension.
"
Viscount," said the countess,

"
you had better send about the

carriage, that there may be no disappointment on that side at

least."
" You are right, Jeanne," and Dubarry opened the door. "Let

some of you," cried he,
" take the new horses to Francian's for the

carriage, so that they may be all ready harnessed when it arrives. "
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The coachman and the horses set off. As the sound of their

trampling died away, Zamore entered with a letter.

" A letter for Mistress Barry," said he.

"Who brought it ?"

"A man."
" A man f What sort of man ?'

" A man on horseback."
" And why did he give it to you ?"
" Because Zamore was at the door."
" But read it! Read it rather than question him !" cried Jean.
" You are right, viscount."
"
Ay, provided there be nothing annoying in the letter," he mut-

tered.
"
Oh, no ! It is some petition for his majesty."

"
It is not folded like a petition."

"
Really, viscount, you are full of fears," said the countess, smil-

ing, and she broke the seal. At the first line she shrieked, aud fell

back in her chair half dead.
" No hairdresser, no dress, no carriage!" she cried. Chon sprang

toward her. Jean seized the letter. It was evidently the writing

of a woman, and ran thus :

"Madame— Be not too confident. This evening you shall have no hair-

dresser, no dress, no carnage. 1 hope this information will reach you in time to

he useful to you. As I do not desire your gratitude, I do not give you my name.

Guess who I am, and you will have discovered."
" A Sincere Friend."

"Oh," shouted Dubarry, "all is over! Sang bleu! I must

kill somebody! By all the devils! I'll run Lubin through the

body! It is half-past seven, and he not here! Confound him!

Damn him !

"

And as Dubarry was not to be presented that evening, he did not

care about his hair, but tore it out unmercifully in handfuls.
" But the dress! Good heavens, the dress! " cried Chon; "a

hairdresser could easily be found !

"

"
Oh, I defy you to find one ! What sort of wretch would he be ?

A murderer! A slaughterer! Oh, death and damnation! "

The countess said nothing, but sighs burst from her bosom, which

might have softened the Choiseuls themselves could they but have

heard them.
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" Let us think, let us think,
"
said Chon

;

" a little calmness only.
Let us find out another hairdresser, and send to the dressmaker to

know what has hecome of the dress !

"

" No hairdresser," murmured the almost fainting countess. " no

dress, no carriage!"
"
Yes, no carriage,

" cried Jean
;

"
it does not come either ! It

is a plot, countess, it is a plot ! Cannot Sartines find out the au-

thors of it ? Cannot Maupeou hang them ? Can they not, with their

accomplices, be burned in the market-place? I will have the hair-

dresser broken on the wheel, the dressmaker torn to pieces with

pincers, the coachmaker flayed alive! "

At length the countess recovered a little from her state of stupe-
faction, but it was only to feel more poignantly all the horror of her
situation.

"All is lost!" she exclaimed. " Those who have bought over
Lubin are rich enough to remove all the good hairdressers from
Paris. None are left me but wretches who would destroy my hair,

and my dress, my poor dress, and my new carriage. I thought the

sight of it would have made tbern burst writh envy."

Dubarry did not answer, but, rolling his eyes fearfully, strode up
and down the room, striking himself against the angles of the apart-
ment

; and, as often as he encountered any ornament or small article

of furniture, abandoning his hair, he dashed them into the smallest

morsels possible, and then stamped on them with his feet.

In the midst of this scene of horror, which, spreading from the bou-

doir to the anterooms, and from the anterooms to the court, caused

all the domestics to run hither and thither with twenty different and

contradictory orders, a young man in a light green coat, a satin

waistcoat, lilac breeches, and white silk stockings, got out of a

cabriolet, crossed the court, stepping from stone to stone on the

tips of his toes, entered the open door abandoned by all the ser-

vants, mounted the stairs, and tapped at the countess' dressing-

room door.

Jean was just stamping on a tray with a set of Sevres porcelain,

which he had pulled down with the tail of his coat while he; was

dealing a blow with his fist to a great Chinese mandarin. When
the noise of these feats had subsided a little, three gentle, discreet,

modest taps were heard.
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Then followed profound silence
;

all were in such a state of

expectation that no one could ask who was there.
" Excuse me," said an unknown voice,

" but I wish to speak to

:he Countess Dubarry.
"

"
Sir, people do not enter here in that way !

" cried a servant,

who had discovered the stranger, and had run after him to prevent
his farther advance.

" Never mind, never mind! " cried Jean, flinging open the door

with a hand which might have driven in the gates of Gaza.
" Worse cannot happen to us now. What do you want with the

countess 1
"

The stranger avoided the shock of this sudden meeting by spring-

ing backward, and falling into the third position.

"Sir," said he,
"

I came to offer my services to the Countess

Dubarry.
"

" What services, sir? "

" My professional services, sir.
"

" What is your profession ? "i

"
I am a hairdresser !

" and the stranger bowed a second time.

"Oh," cried Jean, falling on his neck,
" a hairdresser ! Cubic

in, come in! "

" Come in, come in, my dear sir !
" cried Chon, almost taking

the astonished young man in her arms.
" A hairdresser !

" cried Madame Dubarry, raising her hands to

heaven.
" A hairdresser ? An angel ! Were you sent by Monsieur Lubin,

sir?"
"

I was not sent by any one. I read in the gazette that the

Countess Dubarry was to be presented this evening; then, said I to

myself, suppose that the Countess Dubarry had no hairdresser? It

is not probable, but it is possible, so I think I shall try."
" What is your name, sir ?

" asked the countess, a little cooled by
this account.

"Leonard, madame."
" Leonard? You are not known to any one ? "

" If you accept my services, madame, to-morrow every one will

know me. "

" Hum! " said Jean,
" there are two kinds of hairdressing."

"
If madame distrusts my skill, I shall retire,"
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" We have no time to try you," said Chon.
" Why make any trial ? » cried the young man, walking around

the countess in a fit of enthusiasm. "
I know, madame, that all

eyes must be drawn to you by the style of your hair, and already
in contemplating you I have invented a head which will have a
most powerful fleet.''

And the young man made a gesture with his hand, so full of con-
fidence in himself, that the countess' resolution was a little shaken,
and hope sprang up in the hearts of Chon and Jean.

"Have you, really? "said she, quite astonished at the young
man's ease, for he was now leaning back, hand on hip, as the great
Lubin himself would have done.

"
Yes, but, madame, I must see your dress, that I may make the

ornaments harmonize with it."
"
Oh, my dress, my dress! " cried the countess, recalled by his

words to the terrible reality.

Jean struck his forehead fiercely.
"
Oh, imagine, sir," cried ho,

"
imagine what a horrid trick ! They have carried off dress, dress-

maker—all! Chon, Chon, dear Chon!" And Dubarry, tired of

tearing out his hair, gave way to a downright fit of sobbing.
"
Suppose you were to go back to the dressmaker's Chon,

" said

the countess.
" For what purpose? You know she had set out to come hither."
"
Alas, alas! " murmured the countess, falling back in her chair.

" Of what use is a hairdresser when I have no dress? "

At this moment the door-bell rung. All the doors had been care-

fully shut, and even bolted, by the porter, lest any other should slip
in as the hairdresser had done.

" Some one rings," said the countess.

Chon sprang to a window.
" A bandbox !

" cried she.
" A bandbox !

" cried the countess.
"
Coming in? " cried Jean.

"
Yes, no, yes! It is given to the porter! Run, Jean, run! "

He dashed down the stairs, got. before all the footmen, and
snatched the bandbox from the porter.
Chon looked through the window.

He pulled off the lid, plunged his hand into the depths of the

bandbux, and uttered a yell of joy. It contained a beautiful dress



NO HAIRDRESSER, NO DRESS, NO CARRIAGE 319

of Chinese satin with flowers put on, and a complete trimming of

lace of immense value.
" A dress! A dress! " shouted Chon, clapping her hands.
' ; A dress? "

repeated the countess, almost sinking under her joy,

as she had before under her grief.
" Who gave it you, rogue ?

" asked the viscount of the porter.
" A woman, sir, whom I don't know."

"Where is she? "

"
Sir, she laid it on the step of the door, cried ' For the countess,'

and disappeared."
"
Well, we have got a dress, that is the main thing!

"

"Come up, Jean, come up," called Chon; "my sister is dying
with impatience."

"Look," said Jean, returning to the room,
" look— admire!

see what fate sends you !

"

" But it will not go on, it will not fit, it was not made for me.

Mon Dieu, Mon Dieu, what a misfortune, for it is beautiful! "

Chon quickly measured it.

" The same length, the same width in the waist !
" she exclaimed.

" What admirable stuff! " said Jean.
" It is miraculous !

" said Chon.
" It is terrible !

" said the countess.
" Not at all," replied the viscount,

" for it proves, that although

you have great enemies, you have also devoted friends. "

" It cannot be sent by a friend," said Chon,
" for how should a

friend know of the plot formed against us ? It must be sent by a

sylph."
" Let it be sent by his Satanic Majesty !

" exclaimed the countess.
"

I care not, provided it assists me to oppose the Choiseuls ! Who-
ever sent it, he cannot be so much of a demon as they.

"

"And now," said Jean, "I am sure that you may confidently

submit your head to this gentleman."
" Why do you think so ?

"

" Why do you think so ?
»

" Because he has been sent by the same person who sent the

dress.
"

" I? " said Leonard, with the most innocent surprise.

"Come, come, my dear sir, acknowledge that it was all a tale

about the gazette!
"
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" The simple truth, sir. Here is the paper — I kept it for curl-

papers," and he drew out the gazette iu which .the presentation was
announced.

"
Now, ".said Chon,

" let him set to work — it is eight o'clock."
"
Oh, we have time enough !

" said the hairdresser. " It will only
take an hour to go to Versailles. "

"
Yes, if we have a carriage," said the countess.

"
Oh, mordieu, that is true !

" exclaimed Jean. " That wretch,

Francian, does not come."
" You know we have been warned; no hairdresser, no dress, no

carriage !
"

repeated the countess.
"
Now, if the coachmaker should not keep his word? " said Chon.

" No
;
here he is, here he is !

" said Jean.
" And the carriage, the carriage!

" exclaimed the countess.
"

It is at the door, no doubt. But what is the matter with the

coachmaker? "

At that moment Francian rushed in, all in alarm.
"
Oh, viscount !

" cried he,
" the carriage was on its way hither

when, at the corner of a street, it was seized by four men; they
knocked down my young man, who was bringing it, seized the reins

and set off with it at a gallop."

"I told you so, I told you so !

" said Dubarry, sitting down re-

signedly in his chair.

"
But, brother,

" exclaimed Chon, "exert yourself— do something.
"

"What for?"
" To get a carriage; the horses here are done out, and the car-

riages dirty. Jeanne cannot go in any of them."

"Bah, the little birds rind food when they don't expect it, and we

got a hairdresser and a dress in our need. Yes, our unknown friend

will not forget a carriage."
" Hush," cried Chon,

"
surely I heard carriage wheels."

"
Yes, it is stopping," he replied.

Then, springing to a window, which he opened, he shouted to the

servants, "Run, rascals, run! Quick, quick! Find out our bone-

factor !
"

A carriage, lined with white satin and drawn by two splendid bay

horses, stood before the door. But neither coachman nor footman

was to be seen
;
a common street porter held the horses by the head.

A crown bad been given to him, by a person unknown to him, at the
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end of the street, with orders x> lead the carriage to the countess'

door.

They looked at the panels ,
the arms were replaced by a simple

rose.

The whole of this countorplay against the miseries with which

the evening had commenced lasted about an hour.

Jean had the carriage taken into the yard, and the gates locked

on it ; he carried up the key with him. On returning to the dress-

ing-room, he found the hairdresser about to give the countess the

first proof of his profound knowledge of his art.

"Sir," cried the viscount, seizing him by the arm,
"

if you do

not declare who is our protecting genius, that we may make known
our eternal gratitute to him, I swear "

" Allow me," said the young man, interrupting him very phleg-

matically, "allow me to say, sir, that you are doing me the honor

of squeezing my arm so tight that I fear my hand will be quite

stiff when 1 shall have to dress the countess' hair, and it is now

eight o'clock "

" Leave him alone, Jean, leave him alone !
" cried the countess.

Jean sank down in his chair.

"A miracle!" exclaimed Chon. "It is a perfect fit— only an

inch too long in front; but ten minutes will alter that."
" And what is the carriage like ? " asked the countess.
"

It is in the best style," replied Jean
;

"
I got into it , it is lined

with white satin and perfumed with essence of roses. :>

"All is right — all is right!" cried the countess, clapping her

little hands with delight.
"
Now, Monsieur Leonard, if you succeed

on this occasion, your fortune is made."

Leonard took possession of her head, and the very first touch of

the comb revealed a skillful hand. Rapidity, taste, marvelous pre-

cision, a complete knowledge of the relation between the moral and

the physical
— all these he displayed in the accomplishment of his

important duty.

When he had, at the end of three-quarters of an hour, given the

finishing touch to the splendid edifice which he had reared on the

countess' head, he would have modestly retired, after having washed

his hands in a basin which Chon presented to him, as if ho had
been a king

"
Now, sir," said Dubarry,

"
you must know that I am as ardent
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in my loves as in my hatreds
;
as you have gained my esteem, pray

tell me who you are. "

" You know already, sir, who I am ; my name is Leonard ; I am
only a beginner."

" A beginner ? Sang bleu ! You are a thorough master of your

profession !
"

"You shall be my hairdresser, Monsieur Leonard," said the

countess, looking at herself in a little glass which she had in her

hand
;

" and I shall pay you on each occasion like this fifty louis-

d'ors. Chon, count out one hundred for this time; he shall have

fifty of earnest money."
"

I told you, madame, that you would make my reputation."
" But you must dress no one's hair but mine."
"
Keep your hundred louis d'ors then, madame. I prefer my

liberty , to it I owe the honor of having this evening dressed your
hair. Liberty is the first of human blessings."

" A philosophical hairdresser !
" exclaimed Dubarry, raising his

hands to heaven. "To what shall we come at last? Well, my
dear Monsieur Leonard, I shall not quarrel with you ;

take your
hundred louis-d'ors and keep your secret and your liberty. Now,
countess, to your carriage !

"

The last words were addressed to the Countess de Beam, who en-

tered stiff and stately, and dressed like an image in a shrine, She

was brought out of her room just when she was to be made use of.

"Now," cried Jean to the servants, "let four of you take her,

and carry her downstairs, and if you hurt her, so as to make her

heave one sigh, I'll flay you alive !
"

While he was superintending this delicate and important opera-

tion, assisted by Chon, the countess turned to seek for Monsieur

Leonard
;
he had disappeared.

'• But how did he go?
" murmured Madame Dubarry, who had

not yet quite recovered from the influence of the many surprises of

the evening.
" How did he go? Why, through the floor, or up through the

ceiling, of course, as all genii do. Take care, countess, that your
head-dress does not turn into a heap of mud, your dress into a

spider's web, and your coach into a pumpkin, drawn by two rats! "

Having given utterance to this last fear, Jean took his place
beside the Countess do Beam and her fortunate god-daughter
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CHAPTER XXXVIII

TIIE PRESENTATION.

Versailles, like everything really great, is and will long be a

fair and lovely scene. Though moss should cover its moldering

walls, though its gods of marble, bronze and lead should lie shat-

tered around their broken fountains, though its broad alleys ot

clipped trees should remain in all the wild luxuriance of nature,

though it should become but a heap of ruins, it will always present

to the thinker and the poet a great and touching spectacle. Let

such look from its circle of ephemeral splendor to the eternal

horizon beyond, and it will be long ere thought and fancy sink to

rest again !

But it was, above all, in its days of pomp and splendor that Ver-

sailles was fairest to look upon ,
when its gay and thoughtless

population, restrained by a crowd of soldiers still more gay than

themselves, thronged its gilded gates; when carriages, lined with

velvet and satin, blazoned with armorial bearings, thundered over

its pavements at the full speed of their prancing steeds; when

every window, blazing with light like those of an enchanted palace,

exposed to view the moving throng, radiant with diamonds, rubies,

sapphires, and bending to the gesture of one man, as bends before

the wind a held of golden corn, with its bright flowers of crimson,

white and blue, yes, Versailles was brilliant, indeed, when its gates

sent forth couriers to all the powers of the earth; when kings,

princes, nobles, generals, learned men from all parts of the civilized

world trod its rich carpets and its inlaid floors.

Bat when, for some great ceremony, all its sumptuous furniture

was displayed, and its sumptuousness doubled by the magic of a

thousand lights, even the coldest imagination must have flowed on

beholding what human invention and human power could do. Such

was the ceremony observed on the reception of an ambassador or

the presentation of the nobles attending the court.

Louis XIV., the creator of etiquette, a system which shut up each

individual within bounds beyond which he could not pass, desired

that the favored feu initiated into the magnificence of his regal life

should be struck with such veneration that, ever afterward, they

could only regard the palace as a temple, aud the king as its pre-
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siding deity, to whoso presence some had the right of approaching
nearer than others.

Versailles, then, still magnificent, although already showing

symptoms of degeneration, had opened all its doors, lighted all its

chandeliers, and exhibited all its splendor for the presentation of

Madame Dubarry. The people, inquisitive, though hungry and

wretched, forgetting, strange anomaly, both their hunger and

wretchedness, that they might gaze on so much grandeur, filled the

Place d'Armes and the avenues leading to the palace. Every
window of the chateau poured out floods of light, and the lusters

from a distance looked like stars gleaming in an atmosphere of

golden dust.

The king left his private apartments exactly at ten. He was

dressed rather more richly than usual; that is, his lace was finer,

and the buckles alone of his garters and his shoes were worth a

million.

The Count de Sartines had informed him of the conspiracy
entered into by the ladies the evening before, so that there was a

shade of anxietj on his brow, and he trembled lest he should see

only gentlemen in the grand saloon. But he was soon reassured,

when on entering the saloon set apart for presentations, he saw,

amid a cloud of lace and powder, mingled with the blaze of dia-

monds, first his three daughters, then the Marchioness de Mirepoix,
who had talked so loudly among the plotters

— in short, all the tur-

bulent spirits who had sworn not to come were there.

Marshal Richelieu, like a general on the eve of an engagement,
hurried from one to another, saying to this one: "

Ah, I have

caught you, perfidious one! "
whispering to another,

"
I was certain

you would not keep your oath !

" and to a third,
" Remember

what I told you about conspiracies!
"

"
But, marshal," replied the ladies,

"
you are here yourself!

"

"Oh, I represent my daughter! I represent the Countess

d'Egmont. Look around, you will not find Septimanie ! She alone

has kept faith with the Duchess de Grammont and the Princess

de Guemenee, so I am pretty certain what my fate will be. To-

morrow I shall enter on my fifth banishment, or my fourth trip to

v the Bastilc. Most certainly 1 shall never again conspire."

The king entered. There was a profound silence, during which

ten o'clock struck — the hour fixed for the ceremony. His majesty
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was surrounded by a numerous court, and was attended by about

fifty gentlemen, who, n< t having sworn to come to the presentation,

were, probably, for that reason present.

The king observed, at the first glance, that the Duchess de

Grammout, the Princess de Gueinenee, and the Countess d'Egmont
were wanting in this splendid assembly.

He approached the Duke de Choiseul, who affected great calm-

ness, but in spite of all his efforts was somewhat disturbed.

" I do not see the Duchess de Grammont here," said tlu, king.

"Sire, my sister is ill," replied the Duke de Choiseul, "and

desired me to present her very humble respects to your majesty."
" So much tbe worse !

" said the king, and he turned his back on

the duke. In doing so, he found himself face to face with the

Prince de Guemenee.
" And tbe Princess de Guemenee,

" said he,
" where is she? Have

you not brought her, prince?
"

" It was impossible, sire; when I called at her hotel in order to

accompany her here I found her in bed."
"
Oh, so much the worse, so much the worse !

" said the king.
••

Ah, here is the marshal ! Good-evening, marshal."

The old courtier bowed with all the suppleness of a youth.
" You are not ill, at least!" said the king, loud enough for De

Choiseul and De Guemenee to hear him.
"
Whenever, sire, I have in prospect tbe happiness of seeing your

majesty, I am perfectly well," replied Richelieu.
"
But," said the king, looking round,

"
I do not see your daughter,

the Countess d'Egmont; how comes it that she is not here?"

The duke's features assumed an expression of deep regret.
"
Alas, sire, my poor daughter is really not able to lay her bumble

homage at your majestyte feet— this evening, above all others -

ill. sire, ill!"

"So much the worse!" said the king. "111! The Countess

d'Egmont, who enjoys the finest of health in France! So much tbe

worse, so much the worse !" And the king left the marshal as he

had left M. de Choiseul and M. de GruemenSa,

Then he completed the circuit of tbe saloon, and particularly

complimented the Marchioness de Mirepoix, who did not feel

altogether at her ease.

" Sou see what the price of treachery is," whispered the marshal
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in her ear
;

" to-morrow you will be loaded with honors, while we—
1 shudder to think of it!" and he sighed.

" But I think you have rather betrayed the Choiseuls yourself,

since you are here, and yet you swore "

"For my daughter, for my poor Septhnanie, marchioness ;
she

will be disgraced for being too faithful !"

" To her father," replied the marchioness.

The marshal pretended not to hear this remark, which might
'

ave passed for an epigram.
" Do you not think," said he,

" that the king is uneasy?
"

"
1 think he has reason to be so. It is a quarter past ten. "

"True, and the countess not here! Shall I tell you what I

think?"

"Yes."
"

I have some fears."
" Fears about what?"
" F(-ars that something disagreeable may have happened to that

poor countess. You know whether I am right or not, marchioness."

"I? How should I know?"
"
Yes, you were up to the neck in the conspiracy."

"
Well, I may tell you in confidence, marshal, that I cannot help

sharing your fears."
"
Oh, our friend the duchess is a fierce antagonist. She has fled,

and. like the Parthians, she wounds in fleeing. See how restless the

Duke de Choiseul is, although he wishes to appear calm. He cannot

stay a moment in one position, and he keeps his eye always on the

king. Come, confess that there is some plot in the wind."
"

I know nothing of it, duke; but, like you, I have suspicions."
" But what can they gain by their plot?

"

"
Time, my dear marshal, and you know the proverb,

' He who

gains time gains all.' To-morrow something may occur to put off

the presentation sine die. The dauphiness may reach Compiegne

to-morrow instead of four days hence. Perhaps they only wished

to gain to morrow."
" Do you know, marchioness, this little tale of yours has all the

appearance of truth? There is no sign of her coming."
" And see, the king is becoming impatient!

"

"Thai is the third time be has approached the window; he is

really aim yed."
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"
Things will be much worse presently."

" How sol' »

"
It is twenty minutes past ten, is it not? "

"Yes."
" Then I may now tell you

"

"What? "

The marchioness looked around, then whispered,
" She will not

come."
" Oh. heavens ! Rut, marchioness, it will be a scandalous affair.

"

"It will perhaps cause a lawsuit, a criminal suit. I know from

good authority that there will be in the case robbery, abduction,

treason. The Choiseuls have played a bold game."

"Very imprudent in them."
" Passion rendered them blind."
" You see what an advantage we have over them, in not being

governed by our passions; we are cool, and can look at things

calmly."
"
Observe, the king is going again to the window."

Glnomy, anxious and irritated, Louis had drawn near a window,
leaned his head on a carved frame, and pressed his forehead to the

cool glass.

During this time the conversation of the courtiers sounded like

the rustling of the leaves of a forest before a tempest. All eyes

wandered from the king to the timepiece, and from the timepiece to

the king. The half-hour struck, the clear vibrating sound died

away in the vast saloon.

Monsieur de Maupeou approached the king.
"
Delightful weather, sire," said he, timidly.

"
Very fine, very fine! Do you understand anything of this mat-

ter, Monsieur do Maupeou?
"

" Of what, sire !
"

" About this delay— the poor countess."
" She must be ill, sire," replied the chancellor.

"I can comprehend that the Duchess de Grammont may be ill,

that the Princess de Gruemenee may be ill, that the Countess d'Eg-
mont may be ill, but not that six; should be ill."

"
Sire, very great amotion often causes illness, and the countess'

joy was so great."



328 MEMOIRS OF A PHYSICIAN.

"
Ah, there is no longer any hope," said Louis, shaking his head,

" she will not come now."

Although the king had uttered these words in a low voice there

was so profound a silence in the saloon that every one heard them.

No one, however, had time to reply, even in thought, for just then

the noise of a carriage was heard in the couit of the palace. All

heads moved— eyes interrogated eyes.

The king came forward to the middle of the saloon, that through
the open doors he might see the whole length of the gallery.

"
I am afraid," whispered the marchioness to the marshal, with a

meaning smile,
" that some bad news is coming."

But suddenly the king's face brightened and his eyes flashed with

pleasure!
" The Countess Dubarry ! The Countess de Beam! " cried the

usher to the grand master of the ceremonies.

These two names made all hearts beat, many with very opposite
emotions. A crowd of courtiers, impelled by ungovernable curios-

ity, drew near the king.

The Marchioness de Mirepois was nearest him
; clasping her

hands she exclaimed, as if ready to fall down and worship,
" Oh, how

beautiful she is, how beautiful she is !
"

The king turned a gracious smile on her.
" She is not a woman," said Richelieu

;

" she is a fairy."

The king sent the remainder of the smile in the direction of the

old courtier.

In fact the countess never had appeared more lovely ; never had

such a perfect representation of gentle agitation and modesty; never

had a more charming figure or more noble carriage graced the

queeirs saloon at Versailles, which, nevertheless, as we have said,

was the saloon *of presentations.

Lovely in the extreme, dressed with the most perfect taste, and,

above all, her hair dressed exquisitely, the countess advanced, con-

ducted by Madame de Beam, who, notwithstanding her suffering,

did not betray it by the slightest gesture; yet every movement
caused each fiber of her frame to quiver, while from her dry and

fevered cheeks the rouge dropped off atom by atom.

Every eye was fixed upon the pair who presented such a strange

contrast. The old lady, her neck uncovered as in the time of her

youth, her head-dress standing up a foot above her head, and her
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large eyes glittering in their deep sockets, like those of an osprey,

seemed, in her splendid dress and with her skeleton appearance, the

type of the past leading foward the present.

So striking was the contrast that it seemed to the king as if his

favorite had never looked so beautiful as now, when receiving her

from the hand of the old Countess de Beam.
Just as the countess, according to the etiquette, sank on her

knee to kiss the king's hand, Louis seized her arm. raised her up,

in a few words rewarded her for all she bad suffered during the last

fortnight.
" You at m feet, countess! " said he. "

It is I who
_
should he,

and who always wish to he, at yours."

Then he extended his arms to her, following the usual ceremonial,

hut on this occasion the embrace was not a pretended but a real

one.
" You have a lovely god-daughter, madame,

" said the king to

the Countess de Beam ;

" but she has a noble chaperon, and one

whom I rejoice to see again in my court. "

The old lady bowed.
" Go and pay your respects to my daughters,

"
whispered the king

to Madame Dubarry,
" and show them that you know how to make

a curtsy. I hope you will have cause to be satisfied with their

reception of you."
The two ladies advanced in the space which was formed around

them, while the eager looks of all followed every movement which

they made.

The king's three daughters, seeing them approach, rose as if

moved by springs, and remained standing. Their father fixed a

look on them which commanded them to be polite.

The princesses, a little agitated, returned Madame Dubarry's

curtsy, which she made much lower than etiquette demanded, and

this they thought such good taste that they embraced her as the

king had done, and delighted him by their cordiality.

From that moment the countess' success became a triumph, and

the slower and less adroit courtiers had to wait an hour before they
could ;,

ret their bow made to the queen of the night.

She. free from coldness or any feelings of recrimination, received

all advances favorably, and seemed to forget all the treachery used

against her. Nor was this mere pretense; for her heart was too
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full of joy to be anything but magnanimous, or to have room for a

single unamiable feeling.

Marsha] Richelieu showed a knowledge of tactics worthy of the

victor of Mahon. While vulgar courtiers waited in their places the

result of the presentation, in order to decide whether they should

offer incense to the idol or turn their backs on her, he took up a

position behind the countess' chair, like a fugleman who serves as a

guide by which to deploy a troop of cavalry on a given point. The

result was that at last he found himself close to Madame Dubarry,

without being troubled by the crowd. The Marchioness de Mire-

poix knew that her old friend had been successful in war; she,

therefore, imitated his tactics, and gradually drew her seat near

that of the favorite.

Conversation now commenced among the different groups. The

countess was criticized from head to foot. She, supported by the

love of the king, by the gracious reception of the princesses, and by

the high rank of the lady who had presented her, looked round less

timidly on the men, and sought out her enemies among the women.

An opaque body obscured her view.

"Ah, Marshal Richelieu,?' said she, "1 was obliged to come

here in order to meet you."
" How so, madamef

"

" Is it not eight days since I have seen you, either at Versailles,

or in Paris, or at Luciennes? "

"
I wished to render the pleasure greater of seeing you here this

evening," replied the old courtier.

" You guessed that I should be here ?
"

"
I was certain of it."

"
Oh, marshal, you knew it, and you did not tell your poor friend,

who knew nothing about it."

" What, madame. you did not know that you were to be here? "

"No; I was like JEsop when a magistrate arrested him in the

street: < Where are you going?' said he. ' I don't know,' replied

the fabulist. < Then you shall go to prison,' the other replied.
' You

see plainly,' said yEsop,
< that I did not know where I was going.'

In like manner, duke, I had some idea, that I should go to Versailles,

but I was not sure. That is why you would have done me a great

service had you conic and told me that I should be here. But you

will come to see me now — will you not ?
"
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11 Madame," replied Richelieu, without being moved by her rail-

lery,
" I really do not understand how it was that you were not sure

of being here."
"

T shall tell you ; it was because snares were laid on all sides for

me." and she looked steadily at him, but he bore her look without

wincing.
" snares ? Good heavens! How could that be? "

"
First, they stole my hairdresser."

" Stole your hairdresser !

"

"Yes."
" But why did you not inform me ? I could have sent you — (but

let us speak low, if you please)
— I could have sent you a treasure

;

my daughter, Madame d'Egmont, found him out. He is quite a

superior artist to all others, even the royal hairdressers — my little

Leonard."
" Leonard %

" cried Madame Duharry.
"
Yes, a young man whom she hides, from every one. But you

have no reason to complain, countess; your hair is charmingly

dressed; and, singularly enough, the design is exactly like the

sketch which the Countess d'Egmont ordered from Boucher for her

own head-dress, and which she intended to have used this evening

had she not been ill. Poor Septimanie!
"

The countess started and again fixed a searching look upon the

marshal; but he continued, smiling and impenetrable.
" But pardon me, countess, for interrupting you," said he,

"
you

were speakiDg of snares."
"
Yes, after having carried off my hairdresser, they stole my dress;

a most beautiful dress."

" How shocking! However, it was not of much consequence, as

you had another dress so wonderfully beautiful as that you wear.

It is Chinese silk, with flowers embroidered on it. Well, if you had

applied to me in your trouble, as you must always do for the future,

I could have sent you a dress, which my daughter had ordered, so

like that that I could swear it was the same."

Madame Dubarry seized both the duke's hands, for she now began

to suspect who was the enchanter who had befriended her in her

difficulties.

" Do you know in whose carriage I came, marshal ?
"

said she.

" In your own, no doubt."
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"
No; they stole my carriage as well as my hairdresser."

" Why, it was a regular ambuscade !
"

" In whose carriage, theu, did you come ? "

" Will you tell me first what the Countess d'Egmont's carriage is

like?"
" I think that for this evening she had ordered one lined with

white satin
;
hut there was not time to paint the coat of arms. "

"Yes," exclaimed the countess, "and they substituted a rose

instead ! Marshal, marshal, you are an adorable man !
" and she

held out to him both her hands, which he covered with kisses. All

at once he felt her start.

" What is the matter, countess"? "
inquired he, looking round.

"
Marshal," said the countess, with an alarmed air,

" who is that

man near the Prince de Guemenee ?
"

" In a Prussian uniform ?
"

"Yes; the dark man with black eyes, and such an expressive
countenance."

" He is some officer of rank, countess, whom his Prussian majesty
has sent, no doubt, to do honor to your presentation.

"

" Do not jest, marshal. I know that man. He was in France

three or four years ago. I have sought him everywhere, but could

never discover him."
"

I think you must be mistaken, countess. He is the Count de

Fenix, a foreigner, and only arrived in France yesterday or the day
before."

" Observe how he looks at me."
"
Every one looks at you, you are so beautiful."

" He bows to me ! He bows to me ! Do you see him? "

"
Every one bows to you, at least, all who have not already

done so."

But the countess, who seemed greatly agitated, paid no attention

to the duke's gallant speeches, but kept her eyes riveted on the

stranger who had attracted her attention. Then rising, as if

involuntarily, she advanced a few steps toward the unknown.

The king, who kept his eye fixed on her, observed this movement

and thought that she desired to be near him
; and, as etiquette had

been sufficiently attended to in keeping so long from her side, he

approached to congratulate her on her success. Her thoughts were,

however, too much engaged to be turned from their object.
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"
Sire," said she,

" who is that Prussian officer with his back to

the Prince de Guemenee ? "

" And who is looking at us at this moment ? " asked the king.

"Yes."
" That strongly marked face, that square head, framed, as it

were, iu the gold collar ?
"

"
Yes, yes, the same."

" He is an accredited asrent of my cousin of Prussia, some philos-

opher like himself, I think I desired him to be here this evening,
as I wished Prussian philosophy to enhance, by its embassador, the

triumph of Cotillon III."
" But what is his name, sire? "

"Let me think — ah, yes, tlm Count de Fenix."

"It is the same," murmured she to herself;
"

yes, I am sure it

is he."

The king waited a few moments, in order to give Madame Du-

barry time to ask further questions if she wished to do so
j
but find-

ing that she did not speak, he said in a loud voice :
"
Ladies, her

royal highness, the dauphiness, will arrive to-morrow at Com-

piegne : we shall meet her precisely at noon. All the ladies who
have been presented will go, except, however, those who are ill, for

the journey might be fatiguing, and her royal highness would be

sorry to aggravate their indisposition."

As the king pronounced these words, he looked sternly at the

Duke de Choiseul, the Prince de Guemenee, and the Marshal de

Richelieu.

There was a profound silence
; every one understood the meaning

of the royal words — they carried disgrace in their front.

"
Sire," said Madame Dubarry, who had remained near the king,

" may I request your gracious pardon for the Couutess d'Egmont?
"

'• Why so, may I ask? "

' Because she is the daughter of Marshal Richelieu, who is my
most faithful friend."

"Richelieu?"
"

I am certain he is, sire."

"
I shall do what you wish, countess," said the king.

The king then approached the marshal, who had watched every

movement of the countess' lips, and, if he had not heard her

words, had at least guessed their meaning.
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"
1 hope, my dear marshal," said he,

" that the Countess

d'Egmont will be better to-morrow.
"
Certainly, sire

;
if your majesty desire it, she will even come

out this evening."
And Richelieu made a bow which expressed at once respect aud

gratitude.

The king then whispered a word in the countess' ear.
"

Sire," replied she, with a curtsy accompanied by a charming
smile,

" I am your majesty's obedient servant. "

The king, by a wave of his hand, saluted all the assembly and
retired.

Scarcely had he crossed the threshold when the countess' eyes
turned again on the singular man who had before attracted her so

strongly.

This man bowed like the rest as the king passed along, but even
as he bowed there was something haughty, almost threatening, in

the expression of his countenance. When Louis XV. had disap-

peared he made way for himself through the different groups and

stopped within two paces of Madame Dubarry. The countess,
attracted by an inexpressible curiosity, made one step forward, so

that, as the unknown bowed to her, he could say in a low voice, and
so as not to be overheard,

" Do you know me again, madame ?"
"
Yes, sir; you are the prophet whom I met in the Place Louis

XV."
The stranger fixed his clear and penetrating glance on her.
"
Well, did I speak falsely, madame, when I predicted you should

be queen of France? "

"
No, sir; your prediction is accomplished, or, at least, nearly so,

and I am ready to fulfill my part of the engagement. Speak, sir,

what do you desire ?
"

" This place is ill chosen for such a purpose ; besides, the moment
for me to make my request is not yet come. "

" Whenever it does come, you will find me ready to grant it."
" May I, at any time, in any place, at any hour, have liberty to be

admitted to your presence?
"

"
I promise it."

"Thanks."
" But under what name shall I expect you? Under that of the

Count de Fenix?"



COMTIBGNE. 335

"
No, under that of Joseph Balsamo.'-"

"
Joseph Balsamo,

"
repeated the countess to herself, while the

mysterious stranger disappeared among the groups of courtiers,
"
Joseph Balsamo. I shall not forget it.

"

CHAPTER XXXIX.

COMPIEGNE.

Tiie following morning Compiegne awoke transported, intoxi-

cated with joy ;
or, rather, to be more exact, Compiegne never went

to rest.*

The evening before, the first detachment of the king's guards had

entered the town, and while the officers took up their position the

magistrates, assisted by the lord high steward and other funtionaries,

prepared the town for th„ distinguished honor which was to be con-

ferred on it. Triumphal arches composed of evergreens, roses and

lilacs; inscriptions in Latin, French and German; compositions in

verse and prose, occupied all the sub- magistracy of Picardy from

night till morn.

Young girls dressed in white, according to immemorial usage;

municipal officers clad in black, monks attired in gray, the clergy

in their richest vestures, officers and soldiers in their new uniforms
—"all were at their posts, ready to advance on the first signal of the

arrival of the dauphiness.
The dauphin had arrived incognito with his two brothers about

eleven o'clock the night before. Very early in the morning he

mounted his horse, as if he had been a private gentleman, and,
followed by his brothers, the Count de Provence and the Count

d'Artois, the one fifteen and the other thirteen years of age, he

galloped off in the direction of Ribecourt, the road by which the

princess was to approach. It was not to the young prince, we must

confess, that this gallant idea had first occurred
;

it was suggested

by his tutor, Monsieur de Lavanguyon, who had been desired by
the king to instinct his august pupil in all the duties which the next

twenty-four hours would impose upon him. The tutor, therefore,

had thought it right, in order to maintain the honor of the mon-

archy, to cause him to follow the traditional example of the kings
of his race, Uenry IV., Louis XIII., Louis XIV., and Louis XV.,
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who desired to see their future wives without any of the illusions of

dress and ornament, and therefore met them when not expected on

the road.

Mounted on swift horses, the three brothers accomplished three

or four leagues in half an hour
;
the eldest had set out serious, the

two others laughing. At half-past eight they returned; the

dauphin still serious, the Count de Provence almost ill-tempered,

the Count d'Artois more gay than before. The dauphin was uneasy,
the Count de Provence envious, and the Count dArtois enchanted,
about one and the same thing, the beauty of the dauphiness. The

grave, jealous, and careless character of each prince respectively
was written on his face. ,

At ten o'clock the look-out employed to watch for the expected
train announced that a white flag was displayed, on the steeple of

the church of Cleves, which was to be the signal that the dauphin-
ess was approaching. The bells of the church commenced to ring,

and were answered by the firing of cannon.

At that instant, as if he had only waited for this signal, the king
entered Compiegne in a carriage drawn by eight horses, between a

double file of his body-guard, and followed by the immense train

of the carriages of the court. The guards and dragoons, at a

gallop, opened a passage through the crowd, which was divided

between two feelings, desire to see the king and curiosity with

regard to the dauphiness. One hundred carriages drawn by four

horses, extending nearly a league in length, contained four hundred
ladies and as many lords of the nohlest families of France. These

hundred carriages were escorted by outriders, heyducks, footmen,
and pages. The gentlemen of the king's household were on horse-

back, and formed a brilliant army, glittering like a sea of velvet

and gold, waving plumes and silk in the midst of the dust raised

by the horses' feet.

They halted an instant at Compiegne, then slowly proceeded to

the spot agreed on for the meeting, and marked by a cross near the

village of Magny. All the young nobility thronged around the

dauphin, and all the old around the king.

On the other side the dauphiness was also slowly approaching the

appointed place.

At length the two parties met. On both sides the courtiers left

their carriages; two only remained occupied— that of the king and
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that of the dauphiness. The door of the dauphiness' carriage was

open, and the young archduchess sprang lightly to the ground, and

advanced to the royal carriage. The king, on perceiving bis

daughter-in-law, ordered the door to be opened and hurriedly got
out.

The dauphiness bad calculated her time so well that just as the

king put bis foot to the ground she was close to him, and she sank

on her knee. He raised the young princess and embraced her

tenderly, yet casting a look upon her which made her blush.
" His royal highness, the dauphin," said the king, introducing his

grandson, who had kept behind the dauphiness without being per-
ceived by her, at least ostensibly.

The dauphiness made him a graceful curtsy; he bowed, blushing
in his turn.

Then after the dauphin came his two brothers, then the three

princesses; the dauphiness had something gracious to say to each.

While these introductions were going on, Madame Dubarry stood

anxiously behind the princesses. Would she be thought of? Would
she be forgotten ?

Alter the introduction of the Princess Sophie, the last of the

king's daughters, there was a pause; every breath was suspended.
The king seemed to hesitate ; the dauphiness seemed to expect
some incident concerning which she had previously been informed.

The king looked round, and, seeing the countess within reach,

took her hand; all near him stepped back, and he found himself in

the midst of a circle with the dauphiness.
" The Countess Dubarry," said he,

" my very dear friend."

The dauphiness turned pale, yet a gracious smile appeared on her

white lips. "Your majesty is happy,
" said she,

" in possessing so

charming a friend; and 1 am not surprised at the attachment which

she inspires."

Every one heard these words with astonishment amounting to

stupefaction. It was evident that the dauphiness followed the

instructions of the court of Austria
; perhaps the very words she

repeated were dictated by Maria Theresa.

The Duke de Choiseul then thought that his presence was neces-

sary, lie advanced to be presented in his turn; but the king made
a sign with his head, the trumpets sounded, the drums beat, tho

cannon were fired. His majesty took the young princess' hand, to

33
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conduct her to her carriage. She passed close to the Duke de

Choiseul. Did she see him or did she not? It was impossible to

say; hut it is certain that she made no sign of recognition. At the

moment when she entered her carriage, the bells of the town pealed

out, and their clear tones were heard above all the other festive

sounds.

The countess returned to her carriage, all radiant with delight

and pride.

There was a halt for about ten minutes while the king was

re-entering his carriage and giving his orders to return to Corn-

piegne. During this time, conversation, which had been suspended
from respect or by the interest of the scene, again became general.

Dubarry drew near his sister's carriage; she received him with

smiles, expecting his congratulations.
"
Jeanne,'

7 said he, pointing to a gentleman on horseback, who
was talking at the door of a carriage in the train of the dauphiness,
" do you know that young man ?

"

"
No," replied the countess;

" but do you know what the dauph-
iness said when the king presented me to her? "

"
I am not thinking of that. That young man is the Chevalier

Philip de Taverney."
" He who wounded you ?

"

"Yes; and do you know who that beautiful creature is with

whom he is talking?
"

" The young girl so pale and so majestic ?
"

"
Yes, she at whom the king is looking at this moment— I think

he is asking the dauphiness her name. "

"
Well, what then ? "

" That young girl is Taverney's sister."

" Ah !
" exclaimed the countess.

"
Jeanne, I don't know why, but I think you have as much reason

to fear the sister as I the brother. "

" You are a fool !
"

"
No, I am tolerably wise

;
and I shall at all events, look after

the youth."
"
Well, then, I shall keep an eye on the girl."

"
Hush, here is your friend, Marshal Richelieu! "

The marshal drew near, shaking his head.
" What is the matter, my dear marshal ?

"
inquired the countess,
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with her most fascinating smile.
" Tou seem dissatisfied with some-

thing."
" Don't you think, countess,

" said the duke, "that we all seem

very grave, not to say sorrowful, for such a joyous occasion? For-

merly, I know, we were much more gay when wc went to meet a

princess as amiable and as beautiful as this, the mother of his royal

highness, the dauphin. Was it because we were younger then? "

" No " answered a voice behind the marshal • "
no, my dear mar-

shal, but because the monarchy was not so old."
'• Heaven and earth,

" exclaimed the marshal,
"

it is the Baron

de Taverney ! Countess, one of my oldest friends, for whom I solicit

your kindness — the Baron de Taverney-Maison-Rouge."
" The father," whispered Jean and the countess to each other, as

they stooped to salute the baron.
" To your cariages, gentlemen— to your carriages!" cried the

major of the guards commanding the escort.

The two old gentlemen bowed to the countess and to the viscount,

and both entered the same carriage, delighted to meet once more

after so long a separation.
" And now," said the viscount,

a shall I tell you another thing,

my dear \ I have as little love for the father as for the children.''

•'What a pity," replied the countess,
" that that little wretch,

Gilbert, ran away. He was brought up in their house, aud could

have told us so much about them."
"
Pshaw, I shall find him again, now that T have nothing else to

think about."

Their conversation was interrupted by the carnages being again

put in motion.

After having passed the night in Compiegne, the two courts -

the one the sunset, the other the dawn, of an age —-set out on the

following day for Paris— that yawning gulf which was to entomb

them both.
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CHAPTER XL.

THE PATRONESS AND THE PATRONIZED.

It is now time that we should return to Gilbert, of whose flight

the reader has been made aware by an imprudent exclamation of

his protectress. Mademoiselle Chon, but of whom we have since

heard nothing.

Our philosopher had cooled very much in his admiration of his

patroness from the moment that he had, during the preliminaries of

the duel between Philip de Taverney and Viscount Jean, become
aware that her name was Dubarry.

Often at Taverney, when, hidden by some hedge, he had followed

Andree and her father in their walks, he had heard the baron

explain, at great length, all about the Dubarry family. The hatred

of the old baron to Madame Dubarry— a feeling which in him,

however, sprang from no dislike to what was in itself vicious—
found a ready echo in Gilbert's heart, arising principally from her

conduct being regarded by Andree with contempt and reprobation,

sentiments which may be taken as expressing the general

opinion of the nation toward her whole family.

During the journey Chon was too much occupied with matters of

a more serious import to pay any attention to the change of feeling

which the knowledge of who were his traveling companions had

produced in Gilbert. She reached Versailles, therefore, only think-

ing of how the viscount's wound, since it would not redound to his

honor, might be turned to his greatest profit.

As to Gilbert, scarcely had he entored the capital— if not of

France, at least of the French monarchy— than he forgot every

unpleasant thought, and gave free scope to his undisguised admira-

tion. Versailles, so majestic and stately, with its lofty trees already

beginning to show symptoms of decay, touched his heart with that

religious sadness which poetic minds always experience in contem-

plating the mighty works of nature, of those erected by the perse-

verance of man.

From this impression — a very novel one to Gilbert, and one

against which his innate pride struggled in vain— he became silent

and submissive, overcome by wonder and admiration.

The feeling of his inferiority crushed him to the earth. When the
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great lords in their stars and ribbons passed by him, how deeply
did lie feel the wretchedness of his attire ! How inferior did he feel,

even to the porters and footmen! How did he tremble when, in his

hob-nailed shoes, he had to walk over the shining marble or

polished inlaid floors!

At such times he felt that the protection of his patroness was

indispensable to him, unless he wished to sink into absolute

nothingness. He drew near her, that it might be seen he belonged
toher: yet it was for the very reason that he needed her that he

disliked her.

We are already aware that Madame Dubarry occupied at Ver-

sailles the magnificent suite of rooms formerly inhabited by the

Princess Adelaide. The gold, the marble, the perfumes, the car-

pets, the hangings, at first intoxicated Gilbert, and it was only after

these had become somewhat familiar to him that his understanding,
dazzled by the reflected light which so many marvels cas,t on it,

roused itself in the end to a clear perception of surrounding objects,

and he found that he was in a little attic room, hung with serge;

that there had been placed before him a basin of soup, some cold

mutton, and a custard. The servant who brought these eatables

had said, with a tone of a master,
" Remain here! " and then left

him.

But Gilbert soon found that the picture had its sunny side.

From the window of his garret lie could see the park of Versailles,

studded with marble statues, and ornamented with fountains.

Beyond were the dense and lofty summits of the trees, rolling like

a sea of verdure, and, farther still, the checkered plains and the blueA

horizon of the neighboring mountains. The only subject which

occupied Gilbert's mind while eating his dinner was that, like the

greatest lords of France, without being either a courtier or a lackey,

without having been introduced there either by birth or baseness,

he was living in Versailles, m the palace of the king.

His dinner, too, was an excellent one, when compared with those

to which he, had been accustomed. When it was over, he returned

to his contemplation at the window. .Meantime Chon had, as the

reader may remember, joined her sister — had whispered that her

business with Madame de Beam was happily executed, and then

related aloud the accident which their brother met with at

Lachaussee. This accident, although it made a great noise at first,
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was lost, as the reader has seen, in that great gulf which swallowed

up so many things much more important— the king's indifference.

Gilbert had fallen into one of those reveries to which he often

gave way while meditating on what was beyond his comprehension,
or on wbat was impracticable for him to accomplish, wben be was
told that his patroness requested his presence. He took his hat,

brushed it, compared by a glance his old worn coat with tbe new
one of the footman, and saying to himself that that of the latter was
a livery coat, he followed him. Yet, notwithstanding tbis philo-

sophic reflection, he could not help blusbing with shame to observe

how little be resembled the men who elbow?ed him, and how much
out of keeping he was with everything around him.

Cbon was descending to tbe court at the same time as bimself,

with this difference, that she took the grand staircase, he a little

back one more resembling a ladder. A carriage was waiting for

them. It was a kind of low phaeton, containing seats for four per-

sons, and resembled that historical vehicle in which the great king
used to drive out with Madame de Montespan, Madame de Font-

anges, and frequently with them the queen.
Cbon got in and took tbe front seat, with a large box and a little

dog beside her
;
the other seat was for Gilbert and a kind of steward

called Monsieur Grange. Gilbert hastened to take the place behind

Cbon, in order to keep up his dignity; tbe steward, without think-

ing there was any degradation in the matter, placed himself behind

the box and the dog.
As Mademoiselle Cbon, like all who inhabited Versailles, felt joy-

ous on leaving the great palace to inhale the air of the woods and
the meadows, she became communicative, and was scarcely out of

town when she turned half round and said "
Well, what do you

think of Versailles, Mr. Philosopher ? "

"
It is very beautiful, madaine; but are we quitting it already?

"

" Yes ; now we are going to our own home. "

" That is to say, to your home, madame," said Gilbert, with the

tone of a half-tamed bear.
" That is what I meant. I shall introduce you to my sister; try

to please her. All the greatest noblemen in France are only too

happy if they can succeed in doing so. By the bye, Grange, you
must order a complete suit for this boy.

"

Gilbert blushed up to the eyes.
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" What kind of suit, uiadame ?
" asked the steward. " The usual

livery ! "

Gilbert half started from his seat.

"
Livery ? " cried he, with a fierce look at the steward.

Chon burst into a laugh.
"
No," said she;

"
you will order— but no matter, I will tell you

another time. I have an idea, on which I wish for my sister's

opinion. But take care to have the suit ready at the same time as

Zamore's."
"
Very well, madame."

" Do you know Zamore T' asked Chon, turning to Gilbert, who

began to be very much alarmed by the conversation.
"
No, madame, I have not that honor,

"
replied he.

" He will be a young companion of yours. He is going to be

governor of the chateau of Luciennes. Endeavor to gain his friend-

ship, for Zamore is a good creature, in spite of his color. "

Gilbert was about to ask of what color he was, but, recollecting

the reproof he had already received on the subject of curiosity, he

refrained, for fear of another reprimand.
"

I shall try," he answered, with a dignified smile.

They reached Luciennes. The philosopher saw everything—
the road, lately planted; the shady slopes, the great aqueduct,

which resembled a work of the Romans; the dense wood of chest-

nut trees, the varied and magnificent prospect of plains and woods

stretching away on both sides of the Seine to Maisons.
"
This, then," said he to himself,

"
is the country-seat which cost

France so much and of which I have heard the baron often speak !

"

Bounding dogs and eager domestics ran out to welcome Chon,

and interrupted Gilbert in the midst of his aristocratico-philsophical

reflections.

" Has my sister arrived ?
" asked Chon.

"
No, madame, but there are visitors waiting for her."

" Who are they ?
"

" The chancellor, the minister of police and the Duke d'Aiguillon."
"
Well, run quickly and open my sister's private cabinet, and tell

her, when she arrives, that I am there. Do you understand? Oh,

Sylvia," added she, addressing a femme-de-chambre who had taken

from her the box and the little dog,
"
give the box and Misapouf to

Grange and take my little philosopher to Zamore."
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Sylvia looked all round, doubtless to find out what sort of animal

Chon was speaking of; but, her eyes and those of her mistress hap-

pening to rest on Gilbert at the same moment, Chon made a sign
that the young man was the person in question.

" Come! " said Sylvia.

Gilbert, still more and more surprised at all he saw, followed the

femme-de-chambre, while Chon, light as a bird, disappeared by a
side door of the pavilion.

Had it not been for the commanding tone in which Chon
addressed her, Gilbert would have taken Mademoiselle Sylvia to

be a great lady rather than a femme-de-chambre, as her dress

resembled Andree's much more than Nicole's. The young and
handsome waiting-woman took him by the hand with a gracious

smile; for her mistress' words showed that, if not an object of

affection, he was chosen at least through some new whim.
" What is your name, sir? " said she.

"Gilbert, mademoiselle," replied the young man, in a gentle
voice.

"
Well, sir, I am going to introduce you to my lord Zamore."

" To the governor of the chateau of Lucieunes 1

?
"

"
Yes, to the governor."

Gilbert pulled down his sleeves, dusted his coat a little, and

wiped his hands with his handkerchief. He was in reality rather

intimidated at the idea of appearing before so important a person-

age ;
but he recalled Chon's remark,

" Zamore is a good creature,"
and recovered his courage. He was already the friend of a countess

and a viscount; he was going to be the friend of a governor.
"
Well," thought he, "surely people calumniate the court; it is

certainly easy enough to find friends in it; at least, as far as my
experience goes, I have found every one kind and hospitable."

Sylvia threw open the door of an anteroom, which, from its

splendor, might rather have been supposed a boudoir. The panels
of the walls were of tortoise-shell, inlaid with copper gilt, and one

might have imagined himself in the atrium of LucuUus but that that

ancient Roman used pure gold to decorate his walls.

There, iu an immense arm-chair, half buried in cushions, sitting

cross-legged and gnawing chocolate cakes, reposed my lord Zamore,
whom we already know, but whom Gilbert till now had never seen.

The effect, therefore, which the governor of Lucieunes produced on
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the mind of the philosopher was rather curiously depicted in his

face. He stared with all his might at the strange being, for it was

the first time he had ever seen a negro.
"
Oh, oh," cried he,

" what is that? "

As for Zamore, he never raised his head, but continued to munch
his cakes, rolling his eyes and showing the whites of them in the

excess of his enjoyment.
"
That," said Sylvia,

"
is my lord Zamore."

" That person ?
" said Gilbert, almost dumb with amazement.

"
Yes, to be sure," answered Sylvia, laughing in spite of herself

at the turn the scene was taking.
" He the governor ?

" continued Gilbert. " That ape the gov-
ernor of the chateau of Luciennes? Oh, mademoiselle, you are cer-

tainly jesting with me! "

At these words Zamore raised his head and showed his white

teeth.
" Me governor," said he,

" me not ape."
Gilbert looked from Zamore to Sylvia, and his glance, at first

uneasy, became wrathful when the young woman, in spite of all her

efforts, burst into a lit of laughter. As for Zamore, grave and sol-

emn as an Indian fetish, he plunged his black claw in a satin bag
and took out a handful of his cakes.

At this moment the door opened and the steward entered, fol-

lowed by a tailor.

"Here, "said he, pointing to Gilbert,
"

is the person for whom

you are to make the suit
;
take the measure according to the direc-

tions I gave you."
Gilbert mechanically submitted his arms and shoulders to be

measured, while Sylvia and Grange were talking in another part
of the room, and at every word of the steward the chambermaid

laughed louder and louder.

"Oh, it will be delightful!
" she said. "And will ho wear a

pointed cap, like Sganarello?
"

Gilbert heard uo more; he rudely pushed the tailor aside, and

absolutely refused to submit to the rest of the ceremony. He knew

nothing about Sganarello; but the name, and particularly Sylvia's

mirth, plainly declared that he was some pre-eininently ridiculous

personage.
"

It is of no consequence," said the steward to the tailor;
" don't
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hurt him! I suppose you can do very well with the measure ^you
have taken.' 7

"
Certainly," replied the tailor,

"
for width does no harm in such

suits. I shall make it very wide. "

Whereupon. Sylvia, the steward, and the tailor walked off, leav-

ing Gilbert with the little negro, who continued to gnaw his cakes

and roll his great eyes. What an enigma was all this to the poor

country lad. What fears, what anguish, did the philosopher

experience, in seeing his dignity as a man evidently more com-

promised at Luciennes than ever it had been at Taverney.

However, he tried to talk to Zamore. It occurred to him that he

might be some Indian prince, such as he had read of in the romances

of M. Crebillon the younger. But the Indian prince, instead of

replying, made the circuit of the apartment from mirror to mirror,

admiring his splendid clothes like a bride in her wedding-dress.

After that he got astride on a chair wilh wheels, and impelling it

with his feet he whirled round the antechamber some dozen times

with a velocity which showed that he had made a profound study

of that ingenious exercise.

Suddenly a bell rang. Zamore jumped up from his chair and

hurried through one of th.) doors in the direction of the sound.

This promptness in obeying the silvery tinkling convinced Gilbert

that Zamore was not a prince.

For a moment he entertained the idea of following him, but on

reaching the eud of the passage which led into a saloon he saw so

many blue ribbons and red ribbon-, guarded by lackeys so bold,

impudent and noisy that he felt a chill run through his veins, and,

with the cold perspiration on his forehead, he returned to his ante-

room.

An hour passed. Zamore did not return; Sylvia was seen no

more. Any human face would have seemed then to Gilbert, better

than none, were it even tnat of the dreaded tailor who was to com-

plete the mystification with which he was threatened.

Just at that moment the door by which he had entered the room

opened, and a footman appeared and said,
" Come !

"
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CHAPTER XLI.

THE PHYSICIAN AGAINST HIS WILL.

Gilbert felt it rather disagreeable to he obliged to obey a footman,

nevertheless he lost no time in following him, for he thought that

now there was some prospect of a change in his condition, and it

seemed to him that any change must be for the better.

Chon, now completely her own mistress, after having initiated her

Bister into the whole affair of the Countess de Beam, was break-

fasting very much at her ease in a charming morning-dress, beside

a window shaded with acacias and chesrnut-trees.

SJje was eating with an excellent appetite, and Gilbert remarked

that a pheasant and truffles justified the relish with which she

enjoyed her breakfast.

The philosopher, having entered the apartment, looked around to

discover his place at the table, but there was no plate for him, and

he was not even asked to sit down.

( lion merely cast a glance on him
; then, after swallowing a little

glass of wine, as clear and yellow as a topaz :

" Well, my dear doctor," said she,
" how have you got on with

Zamore I
"

" How have I got on with him? "

" Yes
;

J hope you have become acquainted with him ? "

" How could one make acquaintance with an animal like that,

who never speaks, and who, when one speaks to him, only rolls his

eyes:'"

"Really you frighten me?" said Chon, without stopping one

moment in her repast, and without her countenance showing any

expression at all corresponding to her words. " Your friendship is

difficult to gain, then 1
"

"
Friendship presupposes equality, madame."

" A ooble maxim," said Chon. " Then you don't think yourself

the equal Of Zamore I
"

"That is to say, that I do not think him my equal," replied

Gilbert.
" In truth," said Chon, as if talking to herself,

"
lie is charming."

Then, turning to Gilbert, she remarked his stately air.
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"
So, my dear doctor," said she,

"
you do Dot easily bestow your

affections ?
"

"
No, inadaine, not easily."

" Then I was mistaken when I thought yon held me as your

friend, and as a good friend, too? "

" Madame," said Gilbert, very stiffly,
"

I feel for you, naturally,

a liking, but "

"
Oh, a thousand thanks for your condescension, you really over-

whelm me. And how long do you think, my scornful young gentle-

man, it would require to gain your affection ?
"

"Along time, madame j
and there are even persons who, what-

ever they did, could never obtain it."

"Oh, then that explains the reason why, after having hjeen

eighteen years in the Baron de Taverney's house, you left it all at

cnce. The Taverneys were not so fortunate as to obtain your affec-

tions, that was it, was it not ?
"

Gilbert blushed.
"
Well, you don't answer? " continued Chon.

"
I have nothing to reply, inadame, but that friendship and

confidence must be merited."
"
Oh, it appears, then, that your friends at Taverney did not

merit your friendship and confidence?"
" Not all of them, inadame."
"
Ah, and what had those done who were so unfortunate as not to

please you?"
"

1 do not complain of them, madame,
" answered he, proudly.

"
Well, well. I perceive, Mr. Gilbert, that 1 am also one of the

unfortunates excluded from your confidence; yet, believe me, it is

not from any want of a desire to obtain it, but from my not knowing
the right means of doing so."

Gilbert bit his lip.
" But to shorten the matter," added she, with an inquisitiveness

which he felt must be for some object,
" the Taverneys did not

behave quite satisfactorily to you. Ted me, if you please, what was

your occupation in their establishment? "

This was rather an embarrassing question, as Gilbert certainly

could not say that he held any particular office at Taverney.
" Madame," said he,

"
I was— I was their confidential adviser."

At those words, which he pronounced most phlegmatically and
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philosophically, Chon was seized with such a fit of laughter that she

threw herself back in the chair.
" Do you doubt my words? " asked Gilbert, frowning.
" Heaven preserve me from such a rash act. my dear friend !

Really, you arc so fierce, that one can scarcely venture to speak to

you. I merely asked what sort of a people the Taverneys were.

Believe me, it was with no other intention than that of serving you,

by assisting you to be revenged on them. "

" If I am revenged, madame, it must be by myself."
" All very well ; but we have a cause of complaint against the

Taverneys ourselves; and, as you have one, or perhaps indeed

several, we are naturally allies in our wish for revenge."
"You are quite mistaken, madame. Should I think of ven-

geance, mine could have no connection with yours. You speak of

all the Taverneys, while I have different shades of feeling toward

different members of the family."
" The Chevalier Philip de Taverney, for instance, is he in the

number of your friends or enemies? "

"
I have nothing to say against the chevalier. He never did me

either good or ill. I neither love him nor hate him. I am quite

indifferent to him."
" Then you would not give evidence before the king, 01 before

the Duke de Choiseul, against M. Philip tie Taverney'?
"

" Give evidence about what ?
"

" About the duel with my brother. "

" I should say all that I know about it, if I were called upon to

give evidence."
" And what do you know about it ?

"

"The truth."
" But what do you call truth 1 That is a word whose meaning is

very vague.
"

"No; not to the man who can distinguish between good and

evil, between justice and injustice."
"

I understand you ; justice is on the side of the Chevalier de

Taverney, injustice on that of Viscount Dubarry?
"

"
Yes, madame, so I think, if I must speak conscientiously."

"So this is the creature I picked up on the highway!" said

Chon, sharply.
"

I am rewarded in this way by one who owes it

to me that he is living !

"
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' That is to say, madame, who does not owe you his death. "

;<
It is all the same."

" On the contrary, madame, it is very different."

" How different ? "

"
I do not owe my life to you ; you merely prevented your horses

from depriving me of it; besides, it was not you, but the, postilion."

Chon lixed a penetrating look on the young logician, who showed

so little scruple in the choice of his terms.
"

I should have expected," said she, in a milder tone and allow-

ing a smile to steal over her features,
" a little more gallantry from

you. Come, come, you will give evidence against the chevalier,

will you not'? "

"
No, madame — never. "

" And why not, you foolish fellow ?
"

" Because the viscount was in the wrong."
" And pray, how was he in the wrong ''.

"

"
By insulting the dauphiness; whilst, on the contrary, the

chevalier "

"Well, what? "

'' Was right in defending her."
"
Oh, ho ! then it appears you belong to the dauphiness' party ?

"

"No; I am only for justice."
" Hold your tongue, Gilbert, you are a fool ! Do not let any one

hear you talk in that way here."
" Then permit me to remain silent when I am questioned."
" In that case, let us change the subject."

Gilbert bowed, in token of assent.

"
And, now, my little friend," said the young lady, in rather a

harsh tone of voice,
" what do you intend to do here, if you refuse

to make yourself agreeable?"
" Must I perjure myself in order to make myself agreeable?"
''

Perjure. Where did you learn all those grand words?"
" In the knowledge that I have a conscience to which I must be

faithful."
" Pshaw !

" said Chon. " When we serve a master, the master

takes all the responsibility from our conscience."
" But I have no master," growled Gilhert.
" Indeed \ Well, answer my question. What do you mean to do

here?"
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"
I did not think that I required to study to be agreeable when I

could be useful."
" You are mistaken, we can get useful people anywhere ;

we are

tired of them. "

" Then I shall go away.
"

" You will go away ?"
"
Yes, of course. I did not ask to come here

;
I am therefore, free. "

" Free ?" exclaimed Chon, who began to get angry at this resist-

ance to her will, a thing to which she was by no means accustomed.
" Free! Indeed you are not! "

Gilbert's brow contracted.
"
Come, come,

" said she, seeing by his frown that he would not

easily renounce his freedom,
"

let us be friends. You are a hand-

some lad, and very virtuous, which makes you very amusing, were

it only for the contrast which you will present to everybody else

about us. Only keep a guard upon that love of truth of yours.
"

"
I shall take care to keep it," said Gilbert.

"
Yes, but we understand the word in two different senses. I

mean to keep it to yourself. You need not exhibit it in the lobbies

and anterooms of Luciennes or Versailles. "

"Hum! " said Gilbert,
" There is no occasion for ; hum !' You are not so learned, Mr.

Philosopher, but that you may learn something from a woman;
and let this be your first maxim,

' To hold your tongue is not to

lie.' Remember that !
"

" But if any one questions me ?
"

" Who would question you ? Are you mad, my friend? Who in

tbe world would ever think about you but myself? You have

not yet founded a school, Mr. Philosopher, I presume? It will require
some little searching and trouble before you happen upon a body of

followers. You shall live with me, and before lour times four-and-

twenty hours I shall transform you into a perfect courtier."
••

I doubt that," replied Gilbert, majestically.

chon shrugged her shoulders.

Gilbert smiled.
"
Now," said Chon,

" to settle the matter at once, you have only
to endeavor to please three persons."
"What three?"
" The king, my sister, and myself."
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" What must I do to please?
"

" Have you not seen Zamore ? " asked the young lady, avoiding
a direct reply.

" The negro ?
" said Gilbert, with the utmost contempt.

"
Yes, the negro."

" What similarity is there between him and me? "

"
Try to make a similarity of fortune, my good friend. That

negro has already two thousand livres per annum from the king's

privy purse. He is to be appointed governor of Luciennes, and
even those that laugh at his thick lips and black face call him sir

and even my lord !
"

"
I shall not be one of those," said Gilbert.

"
Oh, I thought that the first principle of you philosophers was

that all men are equal.
"

" That is the very reason that I shall not call Zamore my lord."

Chon was beaten with her own weapons. It was her turn to bite

her lips.
" So you are not ambitious? " said she.
"
Oh, yes, I am !

" said Gilbert, with sparkling eyes.
" And, if I remember rightly, your ambition was to be a physician.

"

"I look upon the mission of soothing the pain and suffering of

our fellow creatures as the noblest in the world."
"
Well, your dream shall be realized."

" How so? "

"You shall be a physician, and the king's physician, to boot."
it j |

» cpied Gilbert—"
I, who know not even the first principles

of medical science? You jest, madame."
"
Well, and what does Zamore know about portcullises and draw-

bridges and counterscarps? He does not trouble his head about

such things, yet that does not prevent him from being governor of

Luciennes, with all a governor's privileges."
< Ah, yes, yes, I understand," said Gilbert, bitterly.

" You have

only one buffoon, and that is not sufficient. The king is getting

tired, and wishes for another."
"
There," said Chon,

"
you are putting on your long face again.

You make yourself so ugly, my little man, it is really quite delight-

ful to see you. Keep all those ridiculous faces till the wig is on your
head and the sugar-loaf hat over the wig; then, instead of being

ugly, they will be comical-"
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Gilbert frowned more darkly still.

"
I should think you might be glad of the post of the king's

physician when the Due de Tresmes solicits that of my sister's

monkey."
Gilbert made no answer. Chon thought of the proverb,

" Silence

gives consent."
" As a proof that you are in favor," said she,

"
you shall not eat

with servants."
"
Ah, thapk you, madame," replied Gilbert.

41
I have already given orders to that effect."

" And where shall I eat ?
"

"
Along with Zamore."

«!?»
"
Yes, the king's governor and his physician may surely eat

together. Go now to your dinner."
" I am not hungry," answered Gilbert, rudely.
"
Very well," said Chon, quietly,

"
you are not hungry now, but

you will be in the evening."
Gilbert shook his head.
"
To-morrow, then, or the day after to-morrow, you may be. Oh,

we know how to tame rebels here, and if you continue obstinate we
have besides the corrector of our pages to do our will.

"

Gilbert shuddered and turned pale.
" Go to my Lord Zamore now," she added, sharply ;

"
you will be

very well treated with him
;
his table is excellent. But no ingrati-

tude, remember, or we shall teach you to be grateful."

Gilbert let his head fall on his breast, an invariable symptom that,

instead of going to reply, he was going to act.

The footman who had showed him to Chon's apartment waited at

the door, and on his dismissal conducted him to a little dining-room

adjoining the anteroom.

Zamore was at table. Gilbert took his place at the table, but he

could not be made to eat.

Three o'clock struck; Madame Dubarry set off for Paris. Chon,
who was to join her there a short time after, left instructions for the

taming of her bear. Plenty of sweetmeats were to be his reward if

he became docile; plenty of threats, and at last the dungeon, if

he continued rebellious.

At four o'clock a complete suit, such as that worn by the

»3
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" raedecin malgre lui," was brought into Gilbert's apartment. There

was the pointed cap, the wig, the black jacket, and the long black

robe ;
in addition to these, they sent him a collar, a wand, and a

large book. The footman who carried them in exhibited the vari-

ous articles one by one. Gilbert no longer manifested any disposi-

tion to rebel. Grange entered after the footman, and instructed him

how all the different parts of the dress should be worn. Gilbert

listened most patiently.
"

I thought," said he, at length,
" that doctors formerly carried a

little writing-case and a roll of paper?"
"
Yes, faith, he is right," replied the steward

;

"
go and bring him

a long writing-case, which he can hang at his girdle.
"

" With pen and paper," added Gilbert ;

"
I must have every part

of my costume complete.
"

The footman hastened to execute the order, and at the same time

to tell Chon how obliging Gilbert had become. Chon was so much

delighted that she gave the messenger a little purse with eight

crowns in it, to hang with the writing-case at the girdle of this

model of a physician.
" Thank you," said Gilbert, to the person who brought it,

" now

may I be left alone to dress ? "

"Well, make haste," replied Grange, "so that mademoiselle

may see you before she goes to Paris."
" Half an hour," said Gilbert,

"
I only ask half an hour! "

"You may take three-quarters, if you like, my dear doctor,"

-.aid the steward, shutting the door carefully, as if it had been that

of his money-box.
Gilbert stole on tiptoe to the door, to be certain that the foot-

steps were dying away in the distance; then he glided to the

window and looked down. There was a terrace about eighteen feet

below him, covered with fine gravel, and bordered by lofty trees,

which shaded the balconies of the windows.

Gilbert tore his long robe into three pieces, which he tied length-

ways together, placed the hat on the table, and near it the purse

and the following note:

"Madame— Liberty is the first of blessings. Man's most sacred duty is to

preserve it. You endeavored to enslave me— I set myself free.

"GlLBEKT."

This letter he folded and addressed to Mademoiselle Chon, then
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he tied his twelve feet of serge to the bars of the window, slipped

between them with the suppleness of an eel, and when at the end of

his coid dropped down to the terrace, at the risk of breaking his

neck. Though a little stunned by the fall, he lost not a moment in

training the trees, among which he glided stealthily, and, running as

fas: as his limbs would carry him, he disappeared in the direction

of Ville d'Avray.

When, at the end of half an hour, they came to seek for him, he

was already far beyond their reach.

CHAPTER XLII.

THE OLD MAN.

Gilbekt had avoided the highway through fear of pursuit; he

glided from one plantation to another, until he reached a sort of

forest, and there he stopped. He had traveled a league and a half

in about three-quarters of an hour.

The fugitive looked around him, and finding himself quite alone,

he felt so much courage that he thought he might venture nearer

the high-road. He therefore turned in the direction which, accord-

ing to his calculation of his position, he supposed would lead to

Paris.

But some horses which he saw near the village of Roquencourt,
led by grooms in orange liveries, frightened him so much that he

was cured of all desire to be on the public road, and he returned to

the woods.
" Let me keep in the sbade of the trees," said he to himself;

"
if

I am pursued, it will be certainly on the high-road. In the evening,

from tree to tree, from one opening to another, I shall steal on to

Paris. They say Paris is very large, and as I am little I can easily

hide there."

This idea was rendered still more agreeable to him by the fine-

ness of the weather, the sbade of the forest, and the softness of the

mossy sward. The sun was now disappearing behind the hills of

Marly, and the vegetation, dried by the scorching heat of the day,

exhaled the sweet perfume of the spring, a mingled odor of the

plant and of the flower.
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Evening came on. It was the hour when, beneath the darkening

skies, silence falls more softly and more deeply on all things, when
the closing flower-cup shuts in the insect sleeping on its bosom.

The gilded flies return with ceaseless hum to the hollow oak which

serves them as an asylum ;
the birds hurry silently to their nests,

their wings rustling through the foliage; and the only song which

is heard is the clear whistle of the blackbird, and the timid warble

of the redbreast.

Gilbert was familiar with the woods; he was well acquainted
both with their sounds and with their silence. Without giving way,

therefore, to reflection or to idle fear, he threw himself at full length
on the heath, on which there yet remained here and there a red leaf

of the preceding winter.

Far from feeling anxious or disturbed, he experienced rather a

vague and boundless sense of joy. He inhaled with rapture the

pure and free air, feeling, with the pride of a stoic, that he had once

more triumphed over the snares laid for human weakness. What

though he had neither bread nor money nor shelter, had he not his

beloved liberty'? Was he not the free and uncontrolled master of

his destiny?
He stretched himself, therefore, at the foot of a gigantic chestnut-

tree, where between two of its moss-covered roots he found a

luxurious couch; then, gazing up at the calm and smiling heavens,

he gradually sank to sleep.

The warbling of the birds awoke him; it was scarcely day.

Raising himself on his elbow, stiff and painful from contact with the

hard wood, he saw, in the dawning light, an opening from which

three paths branched off through the wood. Here and there a

rabbit scudded past him with its ears drooping, and brushing

away the dew in its course, or a stag bounded past, with its sharp

quick leaps, stopped to gaze at the unknown object under the tree,

and then, alarmed, darted off with a more rapid flight.

Gilbert jumped to his feet, but no sooner had he done so than he

felt he was hungry. The reader may remember that lie had refused

to dine with Zamore, so that since his breakfast in the attic at

Versailles he had eaten nothing. On finding himself once more

under the leafy arches of a forest, he who had so boldly traversed

the great woods of Lorraine and Champagne, he almost thought

himself beneath the trees of Taverney or among the brakes of
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Pierrefitte, surprised by the morning beams after a nocturnal expe-

dition to procure game f r his fair mistress.

But at Taverney be bad always found by bis side a partridge or a

pheasant which be had shot, while here be found only bis bat,

rather the worse for his journey, and now nearly unfit to wear after

the damps of the night.

It was net, then, all a dream, as be bad on first awakening sup-

posed. Versailles and Luciennes were realities, from ins triumphal

entry into the first till his forcible escape from the last.

But what more than all else served to recall him to his real posi-

tion was his hunger, now becoming sharper and sharper every

moment.
Then he mechanically sought around for some of those delicious

mulberries, those wild cherries, or pungent roots which, though
acrid like the radish, the woodman loves to find as he plods in

the morning to his labor with his tools on bis shoulder. But this

was not the season for such things, and, besides, he saw around him

only the ash, the beech, and other trees which bear no fruit.

"
Well," said be to himself "

I will go direct to Paris. I cannot

be more than three or four leagues from it— five at the most. I

can be there in two hours. What matter is it to suffer for a couple
of hours when I am sure after that of not having to suffer any

longer? In Paris every one has bread, and the first artisan whom I

meet will not refuse me bread for my work when be knows that I

am honest and industrious. In Paris I shall be able in one day to

procure food for the next, What do I want more? Nothing, except
that every succeeding day may see me increase in strength, in ele-

vation of character, in greatness of mind, and approach nearer and

Dearer the object of my wishes."

Gilbert redoubled his speed ;
he now wished to find the high-road,

but he had lost all means of directing bis course. At Taverney and

in the woods around it he knew the east and the west; every ray of

light was to him an index of the hour. At night every star, although

unknown to him by its name of Venus, Lucifer or Saturn, served

him as a guide. But here he was in a new world; be knew neither

places nor objects, and was forced to seek his way groping by chance.
"
Fortunately," -aid he,

"
I saw finger-posts on which the roads

were pointed out."

He proceeded toward an opening where one of these directing-
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posts was placed. It pointed to three roads
;
one road led to Marais-

Jaune, another to Charup-de-1'Alouette, a third to Trou-Sale.

Gilbert was not much assisted by this. He ran for three hours from

one place to another, very often finding himself in the same spot
from which he set out, and as far from the high-road as ever.

The perspiration poured down his face. A dozen times he threw

off his coat and vest to climb some colossal chestnut tree
;
but when

he had reached its summit, he saw nothing but Versailles, Versailles,

now on his right, now on his left — Versailles, toward which, by
some fatality, he seemed constantly impelled. He was half frantic

with rage; but, at last, his efforts were so far successful that he

first passed Viroflay, then Chaville, then Sevres.

Half-past five sounded from the clock-tower of Meudon when he

reached the Capuchin Convent, between Sevres and Bellevue
; there,

climbing on a cross at the risk of breaking it, and of being himself

broken on the wheel by order of the parliament, as Siiven had

been, he saw from that height the Seine, the village, aud the smoke

of the nearest houses. Beyond this he saw a great mass of build-

ings on the horizon, dimly distinguished in the morning vapors.

That must be Paris, he thought ; so, feeling no longer either fatigue

or hunger, he directed his course thither, and only stopped when
out of breath from his excessive speed.

He was now in the woods of Meudon, between Fleury and

Plessis-Piquet.
"
Come," said he, looking around,

" no false shame. I shall, no

doubt, soon meet some early workman going to his day's labor with

a loaf under his arm. 1 shall say to him :
' All men are brethren,

and ought to help one another. You have more bread there than

you will want this day, while I am dying of hunger/ and then he

will give me the half of his loaf.
"

Hunger rendering Gilbert more and more philosophical, he con-

tinued his reflections.

"In truth,'' said he, "should not everything be in common

among men on this earth ? Has the Eternal Source of all things

given to this man or to that the air which fertilizes the soil, or the

soil which produces the fruits? No. Some, it is true, have usurped
a power over these things ;

but in the eyes of their Maker, in the

eyes of the philosopher, no one possesses them. lie who holds

them is only the man to whom the Creator has lent them."

'
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Gilbert, in all this, was but condensing by a natural instinct the

vague and indefinite ideas of the period which men felt, as it were,

floating in the air and hovering above their heads, like clouds

impelled in one direction, and forming a threatening mass, from

winch at length the tempest would burst.

'•
Soint,," continued he,

" retain by force what should belong to

all. Well, then, from such we should tear by force what by right

they should share with us. If my brother, who has too much bread,

refuse mc a portion of that bread, why, then, I shall take it from

him by force; I shall follow the law of nature, the source of all

sound sense and of all justice, since it arises from all our natural

wants. But I must yield if my brother says to me,
' The portion

you ask for is that of my wife and of my children,' or if he should

say,
4 1 am stronger than you. and I shall keep what I have, in

spite of you.-
"

He was in this temper of mind, which bore a striking resemblance

to that of a hungry wolf, when he reached an open space among the

trees. In its center was a pond of muddy water, margined with

rei ds ami water-lilies, on the surface of which sported myriads of

tlies, dotting its glassy bosom with innumerable circles.- The

giassy slope which descended to the water's edge was closely

studded with hunches of myosotis, and resembled a bed of tur-

quoises and emeralds. The background of the picture— that is, the

circle around the pool and the bank — was formed of a hedge of tall

aspens, the interstices between whose golden trunks were filled up
with thb thick and leafy branches of the alder. Six paths led down
to this spot ;

two of which, radiant with golden light, might have

seemed to the imagination avenues to the palace of the glorious

luminary of day ;
the four others, diverging like rays of a star, were

lost in i he blue depths of the forest.

This verdant saloon seemed fresher and more flowery than any
other part of the wood. Gilbert entered it by one of the dark alleys.

The first object which he perceived when, after having at a glance
taken in its extent and circumference, his eye rested on nearer

objects, was a man seated on the fallen trunk of a tree near a deep
ditch The expression of his face was mild, yet refined and pene-

trating, and he was dressed in a coat of coarse brown cloth, breeches

of the same, and a waistcoat of gray jean. His well-made, sinewy

legs were encased in gray cotton stockings, and his shoes, with
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buckles, were dusty here and there, yet showed on the soles and

points traces of the morning dew.

Near him, on the grass, was placed a box, painted green, wide

open, and filled with plants recently gathered. He had between his

legs a stout stick, with a smooth, round handle, and terminated at

the opposite end by a little spade about two inches broad and three

long.

Gilbert embraced in one rapid glance all these details which we
have given ;

but what first drew his attention was a piece of bread

from which the old man from time to time broke off small pieces to

eat, sharing them benevolently with the linnets and the wrens, who
fixed from afar a longing eye on the food, stooped on it the moment
it was thrown to them, and then flew with joyful twittering to their

thick foliage above.

The old man watched them with an eye at once gentle and ani-

mated, then, extending his hand to a checked handkerchief beside

him, he drew from it a cherry from time to time as a relish with his

mouthful of bread.
"
Ha, this is the man for me? " said Gilbert, brushing aside the

branches of the trees and making four steps toward the solitary

man, who looked up as he approached; but he had not advanced a

third of the distance which separated them when, perceiving the

calmness and gentleness of the old man's countenance, he stopped
and took off his hat.

The old man, finding himself no longer alone, cast a hurried

glance on his box and then on his coat. He shut the former and

buttoned up the latter.

CHAPTER XLIII.

THE BOTANIST.

Gilbert took courage and walked close up, but he opened his

mouth and shut it again before he could utter a word. His phil-

osophy wavered, and it seemed to him that he was about to entreat

alms, and not to demand a right.

The old man observed this timidity, and it seemed to banish on

his side all feelings of apprehension.
" Do you wish to speak to me, my friend? " said he, smiling and

laying down his bread on the trunk of the tree on which he sat.
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"
Yes, sir,

"
replied Gilbert.

" What do you wish to say ?
"

"
Sir, I see you throw your bread to the birds as if we were not

told that God feeds them."
" Doubtless he does feed them, young man ;

but the band of man
is one of the means which he employs for that purpose. If you
mean your words as a reproach, you are wrong, for neither in the

silent wood nor in the crowded street is the bread ever lost which

we cast from our hand. In the one place the birds pick it up, in

the other the poor."

"Well, sir," said Gilbert, singularly moved by the soft, pene-

trating voice of the old man,
"
although we are in the woods I know

a man who would dispute your bread with the birds."
" Can it be you, my friend

1

?
" cried the old man. " Are you, then,

hungry ?
"

"
Very, very hungry, sir, and if you will permit me "

The old man seized his bread at once with eager compassion.

Theu, reflecting for a moment, he looked at Gilbert with a keen and

searching glance.

In fact, Gilbert so little resembled a starving man that some

consideration might be permitted. His coat was clean, except

where it was in some places stained by its contact with the ground;
his shirt was white, for at Versailles the evening before he had

taken a clean one from his bundle, yet it was rendered damp by
the dews; it was quite evident that he had passed the night in the

wood.

Besides all this, his hands were white and slender, like those of a

man of thought rather than of labor.

Gilbert did not want tact; he read the stranger's distrust and

hesitation in his countenance, and hastened to anticipate further

conjectures, which he readily saw would not be favorable to him.
" We are always hungry, sir," he said,

" when we have not eaten

for twelve hours, and it is now twenty-four since I have had any
food."

The emotion expressed on the young man's face, his tremulous

voice, and his extreme paleness, all declared that his words were

true. The old man hesitated, or rather feared, no longer; he held

out to Gilbert his bread and the handkerchief containing his

cherries.
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" Thank you, sir, thank you,
" said Gilbert, gently pushing aside

the handkerchief containing the cherries;
"
nothing but the bread,

it is quite sufficient. "

And he broke it in two, keeping one-half for himself and return-

ing the other to the old man
;
then he sat down on the grass a

couple of paces from his companion, who looked at him with

increasing wonder.

The repast did not last very long. There was but little bread,
and Gilbert was very hungry. The old man 'did not disturb his

occupation by a word; he continued to observe him furtively but

silently, bestowing apparently great attention on the plants and
flowers in his box, which, when he opened it again, raised their

odoriferous heads to the level of the edge, as if to inhale the air.

But seeing Gilbert approach the pond, he cried hastily,
" Do not

drink that water, young man; it is rendered unwholesome by the

remains of last year's plants, and by the spawn of frogs now on

its surface. Take instead a few of these cherries; they will refresh

you as much as the water. Take them, I beg of you, for you are

not a forward guest, I see. "

" It is true, sir, forwardness is the reverse of my nature, and I

liar nothing so much as being intrusive. I have just experienced
that at Versailles."

"
Oh, you come from Versailles ? " said the stranger, eyeing

Gilbert with a strong expression of curiosity.
"
Yes, sir.

"

"
It is a rich town ;

one must be either very poor or very proud
to be starving there."

"
I am both, sir."

u You have had a quarrel with your master, perhaps?
" said the

stranger, while he apparently arranged the plants in his box, yet

giving Gilbert a rapid, interrogating glance.
" I have no master, sir."

" My friend," replied the old roan, putting on his bat, "that is

too ambitious a reply."
" It is the truth, however."

"No, young man, every one has his master here below; we do

not place our pride on a proper object when we say that we have no

master."
" How ? »
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14 Yes. Whether old or young', it is so ordered that wo must sub-

mit to some ruling power. Some are ruled by men, others by

principles; and the severest masters are not always those who
order with tbe voice or strike with, the hand."

44 Be it so," said Gilbert. • " Then I am governed by principles,

I confess. Principles are the only masters which a reflecting mind
can recognize without shame."

44 And what are your principles? Let me hear them ? You seem
to be very young, my friend, to have any decided principles."

44
Sir, I know that all men are brethren, and that every man from

his birth is bound to fulfill certain duties toward his fellowmen.

I know that God has bestowed on me a certain amount of value in

society; and as I acknowledge the worth of other men, I have a

right to exact from them that they should acknowledge mine, if I

do not exaggerate its importance. So long as I do nothing unjust
and dishonorable, I merit some regard, even were it only as a human

being."
" Oh. oh," said the stranger,

44

you have studied, .1 perceive."

"Alas, sir, I have not, but 1 have read the Discours sur Vlne-

galitt des Conditions and Le Control Social. From those two books

I have learned all that I know, and even all that I have dreamed."
At these words the eyes of the stranger flashed, and by an invol-

untary movement he was nearly destroying a beautiful xeranthe-

iiium, which he was trying to place securely in his box.
" And such are the principles which you profess?

" said he.
"
They may not be yours, sir," replied the young man,

" but they
are those of Jean Jacques Rousseau."

"
But," said the stranger, with a distrust so apparent that it was

rather humbling to Gilbert's vanity,
" but are you sure you have

rightly understood those principles?
"

"
I understand French, I think, sir, particularly when it is pure

and poetical."
44 You see that you do not," said the old man, smiling,

44 for what
I ask you, if not poetical, is at least quite plain. I mean, have your

philosophical studies enabled you to understand the groundwork of

the system of "

He stopped, almost blushing.

"Of Rous,can, sir?" continued Gilbert. "
Oh, sir, I have not

studied my philosophy in a college ; but there is an instinct within
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me which revealed the excellence nud utility of Le Contrat Social

above all other books that I had read. "

" A dry book for a young man, sir— a barren subject for reverie

at twenty years of age— a bitter and unfragrant flower for fancy in

its spring-time !

" said the old man, with gentle sadness.
" Misfortune ripens man before his time, sir," answered Gilbert;

"
and, as to reverie, if we give it a free and unrestrained course, it

very often leads to ill."

The stranger opened his eyes, which he usually kept half closed

in his moments of calmness and reflection, a peculiarity which gave
an indefinable charm to his countenance.

" To whom do you allude? " asked he, reddening.
" Not to any one, sir," said Gilbert.
"
Oh, yes, you do."

"No — I assure you I do not. "

" You appear to have studied the philosopher of Geneva. Did you
not allude to his life ?

"

"
I know nothing of his life," replied Gilbert, frankly.

" Do you not? " and the stranger sighed.
"
Young man, he is a

wretched creature. "

"
Impossible ! Jean Jacques Rousseau wretched ? Then there is

no justice on earth. Wretched ? The man who has devoted his

life to the happiness of mankind ?
"

"Well, well! I see that you know nothing about him. Let us

speak of yourself, my friend, if you please."
"

I should prefer going on with our present subject. What can I

tell of myself worth hearing, sir— T, who am a mere nobody?
"

"
And, besides, you do not know me, and are afraid of trusting a

stranger."
"
Oh, sir, what have I to fear from any one ? Who can make me

more wretched than I am? Kecollect in what guise 1 came before

you — alone, poor, hungry."
" Where were you going?

"

"
I was going to Paris. Are you a Parisian, sir? "

" Yes— that is to say— no."
" Which of the two am I to believe? " asked Gilbert, smiling.
"

I abhor falsehood, and every moment I perceive how necessary
it is to reflect before speaking. I am a Parisian, if by that is meant

a man who has lived in Paris for a long time, and has mixed in
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its society ;
but I was not born in tbat city. But why do you ask ?

"

" It was from ;m association of ideas, arising out of our conver-

sation. I thought if you lived in Paris you might have seen

Rousseau, of whom we were speaking just now."
"

I have indeed seen him sometimes."
"
People look at him as he passes by, do they not ? He is

admired and pointed out as a benefactor of the human race ?
"

"No; children, incited by their parents, follow him, and throw

stones at him !

"

"Good heavens!" exclaimed Gilbert, with the most painful

astonishment. " But at least he is rich ?
"

" He has sometimes to ask himself, as you asked yourself this

morning, 'Where shall I procure a breakfast?' "

"But, poor as he is, he is esteemed— has influence— is re-

spected ?
"

" He knows not at night, when he lies down, whether he may not

in the morning awake in the Bastile."
"
Oh, how he must hate mankind !

"

"He neither loves them nor hates them; he is disgusted with

them — that is all."

" How can we avoid hating people who treat us ill ?
" cried Gil-

bert. "
I cannot comprehend that."

" Rousseau has always been free, sir— Rousseau has always been

strong enough to rely on himself alone. It is strength and freedom

which make men mild and kind— slavery and weakness alone make
them malevolent. "

" Those are my reasons for wishing to be free,
" said Gilbert,

proudly.
"

I have long thought what you have just so well

explained to me."
" But one may be free even in prison, my friend," replied the

stranger.
"
Suppose Rousseau were in the Bastile to-morrow—

and he certainly will be in it one day or other— he would think and

write as freely as among the mountains of Switzerland. I have

never thought, for my part, that man's freedom consists in his

being able to do whatever he wills, but that he should not, by any
human power, be forced to do what is against his will."

" Has Rousseau written what you have just said, sir?"
"

I think he has."
" It is not in The Social Contract. "
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"
No, it is in a new work of his, called The Reveries of a Solitary

Walker. »

"
Sir,

" said Gilbert, warmly,
"

I think we shall agree on one

point."

"What is that? »

" That we both love and admire Rousseau."

"Speak for yourself, young man; you are still in the age of

illusions."
" "We may be deceived about things, but not about men. "

"
Alas, you will learn at a later period that it is in the characters

of men more than in aught else that we are deceived. Rousseau

may be a little more just than other men, but, believe me, he has

faults, and very great ones."

Gilbert shook his head in a way which showed that he was far

from being convinced, but, notwithstanding this rather uncivil

demonstration, the stranger continued to treat him with the same
kindness.

"Let us return to the point at which we set out," said the

stranger.
"

I was saying that you had quitted your master at Ver-

sailles.
"

"And I," replied Gilbert, but more mildly than before, "I
answered that I had no master; I should have added that it

depended entirely on myself to have one, and a very illustrious one,

too, and that I had refused a situation which many would have

sought eagerly."
"A situation?"
"
Yes; one in which I should only have had to talk for the amuse-

ment of great lords in want of such an occupation, but I thought

that, being young and able to study and push my way in life, I ought
not to lose my most precious years and compromise in my person
the dignity of man."

" And you decided well. But have you any fixed plan of pursuing

your career?"
"

Sir, I should wish to be a physician."
" A noble profession. In it you may choose between real science,

ever modest and self-sacrificing, and quackery, ever noisy and

empty. If you would become a physician, young man, study; if a

quack, nothing but impudence and effrontery are necessary."
" But it requires a great deal of money to study, does it not, sir?"
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"
It certainly requires some money; I should not say a great

deal."
" In fact, I believe that Jean Jacques Rousseau, who knows every-

thing, studied at no expense."
" At no expense ? Oh, young man," said the stranger, with a

sad smile,
" do you call it no expense when we expend the most

precious of God's gifts, innocence, health, sleep? These are what
it has cost the philosopher of Geneva to acquire the little that he

knows. "

" The little V repeated Gilbert, almost angrily.
"
Yes; ask any one about him, and you will hear him spoken of

as I speak of him."
" In the first place, he is a sreat musician."
" Oh, because King Louis XV. sang a song out of an opera of

Rousseau's composing, that does not make it a good opera."
" But he is a great botanist

;
I have only seen a few odd sheets

of his letters on botany, but you, who gather plants in the woods,
have read them, I dare say."

"
Oh, sometimes a person thinks himself a botauist, and is only"—

"
Only what I

"

"
Only an herborist, and even"

" And which are you, herborist or botanist"?"
" A very humble herborist, and a very ignorant one, when I con-

template those marvels of God's creation—plants and flowers! "

" He is a Latin scholar."
" A very bad one. "

" But I read in a newspaper that he translated an ancient author

called Tacitus."
" Because, in his pride— alas, every man has his moment of pride

-because, in his pride, he thought he could undertake anything.
In the preface, however, to the first book — the only one which he

translated— he says he does not understand Latin well; and

Tacitus, who is a rude antagonist, soon wearied him. No, no, my
good young man, in Bpite of your admiration, there is no such thing
as a man of universal knowledge; and, believe me, almost all men
lose in depth what they gain in superficies. A little river, when
swollen by the rains, may overflow its banks till it locks like a lake,

but try to sail on it and your boat will soon touch the ground."
" Then you think Rousseau a superficial man %

"
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"
Yes; perhaps he presents a greater superficies than other men,

hut that is all.
"

" There are some, I think, who would be very glad to he super-

ficial in his fashion."
" Do you intend that for me? " asked the stranger, with a good-

natured frankness which quite disarmed Gilbert.
"
Oh, no, sir, I am too much delighted to converse with you to

say anything disagreeable to you.
"

" In what way does my conversation delight you ? Let me hear,

for I do not think you would flatter me for a morsel of bread and a

few cherries "

" You do me justice; I would not flatter to obtain the empire of

the world. You shall hear why I am pleased ; you are the first

person who has ever spoken to me without haughtiness— who has

reasoned with me in a tone of kindness — as if speaking to a young

man, and not to a child. Although we did not agree about

Rousseau, there has been in all that you have said something so

calm and elevated that it attracted me. I seem, when talking to

you, to be in a richly-furnished saloon, the window-shutters of

which are closed, but of which, notwithstanding the darkness, I can

guess the richness and magnificence. I know that you could, if you

wished, permit a ray of light to penetrate into your conversation

which would dazzle me."
" But you yourself speak with a certain degree of refinement

which might lead me to think that you had received a better educa-

tion than you have confessed."
" It is the first time, sir, that I have spoken so, and I am surprised

myself at the terms which I have employed ;
there are even some

of them of which I do not quite understand the signification, and

which 1 have only heard once. 1 have met with them in books, but

I did not comprehend them."
" Have you read much? "

" Too much; but I shall re-read."

The old man looked at Gilbert in astonishment.

"Yes, i read all that fell in my way; whether good or bad, I

devoured all. Ah, if I had only some one to direct me what I

ought to forget and what I ought to remember ! But excuse me,

sir; I was forgetting that, although your conversation is delightful

to me, it does not therefore follow that mine must be so to you.
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You are herborizing, and I, perhaps, interfere with your occu-

pation."
Gilbert made a movement as if to withdraw, but at the same

time with the greatest desire to be detained. The little gray eyes

of the stranger were fixed on him, and they seemed to read his

heart.
"
No,

" said he,
" my box is almost full. I only want a few mosses.

I have been told there are some very beautiful hair-mosses in this

quarter."
"
Stay, stay," said Gilbert ;

" I think I have seen what you want

on a rock just now."
" Far from this ?

"

"
No, not more than fifty paces."

" But how do you know that description ofmoss? "

"
I have lived almost all my live in the woods, sir

;
and then the

daughter of the gentleman at whose house I was brought up was

fond of botany ;
she had an herbal, and under each plant the name

was written in her own hand. I have often looked at the plants

and the writing, and then I knew them when I saw them again in

the woods."
" Then you felt a taste for botany ?

"

"
Oh, sir, whenever I heard Nicole say— Nicole was the waiting-

maid of Mademoiselle Andree— when I hoard Nicole say that her

mistress had been trying in vain to find some particular plant, I asked

her to get me the form of that plant. Then, without knowing that I

had asked for it, Mademoiselle Andree would frequently sketch it

in a moment, and Nicole would bring the drawing to me. I would

then scour the fields, meadows and woods until I had found the

plant in question. When found, I dug it up and planted it in the

lawn, where Mademoiselle Andree could see it, and, full of joy, she

would exclaim on discovering it, 'How strange! Here is the very

plain which I have been searching for everywhere.
7 "

The old man looked at Gilbert with even more attention than he

had yet bestowed on him
;
and if Gilbert, on reflecting on the pur-

port of what he had said, had not cast down his eyes and blushed,

he would have seen that this attention was mingled with an expres-
sion of tender interest

"
Well, young man," said he,

" continue to study botany; it will

lead by a short route to ;i knowledge of medicine. God has made
34
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nothing in vain, and one day or other the utility of each plant will

be distinctly marked in the book of science. Learn first to know

simples, afterward you can study their properties."
" Are there not schools in Paris ? "

"
Yes, and even some gratuitous ones. The school of surgery,

for instance, is one of the benefits which we owe to the present

reign."
"

I shall follow the course prescribed in it.
"

"
Nothing can be more easy, for your parents, seeing your in-

clinations, will no doubt provide you an adequate maintenance."
"

I have no parents, but I am not afraid
;

I can provide for myself

by my labor. "

''

Certainly, and as you have read Rousseau's works, you know
that he says that every man, even a prince, ought to be taught
some manual trade."

"
I have not read Emile. I think it is in Entile he has given that

recommendation. "

"It is."

"
I have heard the Baron de Taverney turn that advice into

ridicule, and regret that he had not made his son a carpenter."
" And what did he make him ?

"

" An officer."

The old man smiled.
"
Yes, our nobles are all so. Instead of teaching their children

any trade by which life might be preserved, they teach them the

trade of killing. When a revolution comes, and exile after revolu-

tion, they will be forced to beg their bread from foreigners, or to

sell them their swords, which is still worse. You, however, are not

the son of a noble
; you know a trade, I presume?

"

"
Sir, I have already told you I know nothing. Besides, I must

confess that 1 have always had an invincible repugnance for all

labors requiring strong, rough movements of the body."
"
Ah," said the old man,

"
you are lazy."

"
Oh, no; I am not lazy. Instead of putting me to the labor of a

mechanic, place me in a room half dark and give me books, and

you shall see whether I will not work day and night at the labor of

my own choosing."
The stranger looked at the young man's white and slender hands.

"It is a sort of predisposition or instinct," said he. "Some-
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times this repugnance for manual labor leads to a good result; but

it must be well directed. Well," continued he, "if you have not

been at college, you have at least been at school ?
"

Gilbert shook his head.
• Vou can read and write? "

" My mother had just time before she died to teach me to read.

My poor mother, seeing that I was not strong, always said,
' He wilL

never make a good workman; he must be a priest or a learned

man.' 'When I showed any distaste for my lessons, she would say,
' Learn to read, Gilbert, and you will not have to cut wood, drive

a team, or break stones.' So T commenced to learn, but unfort-

unately I could scarcely read when she died."
" And who taught you to write? "

"
I taught myself."

" You taught yourself?
"

"
Yes, with a stick which I pointed, and with some sand which I

made fine by putting it through a sieve. For two yearfe I wrote the

letters which are used in printing, copying them from a book. I

did not know that there were any others than these, and I could

soon imitate them very well. But one day, about three years ago,

when Mademoiselle Andree had gone to a convent, the steward

handed me a letter from her for her father, and then I saw that

there existed other characters. M. de Taverney, having broken the

seal, threw the cover away. I picked it up very carefully, and

when the postman came again 1 made him read me what was on it.

It was, 'To the Baron de Taverney-Maison-Rouge, at his chateau,

mar Pierrehtte.' Under each of these letters I put its correspond-

ing printed letter and found that I bad nearly all the alphabet.

Then I imitated the writing, and in a week had copied the address

ten thousand times perhaps, and had taught myself to write. You

see, sir, that I am not extravagant in my expectations. Since I

can read and write— have read all that I could — have reflected on

all that I read— why may I not perhaps find a man who requires

my pen, a blind man who wants eyes, or a dumb man who wants a

tongue 1
"

" But you forget that then you will have a master, and that is

what you do not want. A secretary or a reader is only a sort of

upper servant, after all."

"That is true," replied Gilbert, a little downcast; "but no
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matter, I must accomplish my object. I shall stir the paving-stones
of Paris, I shall turn water-carrier if necessary, but I will attain

my object, or I shall die in attempting it— and that will also be

accomplishing an object."
"
Well," replied the stranger,

"
you seem indeed full of ardor

and courage— excellent qualities."
" But have you not a profession yourself, sir? Tou are dressed

like a man employed in the finances."

The old man smiled sadly.
"

I have a profession," said he;
"
every man ought to have one.

But mine is a complete stranger to everything connected with

finance. A financier would not come out herborizing."
" Are you an herborist by profession, then %

"

"Almost."
" Then you are poor?

"

"Yes."
" It is the'poor who are charitable, for poverty makes them wise,

and good advice is better than a louis-d'or. Give me your advice,

then."
"

I shall do more than that."

Gilbert smiled.
"

I suspected that," said he.
" On how much do you think you could live? "

"Oh, very little."

" But perhaps you do not know how expensive living is in

Paris?"
"
Yesterday 1 saw Paris for the first time from the hills near

Luciennes. "

" Then you are not aware that living in great towns is dear? "

" How much does it cost? Give me an idea."
"
Willingly. For instance, what costs a sou in the country costs

three sous in Paris."
"
Well,

" said Gilbert,
"

if I got any kind of shelter to rest in after

my work I should only need for my food six sous a day."

"Ah," cried the stranger, "that is what 1 like, young man!
Come with me to Paris, and I shall find you an independent profes-

sion by which you may live."

"Oh, sir," cried Gilbert, with rapture; then after a moment's
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reflection,
" But it must really be an occupation; I must not live on

alms."
" Uo not be afraid of that, my child. I am not rich enough to

bestow much in charity, and not foolish enough to do it without

knowing the object better."

This little sally of misanthropy pleased Gilbert instead of giving

him offense.
" That is right!

" said he. "
I like such language. I

accept your offer and thank you for it."

" So you decide upon coming to Paris with me? "

"
Tes, sir, if you have no objection."

" Of course I have no objection, since I make you the offer.
"

" What shall I have to do with you."
"
Nothing, but to work. But you shall regulate the quantity of

your work yourself. You are young, you ought to be happy and

free, even idle if you like, after you have gained the privileges of

leisure," said the stranger, smiling in spite of himself; then, raising

his eyes to heaven, he exclaimed with a deep sigh,
"

youth ! O

vigor! freedom !
" Then he rose with the assistance of his stick.

As he said these words, an expression of deep and poetic melan-

choly overspread his fine features.

" And now," he continued in a more cheerful voice,
" now that

you have got an employment, will you object to help me to All an-

other box with plants i I have some sheets of paper here in which

we can class the others according to their orders. But, by the bye,

are you hungry? I have still some bread."
"
Keep it for the afternoon, if you please, sir."

"
Well, but at least eat the cherries; they will be troublesome to

carry with us."
" On that account I shall eat them. But allow me to carry your

box; you will then be more at your ease, and I think, thanks to

habit, my legs will tire yours."

"Ah, see! You bring me good fortune. There is the vicris

hieracimdes, which I sought in vain until now, and just under your

foot — take care!— the cerastium aquaticum. Stop, stop! Do not

gather them! Oh, you are not an herborist yet. The one is too

moist to be gathered now, the other not advanced enough. Wo can

get the vicris hieracio'ides in the afternoon when we pass this way,

and the cerastium a week hence. Besides, I wish to show it growing
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to a friend whose patronage I meant to solicit for you. And now
show me the place where you saw the beautiful mosses."

Gilbert walked on, the old man followed him, and both disap-

peared in the shades of the forest.

CHAPTER XLIV.

MONSIEUR JAQUES.

Gilbert, delighted at his good fortune, which had hitherto

befriended him in his utmost need, walked on, turning from time to

time toward the stranger who had by a few words made him at

once so submissive and docile. In this manner he led him to the

spot where the mosses grew; they were really splendid specimens,
and when the old man had made a collection of them they went in

search of other plants.

Gilhert was a much better botanist than he thought himself.

Accustomed to the woods from his infancy, he was familiar with all

the plants that grew in them; but he knew them only by their vul-

gar names. When he named them in that manner, his companion
told him the corresponding scientific term, which Gilhert, on find-

ing another plant of the same family, would endeavor to repeat. If

he miscalled the Greek or Latin term, the stranger repeated it in

syllables, and gave him its derivation. Then he explained how it

was adapted to the nature of the plant; and thus Gilbert learned

not only its botanical name, but the Greek or Latin one by which

Pliny, Linnreus or Jussieu had distinguished it.

From time to time he said,
" What a pity, sir, that I cannot gain

my six sous by botanizing every day with you. Oh, I should never

rest a moment, and, indeed, I should not want even the six sous; a

piece of bread, such as you gave me this morning, would be suffi-

cient for the whole day. I have just drunk from a spring of excel-

lent water, as good as that at Taverney, and, last night, I slept

under a tree here, and, I am sure, I slept hetter than 1 should have
done under the roof of a chauteau."

"My friend," replied the straugcr, with a smile,
" winter will

come ;
the plants will be withered and the spring frozen

;
the north

wind will whistle through the naked trees instead of this gentle

breeze which agitates their leaves. You will then require a shelter,
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clothes and Ore, and you must be economical with your six sous that

you may obtain them."

Gilbert sighed, gathered more plants, and asked more questions.

They spent thus the greater part of the day in the woods of

Alnay, Plessis- Piquet and Clamart-sous-Meudon.

Gilbert, according to his usual custom, soon became familiar with

his companion, who questioned him with admirable address; but

there was in the young man something distrustful and circumspect,

and he revealed as little as possible of his past life.

At Chatillon the stranger bought some bread and milk, but it was

with difficulty he prevailed upon Gilbert to take the half of his pur-

chase. Then, refreshed, they set out for Paris, that they might
enter it while it was yet daylight.

The young man's heart beat high at the mere thought of being in

Paris, and he could not conceal his emotion when, from the hill of

Vanvres, he perceived St. Genevieve, the Invalides, Notre-Dame,
and that vast sea of houses whose rolling billows seemed to lave the

declivities of Montmartres, Belleville and Menil Montant.
"
Oh, Paris, Paris !

" murmured he.
•
Yes, Paris— a mass of houses, an abyss of ills!

" said the old

man. " If the griefs and crimes which those houses inclose were to

appear on their exteriors, from every stone would ooze a tear or a

drop of blood! "

Gilbert heard and repressed his enthusiasm, and, thus checked,
it soon died awT

ay of itself.

The suburb by which they entered the city was filthy and squalid;

sick persons on litters were carried past him to the hospitals; chil-

dren, half-naked, were playing in the dirt among dogs, cows and

pigs. His brow grew dark.

"You think all this hideous," said the stranger. "Well, in a

hart time you will not even see these things! People are rich who
have a pig or a cow

; they will soon have neither one nor other.

Their children give them pleasure; soon they will bring them only

sorrow. As to filth, you will always find that everywhere."
Gilbert had been inclined to look on Paris with a gloomy eye ;

the picture of it which his companion drew did not, therefore, dis-

please him. The old man, at first prolix in his declamation, grad-

ually sank into abstraction and silence as they approached the center

of the city. lie seemed so full of anxious thoughts that Gilbert had
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not courage to ask him the name of a large garden which be saw

through a railing, nor of a bridge by which the Seine was crossed.

The garden was the Luxembourg— the bridge the Pont Neuf. At

last, however, as they still proceeded onward, and as the stranger's
meditation appeared to have changed into uneasiness, he ventured

to say,
" Do you live far from this, sir?"

' Not very far," answered the stranger, whom this question evi-

dently made more morose.

They proceeded along the Rue du Four, passing the magnificent
Hotel de Soissons, the windows and the principal entrance of which
look on the street, but whose splendid gardens extend to the streets

of Grenelle and Deux-Ecus.

They passed by a church which Gilbert thought very beautiful—
he stopped a moment to gaze at it.

" That is a beautiful building," said he.
"

It is Saint Eustache," replied the old man; then, looking up,
"
Eight o'clock! Good Heavens! Make haste, young man, make

haste !
"

The stranger strode on faster; Gilbert followed him.
" By the bye,

" said he, after some minutes of a silence so ungenial
that Gilbert began to feel uneasy,

"
I forgot to tell you that I am

married."

"Oh," said Gilbert.
"
Yes; and my wife, like a true Parisian housekeeper, will scold

us, I dare say, for coming in so late. Besides, I must tell you, she

is very suspicious of strangers.
"

" Do you wish me to leave you, sir? " said Gilbert, whose heart

was chilled by these words.
" Not at all, not at all ! I invited you to come home with me and

you shall come. "

"
I follow you, then," answered the young man.

" Now here we are! Down this street— to the right."

Gilbert raised his eyes, and by the last gleams of expiring day he

read, at the corner of the street, above a grocer's shop, the words,
" Rue Plastriere. "

The old man continued to hurry on faster, and as he approached
nearer his house his feverish agitation seemed to increase. Gilbert

feared to lose sight of him, and in his haste knocked against the

passers-by, the burdens of the porters and the poles of carriages
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and litters. His companion seemed to have completely forgotten

him in his hurried progress, absorbed as be was by one disagreeable

thought.
At last he stopped before a door, in the upper part of which was

a grating. A little string hung out through a hole
;
the stranger

pulled it and the door opened. He then turned, and, seeing Gilbert

standing undecided whether to enter or not, he said,
" Come on! "

Gilbert obeyed, and the old man shut the door.

After a few steps forward in the dark Gilbert's foot struck against

a narrow, steep staircase
;
but the old man, accustomed to the place,

had already mounted half the flight. Gilbert overtook him, ascended

with him, and stopped when he stopped. This was on an old, half

worn-out mat, in a lobby with two doors in it.

The stranger pulled a cord near one of these doors, and a sharp

tinkling bell rang; then, from the interior of one of the rooms was

heard the shuffling of slip-shod feet dragging along the floor. The
door opened, and a woman of from fifty to fifty-five years of age

appeared.
Two voices immediately arose together— one, that of the

stranger ;
the other, that of the woman who opened the door.

" Am I too late, dear Therese? " he murmured, timidly.
" A pretty hour, Jacques, to sup at !

" she replied, rudely.
"
Come, come, we shall soon make all that light!

"
replied the

stranger, affectionately, shutting the door, and then turning to

receive the tin box from Gilbert's hands.
"
Oh, a porter to carry your box!" cried the old woman. "

It

only wanted that! So you could not carry all that nasty stuff of

giass and herbs yourself? Indeed, a porter for Monsieur Jacques!
I beg pardon, he is becoming quite a great gentleman !

"

"Well, well, be calm, Therese," quietly replied he whom she

addressed so insolently by the name of Jacques, arranging his

pi ;mts on the mantelpiece.
" Pay him, then, and send him away; we don't want a spy here."

Gilbert turned as pale as death, and sprang to the door. Jacques

stopped him.
" This gentleman," said he, with less timidity than he had shown

at first,
"

is not a porter, stdl less a spy. He is a guest whom I

have brought."
The old woman's anus fell powerless by her side.
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" A guest ?
" said she. "

Certainly, we are in great need of guests."
"
Come, Therese,

"
said the stranger, in a tone still affectionate,

but in which a shade of derision might be detected,
"
light a caudle

— I am heated, and we are thirsty."

The old woman still grumbled, loudly at first, but gradually sub-

siding. Then she proceeded to strike a light.

While the dialogue lasted, and the murmurs succeeding it,

Gilbert remained silent and immovable, nailed to the floor within a

step or two of the door, which he deeply regretted having entered.

Jacques perceived what the young man was suffering.

"Come forward, Monsieur Gilbert," said he, "come forward, I

beg of you."
The old woman turned to see the person to whom her husband

spoke with this affected politeness, and Gilbert had thus an oppor-

tunity of seeing her yellow, morose face, by the first light of the

miserable candle which she had placed in a copper candlestick.

That face awoke in him, at the first glance, a violent antipathy.
It was wrinkled, pimpled and filled, as it were, with gall; the eyes
were sharp but meaningless ;

there was also a pretended softness

spread over those vulgar features at that moment, wdiich the old

woman's -voice and manner so completely contradicted that Gilbert's

dislike was, if possible, increased.

The old woman, on her side, found the thin, pale face, circumspect
silence and stiff demeanor of the young man little to her taste.
• "

I see, gentleman," said she,
" that you are hot, and I am sure

you must be thirsty. Indeed, passing a day in the shade of the

woods is so fatiguing, and stooping from time to time to gather a

plant so laborious an occupation—for this gentleman is a botanist,

also, no doubt; that is the trade of people who have no trade!"

"The gentleman," replied Jacques, in a voice becoming every
moment firmer,

"
is a kind, good young man, who did me the honor

to bear me company all the day, and whom my Therese will, I am
sure, receive like a friend."

" There is enough of supper for two, but not for three,
"
grumbled

she.
" He is easily satisfied and so am I."
"
Oh, yes, all very fine ! I know what that means. I tell you

plainly there is not bread enough for your double moderation, and I
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im not going down three flights of stairs to get any more, I assure

you, Besides, at this boar the baker's would be shut."

"Then I sbali go down myself," replied Jacques, frowning;
14

open the door, Therese."
"
Oh, but "

"
I will go down, I tell you!

"

"Well, well," said the old woman, in a discontented voice, but

at tbe same time yielding to the absolute tone whicb her opposition
bad called fortb from Jacques,

" am I not always ready to satisfy

your whims f I tbink we can do with what we bave. Come to

supper.''
11 Sit by me," said Jacques, leading Gilbert into the next room,

wbere a little table was prepared for tbe master and mistress of tbe

house. On it were laid two plates, beside one of wbicb a napkin
folded and tied witb a red ribbon, and beside the otber one tied

with white, pointed out where eacb took bis seat.

Tbe walls of tbe room, wbicb was small and of a square shape,

were covered witb a pale blue paper, witb a white pattern, and its

only ornaments were two large maps. Tbe rest of tbe furniture

consisted of six straw-seated chairs, tbe aforesaid table and a kind

of cabinet filled witb stockings to be mended.

Gilbert sat down. The old woman placed a plate before him,

then she brought a spoon, worn thin by use, a knife and fork and a

brightly polished pewter goblet.
" Are you not going down'/ " asked Jacques.
" It is not neccessary," sbe replied, in a sharp tone, showing the

spite wbicb idled her heart at his having- gained a victory over her.
" It is not necessary. I found half a loaf in tbe pantry. That

makes a pound and a half of bread for us all— we must make it

do."

So saying, she put tbe soup on the table.

Jacques was helped first, then Gilbert, and the old woman ate

out of the tureen. All three were very hungry. Gilbert, intimidated

by the discussion on domestic economy to which he had given rise,

kept his appetite as much within bounds as possible, bul, notwith-

standing, he had finished his .soup first. The old woman cast a

wrathful look on his [date, so prematurely empty.
" Who called to-day .'" inquired Jacques, in order to change the

current of her thoughts.
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"
Oh, everybody, as usual!'' replied she. "You promised

Madame de BoufQers her four pieces. Madame d'Escars two airs,

Madame de Penthievre a quartette with au accompaniment— some

persons came themselves, ethers sent for what they wanted. But

what of that? Monsieur was botanizing, and as people cannot

amuse themselves and do their work at the same time, the ladies

had to go without their music !"

Jacques did not say a word, to the great astonishment of Gilbert,

who expected to see him get angry, but as it only concerned him-

self it did not disturb him.

To the soup succeeded a morsel of boiled beef, served on a com-

mon earthenware dish, scraped and cracked by the edge of the

knife. Jacques helped Gilbert moderately enough, for Therese had

her eye upon him ;
then he took a piece about the same size for

himself, and handed the dish to her.

The old woman seized on the loaf and cut a slice for Gilbert— so

small a slice that Jacques blushed. He waited until she had helped
him and herself— then he took the loaf into his own hands.

" You shall cut your own bread, my young friend," said he;
u and cut it according to your appetite, I beg of you. Bread ought
to be doled out only to those who waste it."

A moment afterward appeared a dish of kidney-beans stewed in

butter.
" Look how green they are !

" said Jacques.
"
They are of our

own keeping— we have an excellent method for that." And he

passed the dish to Gilbert.

"Thank you, sir," said the latter, "but I have eaten quite

enough— I am not hungry."
" The young gentleman is not of your opinion about my kidney

beans," said Therese, angrily. "He prefers, no doubt, fresh

gathered, ones; but they are early vegetables, and rather above our

means."
"
No, madame. On the contrary, I think these appear very nice

indeed, and I am sure I should like them; but I never cat of more

than cne dish*"
" And you drink water ? " said Jac.ques, handing him the jug.
"
Always, sir

'•

Jacques poured u' amah glass oi wine ;or Limseil
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"And now, wife," said he, "you will begin and get this young
man's bed ready ;

he must he tired, I am sure."

Therese let her knife and fork" fall from her hands, and fixed her

angry eyes on her hushand.
" Bed? Are you mad? If you bring any one to sleep here, he

must sleep in your own bed, I can tell you. You are really becom-

ing deranged ! Or perhaps you are going to take up a boarding-
house '. If you are, you may get a cook and waiting-maid; it is

quite enough for me to be your servant, without being servant to

other people !
"

"
Therese," replied Jacques, resuming his serious and firm tone—

"
Therese, pray Jisten to me. It is only for one night. This young

man has never set foot in Paris before. He came under my pro-

lection, and I will not permit him to sleep in an inn. I will not,

though I should, as you say, have to resign to him my own bed."

After this second exhibition of firmness and resolution, the old

man awaited the result.

Therese, who had watched him while he spoke, appearing to study

every muscle of his face, seemed now to understand that she must

give up the contest, and she suddenly changed her tactics. She
was certain of being beaten if she continued Gilbert's enemy; she

therefore began to fight for him, but certainly like an ally who
intended treachery.

"Well, well," said she, "since the young gentleman has come
home with you, he must be a friend of yours, and it is better as

you say, that he should remain under our roof. I shall make him a

bed as well as I can in your study, near the bundles of papers."
"
No, no," said Jacques, quickly,

" a study is not a lit place to

sleep in
;
he might set fire to the papers."

" A great misfortune, truly !
" muttered Therese to herself. Then

she added aloud. " In that case, I can put him in front of the

cupboard in the anteroom."
"
No, no !

"

"
Well, you see, however much I wish it, I can't manage it, unless

he take your bed or mine."
"

I do not think, Therese, you arc looking in the right quarter."
" What do you mean '.

"

"
Why, we have tbe garret, you know."

" The garret .' The Loft you mean."
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"
No, it is not a loft. It is a room, a little garret-like I confess,

but wholesome, and with a splendid view of the neighboring gar-
dens— a thing very unusual in Paris."

"
Oh, what matters it, sir," exclaimed Gilbert,

" whether it be a

loft or not? Even if it were
s

I should be but too glad of it, I

assure you."
" But stay, that cannot be," cried Therese; li it is there that I

dry our linen."
" The young man will not disturb it, Therese. You will take care,

will you not, my young friend, that no accident happens to my
good housekeeper's linen? We are poor, aud any loss is serious

to us."
"
Oh, do not be afraid, sir."

Jacques rose and approached Therese. " I do not wish, my
dear Therese," said he, "that this young man should be ruined.

Paris is a dangerous place for a stranger; while here, we can

watch over his conduct."
" Then you have taken him to educate ? He will pay for his

beard, this pupil of yours?
"

"No, but I answer for it he shall cost you nothing. From to-

morrow he will provide for himself. As for lodging, since the

garret is almost useless to us, let us do him this slight service."
" How well idle people understand each other !

" muttered

Therese, shrugging her shoulders.

"Sir," said Gilbert, more wearied even than his host of this

struggle for a hospitality which was so humbling to him, and which

was only gained by fighting for every inch of ground—"
Sir, I have

never yet given trouble to any one, and I shall certainly not begin
with you, who have been so good to me. Permit me, therefore, to

leave you, if you please. I saw, near the bridge which we crossed,

some trees with benches under them. I shall sleep very well, I

assure you, on one of those benches."
"
Yes," said Jacques,

" to be taken up by the watch as a vaga-
bond."

" Which he is," muttered Therese, to herself, as she removed the

supper things.
"
Come, come, young man,* Jacques added,

" there is, as well as

I can remember, a v. ry good straw mattress upstairs, and that is

surely battel than a bencii s

'
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"
Oh, sir, I have cover Blept on anything hut a straw mattress,"

said Gilbert; then correcting this truth by a slight fib,
" A feather-

bed always overheated me," added he.

Jacques smiled. "Straw is certainly cool and refreshing,"

said he.
" Take that bit of candle which is on the table, and follow me."

Thcrese did not even look at them. She sighed
— she was

defeated.

Gilbert rose gravely and followed his protector. Passing through
the anteroom he saw a cistern of water. "Sir," asked he, "is

water dear in Paris i
"

"No, my friend; but were it dear, water and bread are two

things which no man has a right to refuse his fellowman who begs
for them."

"
Oh, the reason I asked is that at Taverney water costs nothing,

and cleanliness is the luxury of the poor."
" Take some, my friend,

" said Jacques, pointing to a large earth-

enware pitcher, and he preceded the young man to his sleeping

apartment, surprised to find united in a youth of his age all the

strength of mind of the lower classes with all the refined tastes of

the higher.

CHAPTER XLV.

MONSIEUR JACQUES' GARRET.

The staircase, narrow and steep even at its commencement in

the hall below, became still more narrow and more steep from the

third story, on which Jacques lived, to the rooms above. It was,

therefore, with considerable difficulty that they reached what was

really a loft. Tberese was right !'or once; it was neither more nor

less than a loft, divided into four compartments, three of which

were uninhabited.

To say the truth they were all, except the one destined for

Gilbert, uninhabitable.

The root' sloped precipitately down and formed an acute angle

with the floor. In the middle of the slope a skylight, in a broken

frame, without glass, admitted both light and air; the former rather

scantily, the latter superabundantly, particularly during high winds

in winter.
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Fortunately summer was near, and yet, in spite of the approach

ing warm weather, the candle which Jacques held was nearly hlown

out on entering the loft.

The mattress of which Jacques had spoken so boastingly lay on

the floor, and at the first glance seemed to be in Sself the whole

furniture of the place. Here and there were piles of old printed

papers, which had turned yellow at the edges from old age, and in

the midst of them were some books half gnawed away by rats.

From two cords which were stretched from one side of the loft to

the other, and- the first of which was nearly strangling Gilbert,

hung, dancicg in the night breeze, several paper bags containing

kidney-beans dried in their pods, a few bundles of aromatic herbs,

some household linen and several articles of female attire almost in

rags.
"

It is not a very handsome place," said Jacques,
" but sleep and

darkness make a humble cabin equal to a sumptuous place. Sleep,

my young friend, as you ought to sleep at your age, and to-morrow

morning you may believe that you have slept in the Louvre. But

above all things, take care of fire."

"Yes, sir," said Gilbert, a little bewildered at all that he had

heard and seen.

Jacques left the room smiling, then returned.
" To-morrow we shall have some conversation," said he. " You

will have no objection to work, will you?
"

" You know, sir, that, on the contrary, to work is my strongest

wish."
" That is right," said Jacques, and he turned away.
" To work in an honorable way, you understand, sir," added the

punctilious Gilbert.
"

I know of no other, my young friend; so then, good-night.
"

"
Good-night, and thank you, sir."

Jacques retired, closed the door, and Gilbert was left alone in his

garret.

At first amazed, then stupefied at the thought that he was in

Paris, he asked himself, Could this really be Paris? Could there be

in Paris such rooms as this?

He then reflected that, in reality, Monsieur Jacques was bestow-

ing charity on him. and. as be bad seen alms bestowed at Taveiney,

Dot only did his surprise subside, but gradually gave way to grati-
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tude, so much difference was there in the manner of performing the

two acts.

Then, candle in hand, and taking every precaution against fire,

as recommended by Jacques, he went over all parts of the garret,

thinking so little of Therese's clothes that he would not take even

an old gown to serve him for a quilt.

He stopped at the piles of printed papers. They aroused his

curiosity to the utmost, but they were tied up and he did not touch

them.

With outstretched neck and eager eye, he passed from these

parcels to the bags of kidney- beans. The bags were made of very
white paper, also printed, and were fastened together by pins.

In making a rather hurried movement he touched the rope with

his head, and one of the bags fell. Paler and more frightened than

if he had been discovered breaking open a strdng box, Gilbert

hastened to gather up the beans scattered on the floor and to return

them to the bag.

During this process he naturally looked at the paper and

mechanically read a few words. These words excited his interest;

he pushed aside the beans and, sitting down on his mattress, he

read with eagerness, for the words were so completely in unison

with his own character and feelings that he could almost imagine
them to have been written not only for but by himself. They were

as follows :

"
Besides, grisettes, tradesmen's daughters, and filles-de-chainbre

never presented any temptation to me — I was influenced by ladies

alone. Every one has his whim, and this was mine. I do not

agree with Horace on this point. It is not, however, mere admira-

tion of rank or wealth which induces this preference; it is the superior

delicacy of complexion, the soft, white hands, the becoming attire,

the air of delicacy and order exhibited in the whole person, the

taste which appears in every gesture and every expression, the

dress so much finer and better formed, the shoes of more delicate

workmanship, the more judicious blending of ribbons and laces, the

hair arranged with superior care. Thus adorned, I should prefer

the plainest features to beauty without them. This preference may
be — and I feel that it is— very ridiculous, but my heart has made
it almost in spite of me."

Gilbert started, and the perspiration burst from his forehead—
as
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his thoughts could not be better expressed, his desires more clearly

defined, nor his tastes more perfectly analyzed. But Andree,

though thus adorned, did not require these auxiliaries to set off

" the plainest features. " All these were subservient to her peerless

beauty.
After this came a delightful adventure of a young man with two

young girls. Their setting out altogether on horseback was

related, and all the pretty little fears of the ladies were described.

Then their nocturnal return was told in the most charming style.

Gilbert's interest increased. He unfolded the bag and read all

that was in it; then he looked at the pages that he might if possible

go on regularly with what was so interesting. The paging was not

regular, but he found seven or eight bags which seemed in the nar-

rative to have some connection. He took out the pins, emptied the

beans on the floor, put the sheets together and proceeded to read.

He was thinking of the happiness he should have passing the

whole night in reading, and the pleasure he should find in unpin-

ning the long file of bags yet untouched, when suddenly a slight

crackling was heard — the candle, being low, had heated the copper

around it, it sank in the melted grease, a disagreeable odor filled the

loft and in a moment all was darkness.

This event took place so quickly that Gilbert had no time to pre-

vent it, and he could have wept with vexation at being interrupted

in the middle of his reading. He allowed the papers to slip from

his hands on the heap of beans near his bed, threw himself on his

mattress, and, in spite of his disappointment, soon slept profoundly.

He did not awake until roused by the noise of taking off the pad-
lock with which Jacques had closed the door the night before. It

was broad daylight, and as Gilbert opened his eyes he saw his host

enter softly.

His eyes immediately rested on the kidney beans scattered on the

floor, and the bags turned into their original form. Jacques' glance
had taken the same direction.

Gilbert felt the blush of shame covering his cheeks, and, scarcely

knowing what he said, he murmured,
"
Good-morning, sir."

"Good-morning, my friend," said Jacques j
"have you slept

well? "

"
Yes, sir.

"

" Are you a somnambulist ?
"
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Gilbert did not know what a somnambulist was, but he under-

stood that the question referred to the beans uo longer in their

bags, and to the bags despoiled of their contents.

"Ah, sir," said he, "I understand why you ask me that ques-

tion. Yes, I have been guilty of this misconduct; I humbly confess

it, but I think I can repair it.
"

" Yes. But why is your candle burned out ?
"

"
I sat up too late."

" But why sit up ? " asked Jacques, distrustfully.

"To read, sir."

The old man's eyes wandered with increasing interest all round

the garret.
" This first leaf," said Gilbert, taking up the first page which he

had unpinned and read— "This first leaf, which I looked at by

chance, interested me much; but, sir, you, who know so much, do

you know what book this is taken from ?
"

Jacques glanced carelessly at it and said :
"

I don't know."
" It is a romance, I am sure," said Gilbert, "and a charming

romance, too."
il A romance? Do you think so? "

"Yes; for love is spoken of here as in romances, only much
better."

"
Well, as I see at the foot of this page the word '

confessions,' I

think that it may be a true history."
"
Oh, no! The man who speaks thus does not speak of himself.

There is too much frankness in his avowals, too much impartiality

in his judgments.
"

" You arc wrong," answered the old man quickly; "the author

wished to give an example of that kind to the world."
" Do you know who is the author? "

" The author is Jean Jacques Rousseau."
" Rousseau? " cried the young man, impetuously.
" Yes. These are some leaves from his last work."
" So this young man, as he speaks of himself here, poor,

unknown, almost begging on the highway, was Rousseau— that is to

. the man who was one day to write ' Le Uontrat Social,' and

•• The same — or, rather, not the same. "
said the old man, with an

expree rionofdeep melancholy,
"
no, not the same. The author of the
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>Le ContraV and ' Emile" is the man disenchanted with the world,

life, glory, almost with the Deity himself; the other— the other

Eousseaa is the child entering a world rosy as the dawn, a child

with all the joys and all the hopes of that happy age ! Between

the two Konsseans lies an abyss which will forever prevent them

from being one— thirty years of misery!
''

The old man shook his head, let his arms sink by his side, and

appeared lost in reverie.

Gilbert was delighted, not saddened, by what he heard. "
Then,"

said he,
"

all that I read last night was not a charming fiction'? "

" Young man, Rousseau has never lied. Remember his motto,
'Vitam impendere vero.' "

"
I have seen it, but as I do not know Latin I did not under-

stand it.
"

" It means to give one's life for the truth. But my wife must

have risen by this time. Let us go down
;
a man determined to

work can never begin the day too early. Rouse, young man, rouse."
" And so,

" said Gilbert,
"

i'' is possible that a man of such an

origin as Rousseau may be lovel by a lady of rank? Oh heavens,
what it is to inspire with hope those who like him, have dared to

raise their eyes above them !
"

"You love," said Jacques, "and you find an analogy between

your situation and that of Rousseau ?
'

Gilbert blushed, but did not answer this interrogation.
" But all women," said he,

" are not like those of whom I read;

how many are proud, haughty, disdainful, whom it would be only

folly to love. "

" And yet, young man," replied the other,
" such occasions have

more than once presented themselves to Rousseau."
" That is true, sir; pardon me for having detained you ;

but there

are some subjects which intoxicate me
:
and some thoughts which

make me almost mad."
"
Come, come

;
I fear you are in love," said the old man.

Instead of replying Gilbert commenced to make up the bags again
with the help of the pins and fill them with the kidney-beans.

Jacques looked on.
" You have not been very splendidly lodged,

" said he
;

"
but, after

all, you have had what was necessary, and if you had been earlier

up you might have inhaled through your window the perfume of the
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garden trees, which, in the midst of the disagreeable odors that

infest a great town, is certainly very agreeable. The gardens of the

Rue Jussienne are just below, and to breathe in the morning the

fragrance of their (lowers and shrubs is to a poor captive a happi-
ness for all the rest of the day."

" It certainly conveys an agreeable sensation to me," said Gilbert;
" but I am too much accustomed to those things to pay any particu-
lar attention to them.''

"
Say rather that yon have not yet been long enough the inhab-

itant of a town to know how much the country is to be regretted.
But you have done; let us go down."

And motioning Gilbert to precede him, he shut the door and put
on the padlock.
This time Jacques led his companion directly to the room which

Therese the evening before had named the study. Its furniture was

composed of glass cases containing butterflies, plants and minerals,

a book-case of walnut-tree wood, a long, narrow table, with a green
and black baize cover worn out by constant use, on which were a

number of manuscripts arranged in good order, and four arm-chairs

stuffed and covered with hair-cloth. . Every article was waxed and

shining; irreproachable as to neatness and cleanliness, but chilling

tu the eye and the heart, so dim and gray was the light admitted

through the drab curtains and so far removed from comfort were

the .Mild ashes on the black hearth.

A little harpsichord of rosewood on four straight legs, the strings

of which vibrated as the carriages passed in the street, and the

Blight ticking of a timepiece placed over the fireplace, were all that

mil tu give life to this species of tomb.

But Gilbert entered it with profound respect. The furniture

med tu him almost sumptuous, since it was, as nearly as possi-

ble, i he same as that of the chateau of Taverney, and the polished

floor, above all, struck him with awe.
"

sit down," said Jacques, pointing to a second little table placed
in the recess of a window, "and 1 shall explain what occupation
I intend for you."

I rilberl eagerly obeyed.
" Do ynii know what this is? " asked the old man, showing him

some paper ruled with lines at equal distances.
"
Certainly," said he;

"
it is music paper.

"
•
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"
Well, when one of these leaves has been filled up properly by

me—that is, when I have copied on it as much music as it will con-
tain—I have earned ten sous; that is the price which I fixed myself.
Do you think you can learn to copy music ?"

"
Oh, yes, sir; I think so."

" But does not all this little black dotting of spots joined together
by single, double, and triple strokes swim before your eyes?

"

"
Yes, sir. At the first glance I cannot distinguish them well,

but on looking more closely I shall be able to separate one note
from another; for instance, here is a Fa."

" And the note above that, crossing the second line?"

"That is Sol."
" Then you can read music?"
"

I know only the names of the notes
;

I do not understand their

value. "

" Do you know when they are minims, crotchets, quavers and

semiquavers?"

"Oh, yes; I know that."

"And that mark?"
"It is a rest."

"And that?"
" A sharp.

"

"And that?

"Aflat."
"
Very well ! And so, with this ignorance of yours," said Jacques,

his eye beginning to darken with the distrust which seemed natural

to him,
" with this ignorance of yours, you speak of music as you

spoke of botany, and as you would have spoken of love, had I not

cut you short."
"
Oh, sir," replied Gilbert, blushing,

" do not ridicule me?"
"
No, my child

;
1 am only surprised at you. Music is an art which

Is seldom learned until after other studies, and you told me you had
received no education

;
in' fact, that you had been taught nothing."

" That is the truth, sir."

" But you could not have found out of yourself that this black

point was a Fa."
"
Sir," said Gilbert, looking down with an embarrassed air,

" in

the house where I iived there was a— a— young lady— who played
on the harpsichord*

"
•
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"
Oh, the same who studied botany?

"

"
Yes, sir

;
and she played very well. "

" Indeed ?
»

"
Yes, and I adore music !

"

" All that does not account for your knowing the notes ?

"
Sir, Rousseau says that the man who enjoys the effect without

seeking to know the cause allows half his powers to lie dormant."
••

Yes; but he also says that man in acquiring that knowledge
loses his joyousness, his innocence, and his natural instincts."

" What matters it, if he find in the search itself an enjoyment

equal to all the pleasures which he loses'? "

Jacques turned toward him, still more surprised.
"
Ha," said he,

"
you are not only a botanist and a musician, but also a logician."
"
Ah, sir, I am unfortunately neither a musician, a botanist, nor

a logician ! I can distinguish one note from another, one sign from

another, that is all."

" You can sol-fa, then ? "

"
No, not in the least, sir."

"Well, no matter. Will you try to copy this? Here is some

ruled paper, but take care of wasting it
,

it is very dear; and, now
I think of it, it would be better for you to take some common paper,
rule it yourself, and make a trial on it."

"
Oh, sir, I shall do whatever you recommend. But allcAv me to

say that this not an occupation for my whole lifetime. It would be

much better to become a public writer than copy music which I do

not understand. "

"
Young man, young man, you speak without reflection. Is it by

night that a public writer gains his bread?"
"
No, certainly."

"
Well, listen to me, with practice a man can copy in two or three

hours at night live or even six ot these pages; for that he will get

three francs. A man can live on that sum; you will not contradict

that, you, who would be content with six sous? Thus, you see,

with two'hours' work at night you could earn sufficient to enable

you to attend the school of surgery, of medicine, and of botany."
"
Oh," cried Gilbert,

" now I ui derstand, and I thank you from

my very heart." And so saying, bo seized eagerly the paper which

the old man offered him.
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CHAPTER XLVI.

WHO MONSIEUR JACQUES WAS.

Gilbert set to work with the greatest ardor, and his paper was
soon covered with careful copies of what was placed before him.
The old man looked at him for some time, and then sat down at the
other table to correct printed sheets like those of which the bags
containing the kidney-beans had been made.

They had passed three hours in this way, and the timepiece had
just-struck nine, when Therese entered hurriedly. Jacques raised
his head.

"
Quick, quick,

" said she,
" come into the other room ! Here is

another prince come to visit you. When will this procession of

grandees be over? I only hope he will not take it into his head to
breakfast with us, as the Duke de Chartres did the other day."" Who is this prince ? » asked Jacques, in a low voice.

"
Monseigneur the Prince de Conte."

At this name Gilbert let fall on his paper a sol which looked much
more like a dinner-plate than a note.

" A prince ! A grandee !
" he muttered to himself.

Jacques left the study smiling; Therese followed, and closed the
door behind her.

Then Gilbert looked around, and, finding that he was alone, sat
bolt upright with astonishment.

" But where am I then? » exclaimed he. "
Princes, highnesses,

calling on Monsieur Jacques! The Duke de Chartres, the Prince
de Conte, calling on a copier of music ? "

He approached the door to listen
;
his heart beat strangely.

The first greetings were over between Jacques and the prince,
and the latter was speaking.

"
I should have liked," he said,

" to take you with me." •

" Why so, monseigneur?
" asked Jacques.

" To introduce you to the dauphiness. A new era is opening for

philosophy, my dear philosopher."
" A thousand thanks for your kindness, my lord, but it is impos-

sible for me to accompany you."
"
Yet, six years ago, you accompanied Madame de Pompadour to

Fontainebleau "t
"
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11 1 was six years younger then. Now I am chained to my arm-

chair by infirmities."
" And by misanthropy.

"

" And if it were so, my lord, you must allow that the world is not

worth the trouble of putting one's self out of,the way for it.
"

"
Well, I shall let you off for St. Denis, and the grand ceremonial;

but I must take you to Muette, where her royal highness will sleep

the night after to-morrow."
" Then her royal highness arrives at Saint Denis the day after

to-morrow t
"

"
Yes, with all her retinue. Come, two leagues are easily trav-

eled. Report besj)eaks her highness an excellent musician
;
a pupil

of G luck's."

Gilbert heard no more.

The day after to-morrow the dauphin ess and all her retinue would

be at St. Denis; these words suggested only one idea to him,
that the next day but one Andree would be too leagues distant

from him.

Of the two feelings which he experienced, the stronger overcame

the weaker. Love put an end to curiosity. For a moment it

Beemed to him as if he had not room to breathe. He ran to a

window to open it, but it was fastened inside with a padlock, no

doubt, to prevent those on the opposite side of the street from

ever having an opportunity of seeing what passed in the study.
He sank mi his chair.
"
Oh, I will never listen at doors again," said he;

"
I must not

try to penetrate the secrets of this man, apparently so humble,
whom a prince calls his friend and wishes to present to the fut-

ure Queen of France— to the daughter of emperors— whom
Mademoiselle Andree addressed almost kneeling at her feet. And

yet, perhaps, I might hear something of Mademoiselle Andree.

No, no. I should seem like a lackey; La Brie used to listen at

doors,"

And he courageously retired from tho door. But his hanrls

trembled so much that lie could not write, and indeed he required
some more exciting pursuit to divert his thoughts; he therefore

seized a book on the other table.

"'The Confessions' he read with joyful surprise, "'embel-
lished with a likeness of the author, Jean Jacques Rousseau,' and I
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have never yet seen a likeness of Rousseau !
" and he hastily turned

the silk paper which covered the engraving.
No sooner did it meet his eye than he uttered a cry of amazement.

At that moment Jacques opened the door.

Gilbert compared his face with the likeness in the book, which he

held in his hand, then, pale and trembling, he let the volume fall,

exclaiming,
"

I am in the house of Jean Jacques Rousseau! "

" Let me see, my child, how you have copied your music," said

Rousseau, smiling, and inwardly better pleased with this involun-

tary homage than with many of the thousand triumphs of his glori-

ous life. And passing by the trembling Gilbert, he approached the

table and commenced to examine his work.
" Your notes are net badly formed,

" said he;
" but they are care-

lessly joined together. Here, there should be a rest to make the

time complete. Then, see, the bars which divide it are not quite

straight. Make the semibreves by two semicircles; it is not impor-
tant that they should join. The note made perfectly round is

ungraceful, and the stalk does not join with it so well. Yes, my
friend, you are indeed in the house of Jean Jacques Rousseau."

"Oh, pardon me, sir, for all the foolish words which I have

uttered !

" exclaimed Gilbert, clasping his hands and ready to fall

on his knees.
" Was it necessary that a prince should come to visit me," said

Ron •, shrugging his shoulders,
" toenable you to discover in me

the unhappy, persecuted philosopher of Geneva? Poor child!

Happy in your ignorance of persecution !
"

"Oh, yes, I am happy, very happy! But it is in seeing you, in

knowing you, in being near you !

"

"
Thanks, my child, thanks. But it is not enough to be happy,

you must work. Now that you have made atrial, take this rondeau

and copy it on some proper music-paper; it is short and easy —
above all things observe neatness. But how did you discover "

Gilbert, with a swelling heart, took up the volume and pointed

to the portrait.
"
Oh, yes, my likeness burned in effigy on the first page of the

' Emile !
'

However, the auto-da-fe diffuses light as well as the rays
of the sun."

"
Ah, sir. my wildest dreams never exceeded this! To live with

you! My highest ambition never hoped for more! "
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" You cannot live with me, my friend," said Jean Jacques,
" for I

do not take pupils; as for guests, you perceive that I am not rich

enough to entertain them, certainly not to receive them as regular

inmates."

A cold perspiration stood on Gilbert's forehead. Rousseau took

his hand.
"
However," said he,

" do not despair. From the moment I first

saw you, I have been studying your character. In it there is much
which requires to be corrected, but there is also much to esteem.

Learn to subdue your inclinations. Distrust your pride, that gnaw-

ing worm which is the bane of philosophy. Copy music, and wait

patiently for better times."
"
Oh, heavens,

" said Gilbert,
" I feel bewildered when I think of

what has happened to me."
" What has happened to you is very simple and very natural, my

child; you were flying I know not whence, for I did not seek to

know your secret, and in your flight you met a man gathering plants

n a wood. He had bread, you had none; he shared his with you.

a did not know where to seek an asylum for the night, he offered

a the shelter of his roof. The man might have beencalledby any

name, he happened to be called Rousseau. That is the whole affair.

This man said to you, the first precept of philosophy is— man, suf-

fice for thyself. Now. my friend, when you have copied your ron-

deau, you will have gained your bread for this day. Copy your

rondeau, therefore."

"Oh, sir, what kindness! "

"As for your lodging, that is yours into the bargain; only no

reading at ni.uht ;
or if you must have a candle, let it be your own,

otherwise Therese will scold. In the meantime are you hungry?"
"
Oh, no, sir," replied Gilbert, in a choking voice.

" There is enough left from our supper of last night to serve for

this morning's breakfast. Do not stand on ceremony ; this repast is

the la t you will get at my table, unless by invitation, if we remain

friends
"

i .illicit made a movement as if to speak, but Rousseau interrupted

him.
" There is in the Rue Plastriere,

" continued he,
" a modest eat-

ing-house for mechanics; you can dme there on moderate terms, for
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I shall recommend you to the proprietor. In the meantime, come
and breakfast."

Gilbert followed Rousseau without daring to reply. Ho was com-

pletely subdued; but at least it was by a man superior to most
other men.

After a few mouthfuls he left the table and returned to his task.

He spoke truly ;
his emotion was so great that it had taken away his

appetite. During the whole day he never raised his eyes from the

paper, and at eight in the evening, after having torn three sheets,

he had succeeded in copying legibly and neatly a rondeau of four

pages.
"

I will not flatter you," said Rosseau. "
It is not yet well done,

but it is legible. What you have done is worth ten sous. Here is

the money."
Gilbert took it with a low bow.
" There is some bread in the cupboard, M.Gilbert," said Therese,

on whom the young man's modest demeanor, mildness and industry
had produced a favorable impression.

"Thank you, ma'am," replied Gilbert. "Believe me, I shall

never forget your kindness."
"
Here," said she, holding the bread out to him.

He was about to refuse, but looking at Rousseau he sawr

, by the

slight, frown which contracted his piercing eye aud the curl which

hovered on his delicately formed lips, that the refusal would wound
him.

"
I accept your kind offer," said he.

He then withdrew to his little chamber, holding in his hand the

six silver sous and the four copper ones which he had just received.

"At last," said he, on entering his garret, "I am my own
master. But stay! Not yet, since I hold in my hand the bread of

charity."

And although he felt hungry, he laid down the piece of bread on

the sill of the skylight, and did not eat it. Then, fancying that

sleep would enable him to forget his hunger, he blew out his candle

and stretched himself on his straw pallet.

He was awake before daybreak on the following morning, for in

truth he had slept very little during the night. Recollecting what

Rousseau had said about the gardens, he leaned out of the skylight,

and saw below him the trees and shrubs of a very beautiful garden,
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and beyond the trees the hotel to which the garden belonged, the

entrance to which was from the Rue Jussienne.

In one corner of the garden, quite surrounded by shrubs and

flowers, there stood a little summer-house, the windows of which

were cl ised. Gilbert at first thought that the windows were closed

on account of the earliness of the hour; but unobserviug that the

foliage of the trees had grown up against the shutters, he was con-

vinced that the summer-house must have been unoccupied since the

preceding winter at least. He returned, therefore, to his admiring

contemplation of the noble lime-trees, which partially concealed

from view tin 1 main body of the hotel.

Two or three times, during his survey, Gilbert's eyes had turned

toward the piece of bread which Therese had cut for him the

evening before; but although hunger pleaded loudly, be was so

much the master of himself that he refrained from touching it.

Five o'clock struck. Gilbert was persuaded that the door of the

passage must now be open ; and, washed, brushed and combed, for

Rousseau had furnished his garret with all that was necassary for

his modest toilet, he descended the stairs, with his piece of bread

under his arm.

Rousseau, who this time was not the first a-foot, and who, from a

lingering suspicion, perhaps, and the better to watch his guest, had

left his door open, heard him descend, and narrowly observed his

movements. He saw Gilbert leave the house with the bread under

his aim
;
a poor man came up to him, and he saw Gilbert give him

the bread, and then enter a baker's shop which was just opened and

buy some more.
" Now," said Rousseau,

" he will go to a tavern and his poor ten

sous will soon vanish."

But he was mistaken. Gilbert ate his bread as he walked along;

then, stopping at a fountain at the corner of the street, he took a

long draught; ate the rest of his bread; drank again, rinsed his

mouth, washed liis hands and returned toward the house.
" Ha," said Rousseau,

"
I fancy that I am luckier than Diogenes,

and have found a mau." And, hoaring Gilbert's footsteps on the

stair--, h" hastened to open the door

The entire day was spent in uninterrupted labor. Gilbert brought
to bis monotonous task activity, intelligence and unshrinking

assiduity. What he did not perfectly comprehend he guessed, and
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his hand, the slave of his iron will, traced the notes without hesita-

tion and without mistake. By evening he had copied seven pages,
if not elegantly, at least with scrupulous correctness.

Rousseau examined his work with the eye hoth of a critical judge
and a philosopher. As a critical judge he criticized the forms of

the notes, the fineness of the joinings, the spaces for the rests and
dots

;
hut he acknowledged that there was a decided improvement

since the day before, and he gave Gilbert twenty-five sous.

As a philosopher he admired the strength of resolution which
could bend the ardent temperament and active and athletic frame
of a young man of eighteen to such constant and unceasing labor.

For Rousseau had discovered that in that young heart there lurked
an ardent passion

• but whether ambition or love he had not yet
ascertained.

Gilbert gazed thoughtfully the money which he had received,
it was a piece of twenty-four sous and a single sou. He put the sou
in his waistcoat pocket, probably with the other sous which were

remaining from the little sum of the day before, and grasping the
silver with evident satisfaction in his right hand, he said :

"
Sir, you are my master, since you give me work and also lodge

me in your house gratis. I think it only right, therefore, that I

should communicate to you all my intentions, otherwise I might
lose your regard.

"

Rousseau looked at him with a lowering eye.
" What are you

going to do ?" said he. " Have you any other intention than that
of working to-morrow?"

" Sir— for to-morrow, yes. With your permission, I should like

to be at liberty to-morrow."
" What to do t" said Rousseau. " To idle f"
"
Sir," said Gilbert,

"
I wish to go to St. Denis."

"To St. Denis?"
"
Yes; her highness, the dauphiness, is to arrive there to-morrow."

"
Ah, true

;
there are to be festivities in honor of her arrival."

"That is it, sir."
" I thought you less of a sight-seer, my young friend,

" said Rous-
seau. " I gave you credit, at first, on the contrary, for despising
the pomps of absolute power."
.

« Sir "

" Look at me— me whom you pretend to take for a model. Yes-



WHO MONSIEUR JACQUES WAS. 399

terday one of the royal princes came to invite me to court. Well,

observe, citizen as I am, I refused his invitation
;
not to go as you

would go, my poor lad, on font, and standing on tiptoe to catch a

glimpse, over the shoulder of a guardsman, of the king's carriage as

it passes, but to appear before princes— to be honored by a smile

from princesses."

Gilbert nodded his approbation.
" And why did I refuse? " continued Rousseau, with vehemence.

"Because a man ought not to have two faces; because the man
who Uas written that royalty is an abuse ought not to be seen bend-

ing before a king. Because I, who know that every festivity of the

great robs the people of some portion of that comfort which is now

scarcely sufficient to keep them from revolt— I protest by my
absence again- 1 all such festivities."

•
Sir," said Gilbert,

" believe me, I comprehend all the sublimity

of your philosophy."
" Doubtless ; and yet, since you do not practice it, permit me to

tell you
"

" Sir," said Gilbert,
"

I am not a philosorjher.
"

" Tell me, at least, what you are going to do at St. Denis."
"

Sir. I am discreet "

Rousseau was struck by these words; he saw that there was

some mystery concealed under this obstinate desire, and he looked

at this young man with a sort of admiration which his character

d.

>h, very well! " said he. "I see you have a motive; I like

that better."
" Yes, sir, I have a motive, ; one, I assure you, in no way con-

nected with an idle love for pomp or show." '

"So much the better; or perhaps I should say so much tho

worse There is something unfathomable in your look, young man,
and I seek in vain in its expression for the frankness and calm of

youth."
"I told you, sir, that I have been unhappy," replied Gilbert,

sorrowfully, "and for the unhappy then; is no youth. Then, you
consent to give me to-morrow to myself?"

» Y,

'

" Thank you, sir."

"
Remember, however,

" said Rousseau,
" that while you are gaz-
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ing ;it the vain pomps of the world defiling in procession before

yon, I shall, in one of my herbals, be passing in review the splendor
and variety of nature."

"
Sir," said Gilbert,

" would you not have left all the herbals in

the world the day when you went to visit .Mademoiselle Galley
after having presented her with the bouquet?

"

" Good !

" said Rousseau. " True you are young. Go to St.

Denis, ray child."

Then, when Gilbert, with a joyful countenance, had left the room:
" It is not ambition," said he,

"
it is love."

CHAPTER XLYII.

THE SORCERER'S WIFE.

At the moment when Gilbert, after his hard day's labor, was

munching in his loft his bread dipped in cold water, and inhaling
with delight the pure air of the gardens below him, a woman
mounted on a magnificent Arabian horse was advancing at full

gallop toward Saint-Denis, along that road which was now deserted,

but which on the morrow was to be crowded with so much rank

and fashion. She was dressed with elegance, but in a strange and

peculiar style, and her face was hidden by a thick veil. On enter-

ing the town she proceeded straight to the Carmelite Convent, and

dismounting, she knocked with her delicately-formed finger at the

wicket, while her horse, which she held by the bridle, snorted and

pawed the ground with impatience.

Several inhabitants of the town, struck with curiosity, gathered
around her. They were attracted in the first place by her foreign

attire, then by her perseverance in knocking.
" What is it you want, madame? " said one of them at length.
"You see, sir," she replied, with a strongly-marked Italian

accent. "
I wish to obtain admittance."

"
In that case, you are taking the wrong way. This gate is only

opened once a day to the poor, and the hour is now past."
" What must I do, then, to gain an audience of the superior?

"

" You must knock at that little door at the extremity of the wall,

or else ring at the grand entrance."

Another person now approached.
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u Do you know, madame," said he,
" that the present abbess is

her royal highness, Madame Louise of France \

"

"
I know it, sir, thank you," she replied.

"Vertudieu! What a splendid animal !" exclaimed a dragoon,

gazing in admiration at the foreigner's steed. "
Now, that horse,

if not too old, is worth five hundred louis-d'ors, as sure as mi.:e is

worth a handled pistoles!
"

These words produced a great effect on the crowd.

At that moment, a canon, who. unlike the dragooo, looked only

at the rider to the exclusion of h r steed, made his way toward her,

and by some secret knefwn to himself alone opened the wicket of

the tower.

"Enter, madame," said he, "and lead in your horse, if you

plea-."
The 'woman, eager to escape from the gaze of the crowd, which

seemed to terrify her, hurried in, and the gate was closed behind

her.

The moment the foreigner found herself alone in the large court-

yard, she -hook the bridle loose on the horse's neck, and the noble

animal, rejoiced to feel himoelf at l'berty, made his trappings

clash, and pawed the ground so loudly that the portress, who

happened for the moment to be off her post, hastened out from the

interior of the convent.
" What do you want, madame \

" cried she. " And how did you

gain admittance here .'

"

• A charitable canon opened the gate for me," said the stranger.

A - for my business, 1 wish if possible t speak to the superior."
" Madame will not receive any one "his evening."
" Yet I have been told that it is the duty of superiors of convents

to admit, at any hour of the day or of the night, their sisters of the

world who come to implore their succor."
"
Possibly so, in ordinary circumstances

j
but her royal highness,

who only arrived the day before yesterday, is scarcely installed in

her office yet, and holds this evening a chapter of our order."
"
Oh, madame,'' replied the stranger,

"
I come from a greal dis

tance — I come from Rome. I have traveled sixty leagues on

horseback, and am almost exhausted."
" What can I do 1 The orders of the superior are positive."
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" My sister, I have to reveal to your abbess matters of the highest

importance."
•

11 Eeturn to-morrow."
" It is impossible. I have stayed one day in Paris, and already

during that day Besides, 1 cannot sleep at an inn."

"Why so?"
" Because 1 have no money."
The nun gazed in amazement at this woman, covered with jewels

and mistress of a fine horse, who pretended that she had no money
to pay for a night's lodging.

"
Oh, do not heed my words, do not examine my dress,

" said the

young woman. "
Perhaps I did not speak the precise truth when I

said I had no money, for no doubt I could obtain credit in any inn.

But what I want is not lodging, but a refuge,"
" Madame, this is not the only convent in St. Denis, arid each

convent has an abbess. "

"
Yes, yes, I know that well; but it is not a common abbess who

can protect me."
"

I think you are wrong in persisting thus. The Princess Louise

no longer takes any interest in affairs of this world."
" What matters it to you

1

? Only just teli her that I wish to speak

to her."
" She is holding a chapter, I tell you.
" After it is over, then."
" It has scarcely begun.

"

" I can go into the church end wait there in prayer."
"

I am sorry, madame, t/.ttt I cannot permit you to wait there."
"
Oh, theu I am mistaken ! I am not in the house of God! " cried

the stranger, with such vehemence of voice and look that the nun,

alarmed, dared no longer oppose her wishes.
"

If you be really in great distress," said she,
"

I shall try what

I can do."

"Ob, tell her royal highness," added the foreigner, "that I come

from Koine; that I have made only two halts on the road, one at

Mayei cc, the other at Strasbourg; that during the last four days I

have'.nly taken the time absolutely necessary for myself and ray

horse to regain strength to continue our journey."
"

I shall tell her, sister," and the nun hastened off.

A moment after a lay sister appeared, followed by the portress.
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" Well ?
" exclaimed the stranger, impatient to know what reply

had been sent.

"Her royal highness says, madame,
"
replied the lay sister, "it

is quite impossible to give you an audience this evening, but that

nevertheless the hospitality of the convent shall be extended to you,

since you are in such urgent want of an asylum. You may follow

me, therefore, sister, and if you have made so long a journey as

you say, and arc fatigued, you can retire to rest at once.
" But my horse ?

»

" Rest assured he shall be taken care of, my sister."
" He is as gentle as a lamb. He is called Djerid, and comes when

addressed by that name. T entreat you will take care of him, for

he is a most valuable animal."
" He shall be treated as if he were one of the king's horses."

"Thanks."
" In the meantime conduct madame to her apartment," said the

lay sister to the portress.

"Not to my apartment— to tho church. I do not require sleep,

but prayer.
"

" The chapel is open, my sister," saM the nun, pointing to a little

side door which gave admittance to the church.

"And I shall see the superior in the morning'?" asked the

stranger.
" To-morrow morning? That is also impossible."
" Why so? "

"Because to-morrow morning there will be a grand reception."
" And for whom can a reception be more necessary than for an

unfortunate like me? "

" Her royal highness, the dauphiness, will do us the honor to

spend two hours here on her way through town to-morrow. It is a

great honor for our convent, and a high solemnity for us poor nuns;
so that, you understand, the abbess is most anxious that everything
should be worthy of the royal guests we expect."

" But in the meantime," said the st
i nger, looking around with a

shudder,
" whilst I wait the leisure of your august superior, shall I

be in safety here? "

"
rndoubtedly, my sister. Our house is a refuge even for the

guilty, much more for "
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" For fugitives," said the stranger.
" It is well; then no one can

enter here '?
"

" No one— that is, not without an order."
"
Oh, but if he procures an order ! Good heavens ! He who is so

powerful that his power at times terrifies me."

"He? Who ?
» asked the nun.

"
Oh, no one— no one."

" The poor creature is deranged, I fear," murmured the nun to

herself.
" The chinch ! The church !

"
repeated the stranger, so wildly

as in some degree to justify this suspicion.
"
Come, my sister, let me lead you to it."

"
Yes, yes, I am pursued, look you — quick ! The church !

"

"
Oh, the walls of St. Denis are strong!

" said the nuu, with a

compassionate smile. " Believe me, after such a journey as you
have described you had much better go and rest in a good bed than

bruise your knees on the stones of our chapel."
"
No, no ! I wish to pray— I wish to pray that God will rescue

me from my pursuers !
" cried the young woman, hurriedly entering

the church by the door which the nun pointed out, and shutting the

door behind her.

The nun, curious as all nuns are, hastened round to the principal

entrance, and, advancing softly, saw the unknown praying and sob-

bing before the altar, her face bowed to the ground.

CHAPTER XLVIII.

PAEISIANS.

The nuns had informed the stranger correctly when they told her

that the chapter of the convent was assembled in conclave. Madame
Louise of France presided at the meeting, her first exercise of

supreme authority, and assisted in their deliberation as to the best

means of giving the daughter of the Csesars a reception worthy of

her august character and station.

The funds of the convent were rather low. The iate abbess, on

resigning her functions, had carried away with her a large portion

of the lace, which was her private property, as well as the reliqua-

ries and ostensoirs, which it was the practice of superiors, who were
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all taken from the highest families, to lend to tbeir convents, on

devoting themselves to the service of God from the most worldly

motives.

Madame Louise, on learning the intended visit of the dauphiness,

had sent an express to Versailles, and the same night a wagon had

arrived, loaded with hangings, lace and ornaments to the value of

six hundred thousand livres.

Consequently, when the tidings were spread of the royal splendor

which was to he exhibited at the reception of the dauphiness, all

the ardent curiosity of the Parisians were redoubled—those same

Parisians whom Mercier describes as provoking only a smile when

seen in private life, but when assembled in masses arousing reflec-

tions more calculated to make us weep and tremble.

Therefore, from earliest dawn, the citizens of the capital, having
learned from public report the route which the dauphiness was to

take, began to issue from their dens, and, at first in parties of ten

or twenty, then in hundreds, and finally in thousands, poured out

toward St. Denis.

The French and Swiss guards, and the regiments stationed at St.

Denis, were under arms, and formed a line on each side of the road

to keep back the waves of the living tide which rolled on toward

the gates of the cathedral, and mounted even to the sculptured

projections of the building. A sea of heads appeared everywhere,
children's peeping from above the porches of doors, men's and

women's thronging the windows. Besides these, thousands of curi-

ous spectators, who had arrived too late to secure places, or who,
like Gilbert, preferred their liberty to the constraint and inconve-

nience of being shut up during the whole day in one spot, swarmed
like ants on every side, climbing the trees which bordered the road

from St. Denis to Muette, or dispersed here and there waiting for

the procession.

The cortege, although still possessing a numerous train of sumptu-
ous equipages, and troops of domestics in splendid liveries, had con-

siderably diminished after leaving Compiegne; for, except for the

great lords, it was found impossible to keep pace with the king,
who doubled and tripled the usual stages, by means of relays posted
on the road.

Those of lesser note had therefore remained at Compiegne, or

had taken post-horses and returned to Paris to give their stud a



406 MEMOIRS OF A PHYSICIAN.

breathing interval. But after a day's repose at their own domiciles,

masters and domestics now thronged toward St. Denis both to wit-

ness the preparations and to get another glimpse of tbe dauphiness,

whom they had already only partially seen. And then, besides the

court carriages, were there not those of the parliament, the

financiers, the rich merchants,
fhe ladies of fashion and those of the

opera? Were there not, in addition, hired horses and carriages, as

well as the caravans, which rolled toward St. Denis, crammed with

the good citizens of Paris, both male and f :male, who managed to

arrive by this means somewhat later than they could have accom-

pli hed the distance on foot? It may easily be imagined, therefore,

what a fora idable army directed its march toward St. Denis on the

morning of the day when the gazettes and placards announced that

the dauphiness was to arrive, f" raring into a dense mass before the

Convent of the Carmelites, and, when no more room could be

obtained within the privileged inclosure, stretching away in long

lines on the roads by which the dauphiness and her suite were to

arrive and depart.

Now, let any one picture to himself in this crowd, which was the

terror even of the Parisian, Gilbert, insignificant in appearance,

alone, undecided, ignorant of the localities, and too proud even to

ask a question— for since he was in Paris he had determined to

pass for a Parisian— he who had never seen a hundred people

assembled together in his life.

At first he saw pedestrians thinly scattered along the road
;
at

La Chapelle they began to increase, and at St. Denis they seemed

to rise out of the ground, and presented much the appearance of an

immense field bristling with ears of com. For a long time past

Gilbert had seen nothing, lost as he was in the crowd
;
he could not

look over the heads of those around him, and, swept along in

the throng, he blindly followed where the concourse of spectators

led him.

At last he saw some children perched on a tree, and longed to

imitate their example, but he dared not take off his coat. He maile

his way, however, to the foot of the tree, just as one of those unfort-

unates, who, like himself, were deprived of all view of the horizon,

and who staggered onward, tram] ding others and being trampled
(in themselves, was struck by the bright idea of questioning their

lucky neighbors perched in safety on the branches, and learned
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from one of them that there was a large space vacant between the

convent and the guards. Gilbert, emboldened by this intelligence,

ventured, in his turn, to ask whether the carriages were yet in

sight.

They had not yet appeared, but, on the road, about a quarter of

a league beyond St. Denis, a great cloud of dust was plainly visible.

This was what Gilbert wished to know
;
the carriages not being in

sight, it was now his business to ascertain precisely by what route

they would approach; but, neverthel ss, he he'd on his way, tra-

versing the crowd in perl' ct silence a mode of procedure whicli in

Paris leads irresistibly to the conclusion that the person practicing
it is either an Englishman or deaf i ud dumb.

Scarcely had Gilbert extricated himself from the multitude, when
he perceived, seated behind a ditch, the family of a humble trades-

man at breakfast.

There was a blue-eyed daughter, tall and fair, modest and timid.

There was the mother, a fat, laughing little woman, with white

teeth and rosy cheeks.

There was an aunt, tall, bony, dry and harsh.

There was the father, half buried in an immense camlet coat,

which was usually brought out of his chest only on Sundays, but

which he ventured to put on on so grand an occasion as the present,

and of which he took more care than he did of his wife and

daughter, being certain that the latter could take care of them-

selves.

There was the servant-maid, who did nothing but laugh. She

carried an enormous basket containing everything necessary for

breakfast„and even under its weight the stout lass had never ceased

laughing and singing, encouraged as she was by her master, who
took the burden when she was fatigued.

In those days a domestic was one of the family, and occupied a

position in it very analogous to that of the house-dog, beaten some-

times, excluded never.

Gilberl contemplated by stealth this group which was so new to

him. Shut up at Taverney from his birth, he had hitherto seen

only the lord and the lackey; the citizen was altogether a novelty
to him.

Me saw these honest people employ in their domestic economy a

system of philosophy, which, although not drawn from the teach-
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ings of Plato and Socrates was modeled much after that of Bias, a

little extended.

They had brought with them as much food as they possibly

could, and were determined to make the most of it.

The father was carving one of those appetizing pieces of roast

veal so much in vogue with the Parisian tradesmen. Nicely

browned, dainty and tempting, it reposed amidst a bed of carrots,
onions and bacon, in the dish in which the day before it had been

baked, carefully placed there by the good housekeeper. The maid
had then carried it to the baker, who, while baking his loaves, had

given it an asylum in his oven along with a score of such dishes

destined to assist the enjoyments of the following day.
Gilbert chose out a place for himself at the foot of a neighboring

elm, and dusted it carefully with his checked pocket-handkerchief.
He then took off his hat, sprjad his handkerchief on the ground
and seated himself. He paid no attention to his neighbors, which,

they remarking, naturally directed a good deal of their own to him.
" That is a careful young man/' said the mother.

The daughter blushed. She always did so when a young man
was mentioned before her, a trait in her character which gave the

highest gratification to her parents.

The father turned,
" And a handsome lad, too," said he.

The daughter blushed still more deeply than before.

"He looks tired." said the servant-maid, "and yet he has not

been carrying anything."
" Rather say lazy," said the aunt.
"
Sir," said the mother, addressing Gilbert with that familiarity

which is found nowhere but among the Parisians,
" are the car-

riages still far off 1
"

Gilbert turned, and, seeing that these words were addressed to

him, rose and bowed.
" A most polite young man," said the mother.

This remark added a still deeper dye to the daughter's cheeks.
"

I do not know, madame,
" answered Gilbert. "

I only heard that

a cloud of dust was seen about a quarter of a league off.
"

" Draw nearer, sir," said the honest tradesman,
" and if you have

not breakfasted" And he pointed to the excellent repast
which was spread on the grass.

Gilbert approached the group, lie had not breakfasted, and the
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seducing odor of the viands tempted him strongly ; but he jingled

bis twenty-five sous in his pocket, and reflecting that 'for the third

of this sum he could purchase a breakfast almost as good as that

which was offered to him he would not accept any favor from people
whom he saw for the first time.

"Thank you, sir," said he, "a thousand thanks; but I have

already breakfasted. "

"
Ah," said the good woman,

" I see that you are a prudent young
man. But from where you are seated you will see nothing."

"
Why," replied Gilbert, smiling,

"
in that case you will not see

anything yourselves, as you are in the same position as myself."
"
Oh, it is a very different matter with us. We have a nephew a

sergeant in the Freuch guards.
"

The young girl looked like a peony.
" His post this morning will be before Le Paon Bleu. "

"If I am not taking too great a liberty," said Gilbert,
"
may I

ask where Le Paon Bleu is? ''

"Just opposite the Carmelite Convent," replied the mother.
" He has promised to keep places for us behind his detachment.

He will then give us his bench, and we shall see at our ease all the

company get out of their carriages.
"

It was now Gilbert's turn to redden
;
he had refused to eat with

the good people, but he longed to be of their party.

Nevertheless, his philosophy, or rather his pride whispered :
"

It

is very well for women to require some one to assist them, but I, a

man, have arms and shoulders ofmy own."
" All those who do not get placed like us,

" continued the mother,
as if guessing his thoughts,

" will only see empty carriages — no

great sight in truth, for empty carriages can be seen everywhere,
and certainly not worth the trouble of coming as far as St. Denis

for."
"
But, madame," said Gilbert,

"
it seems to me that many besides

yourself will endeavor to secure the place you speak of."
"
Yes; but every one has not a nephew in the guards to assist

them."
"
Ah, true !

" murmured Gilbert.

As he said this, his face won- an expression of disappointment,
which did not escape Parisian penetration.
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"
But," said the husband, well skilled in divining the wishes of

his wife,
" this gentleman cau accompany us if he pleases."

"
Oh, sir, I fear I should be troublesome," replied Gilbert.

" Bah, not at all," said the good woman
;

" on the contrary, you
will assist us in reaching our places. We have ouly one man now

to depend on, and then we should have two."

No other argument could have bad so much weight in determin-

ing Gilbert. The idea that he could be useful, and by so doing pay
for the favor which was offered him, put him quite at his ease and

relieved every scruple. •

He accepted the offer.

" We shall see to whom he will offer his arm,
" said the aunt.

This assistance was indeed a real God-send to Gilbert. How,
without it, could he have passed through a barrier of thirty thou-

sand persons, each more favored than himself by rank, wealth, or

strength, and, above all, by the practice they had acquired in

obtaining places at fetes, where every one seizes the best be can

procure ?

Had our philosopher been less of a theoretical and more of a prac-

tical man, the present occasion would have furnished him with an

admirable opportunity for studying the dynamics of society.

The carriage with four horses burst like a cannon-ball through

the mass; all fell back ou each side before its running footman,

with his plumed hat, his gayly-striped jacket, and his thick stick,

who rushed on in advance, frequently preceded by two formidable

coach-dogs.
The carriage with two horses advanced more slowly, and

whispered a sort of pass-word in the ear of a guardsman, after

which it proceeded to take its place in the cortege before the

convent.

Single horsemen, although overlooking the crowd from their ele-

vated position, were forced to advance at a foot-pace, and only

gained a good position after a thousand jostlings, interruptions and

oaths.

Lastly, the poor pedestrian, trodden, trampled on and tossed

about, was driven forward like the foam of the wave by a thousand

waves rolling on behind. Sometimes raising himself on tiptoe to

see over the brads of his neighbors; sometimes wrestling liko

AntPeus, to fall like him to his mother earth; seeking his way



PARISIANS. 411

through the multitude, and when be had found it, dragging after

him his family— almost always a troop of women— whom the

Parisian alone ventures to attempt conducting through such scenes.

Lowest of all, or, rather, superior to all, in such circumstances,

was the man of the very dregs of the people. With unshaven

beard and ragged cap, his arms naked to the elbow and his gar-
ments held together by some fragment of a cord, indefatigably

working with elbows, with shoulders and with feet, and ever and
anon uttering a savage and sardonic laugh, he made his way among'
the crowd as easily as Gulliver amid the Lilliputians.

Gilbert, who was neither a great lord with a carriage and four,

nor a member of parliament with two, nor a soldier on horseback,

nor a Parisian, nor a man of the people, must have infallibly been

trampled under foot by the throng had he not been under the pro-

tection of the tradesman. Backed by him, he felt powerful, and

boldly offered his arm to the mother of the family.
"
Impertinent fellow !

" said the aunt.

They set out. The father gave his sister and his daughter each

an arm, and the maid-servant followed behind with the huge
basket.

"Gentlemen, may I trouble you?" said the good woman, with

her ready laugh.
"
Gentlemen, if you please, a little room. Gen-

tlemen, be good enough
"

And every one fell back and yielded a passage to her and Gilbert,

while in their wake glided the rest of the party.

Foot by foot, step by step, they managed to advance five hundred

paces, and then found themselves close to that formidable line of

French guards on which the tradesman and his family rested all

their hopes. The daughter had by this time regained her natural

color. Once there, the citizen mounted on Gilbert's shoulders to

look over the soldiers' heads, and perceived, at twenty yards' dis-

tance from him, his wife's nephew, twisting, his mustaches. The

good man made such outrageous gestures with his hat that at last

his nephew's attention was attracted to him. He came forward,

asked his comrades to make way a little, and obtained a slight

opening in their ranks.

Through this chink slipped Gilbert and the good woman, then

the citizen himself, the sister and daughter, and after them the

stout lass with the basket. Their troublesome journey was over,
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and mutual thanks were exchanged between Gilbert and the head
of the family. The mother endeavored to detain him by their side,

tbe aunt said he had better go, and they separated, not to meet

again.
In the open space in which Gilbert now found himself, none but

privileged persons were admitted, and he therefore easily reached

the trunk of a large linden tree, mounted upon a stone near it, and,

supporting himself by a low branch, waited patiently.

About half an hour after he had thus installed himself, the cannon

roared, the rattling of the drums was heard, and the great bell of

the cathedral sent forth its first majestic peal.

CHAPTER XLIX.

THE KING'S CARRIAGES.

A dull, heavy sound was heard in the distance, which became

stronger and deeper as it advanced. As Gilbert listened, he i'elt

every nerve in his body vibrate painfully.

The people were shouting
" God save the king !

" It was the

fashion then.

Onward came a cloud of prancing horses covered with housings
of gold and purple ;

these were the musketeers, the gendarmes, and
Swiss horseguards. Then followed a massive carriage magnificently
decorated.

Gilbert perceived in it a blue ribbon and a majestic head not

uncovered. He saw the cold, penetrating light of the royal look,

before which every form bent and every head was uncovered. Fas-

cinated, motionless, breathless, he forgot to take off his hat.

A violent blow roused him from his trance; his hat rolled on the

ground.
He sprang forward, lifted it up, and, looking round, saw the

tradesman's nephew looking at him with that truculent smile which

is peculiar to the soldier.

"
Well," said he,

" so you don't take off your hat to the king?
"

Gilbert turned pale and looked at bis hat, covered with dust.
"

It is the first time I ever saw the king," said he,
" and I forgot

to salute him, it is true. But I did not know "

" You did not know ?
" said the soldier, frowning.
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Gilbert feared that he should be driven from the spot where he

was so well placed for seeing Andree, and love conquered pride.
" Pardon rue,

" said he. "
I am from the country."

" And you have come to Paris to be educated, my little man 1 "

"
Yes, sir," replied Gilbert, swallowing his rage.

"Well, since you are seeking instruction," said the sergeant,

arresting Gilbert's hand as he was just going to put his hat on his

head,
" learn this —you must take offyour hat to the dauphiness as

well as to the king, and to their royal highnesses the princes as well

as the dauphiness ;
in short, you must take it off to ail the carriages

on which you see the fleur-de-lis. Do you know the fleur-de-lis, my
little fellow, or must I show you what it is? "

"
Quite unnecessary, sir: I know it."

11 It is well you know even that much," grumbled the sergeant.

The royal carriages continued to file past. As each reached the

door of the convent, it stopped to permit its occupants to alight.

This operation caused every five minutes a general halt along the

whole line.

At one of these halts, Gilbert felt as if a fiery sword had pierced
his heart. He became giddy, everything swam before his eyes, and

he trembled so violently that he was forced to grasp his branch

more firmly to prevent himself from falling.

About ten paces from him, in one of the carriages with the fleur-

de-lis to which the sergeant had desired him to take off his hat, he

had just perceived Andree. Dressed in white, and dazzling with

beauty, she seemed to his excited eyes some angelic being from a

higher sphere.

He uttered a stifled cry, but immediately afterward, conquering
his agitation, he commanded his heart to be still and his gaze

steady, and so great was his self-control that he succeeded.

Andree, on her side, wishing to know why the procession had

stopped, leaned forward out of the carriage, and directing her clear

and limpid gaze around she perceived Gilbert and at once recog-
nized him. Gilbert feared that on seeing him she would be sur-

prised and would point him out to hep father.

He was not mistaken. With an air of astonishment she turned

toward the Baron de Taverney, who, decorated with his red ribbon,
sat with great dignity beside her, and directed his attention to

Gilbert.
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"
Gilbert," cried the baron, starting,

" Gilbert here? And who,

pray, will take care of Mahon at Taverney?"
The young man heard these words distinctly, and with the most

studied respect he bowed to Andree and the baron. It requiied all

his strength to accomplish this feat.

" It is really he !
" continued the baron, ou perceiving our philos-

opher.
" It is the little rascal himself."

The idea of Gilbert being in Paris was one so far removed from

his thoughts that at first he would not believe his daughter's asser-

tions, and could hardly credit even his own eyes, As for Andree,
whom Gilbert examined closely, after the first slight shade of sur-

prise had passed away, her countenance resumed an expression of

most perfect calm.

The baron leaned out of the carriage window and signed to

Gilbert to approach ; but, as he attempted to obey, the sergeant

stopped him.
" You see that I am called,'

7 said he.
" By whom ?

" demanded the sergeant.
" The gentleman in that carriage."
The sergeant's eye followed the direction of Gilbert's finger, and

rested on the Baron de Taverney's carriage.
"
Pray allow him to come this way, sergeant," said the baron.

" I wish to speak to the lad — two words only.
"

"
Four, sir, four, if you like," replied the soldier. "You have

plenty of time they are now reading an address at the gate, and I

dare say it will occupy half an hour. Pass through, young man. "

" Come hither, you rascal," said the baron to Gilbert, who affected

to walk at his usual pace,
" and tell me by what accident it happens

you are here when you ought to be at Taverney.
"

Gilbert saluted Andree and the baron a second time and replied :

"
It was no accident which brought me to Paris, sir; I came hither

of my own free will. "

" Your free will, you scoundrel! Do you talk of your will to me?"
" Why not? Every free man has the right to possess it."

"Oh, ho! Free man! Yyu imagine yourself free, do you, you
little wretch ?

"

"
Certainly I am. I have never sold my freedom to any one."

"
Upon my word, this is an amusing sort of a scoundrel," ex-

claimed the baron, confounded at the coolness with which Gilbert
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spoke.
" Your free will led jou to Paris ! And how did you travel,

pray; what assistance had you, may I ask?"
"

I came on foot."
" On foot," said Andree, with a sort of pity in her tone.
" And pray, what do you intend to do in Paris? "

inquired the

baron.
" To get educated first— then make my fortune."
" Educated?"
" Yes, I am certain of being educated."

"Make your fortune?"
"

I hope to make it."

" And in the meantime what do you do, beg?"
«

jjeg ;
» exclaimed Gilbert, with lofty scorn.

11 You steal, then ? »

"
Sir," said Gilbert with a look so proud and fierce that it fixed

Andree's attention on him for a moment,
"

sir, did I ever steal from

you ?
"

" What can your idle hands do but steal? "

"What those of a man of genius do — a man whom I wish to

imitate, were it only in his perseverance," replied Gilbert. "
They

copy music."

Andree turned toward him. "
Copy music ?

" said she.
"
Yes, mademoiselle. "

" You know music, then ? "
inquired she, with the same con-

temptuous tone in which she would have said,
" It is false."

" I know my notes, and that is enough for a copyist."
" And how the devil did you learn your notes, you rascal? " cried

the baron.
"
Yes, how ?

" added Andree, smiling.
u I love music, sir, passionately, and when Mademoiselle Andree

played on the harpsichord every day, I hid myself that I might
listen."

"
Good-for-nothing fellow !

"

" At first I remembered the airs ; then, as they were written in a

music book, by degrees I learned to read the notes from the book."
" From my music-book ?

" exclaimed Andree, with the utmost

Indignation.
" Did you dare to touch my music-book ? "

"
No, mademoiselle, I did not permit myself to do so. But as it

remained open on the harpsichord, sometimes in one place, som$-
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times in another, I endeavored to read in it, but without touching
it. My eyes would not soil the pages."

'• You will see,
" cried the baron,

" that the fellow will assert

next that he plays on the piano like Haydn !
"

"
I should probably have been able by this time to play," said

Gilbert,
" bad 1 dared to place my fingers on the keys."

Andree again glanced at that face which was animated by a senti-

ment only to be compared to the fanaticism of a martyr eager for

the stake; but the baron, who did not possess his daughter's clear

and comprehensive intellect, felt his choler rise on reflecting that

the young man was in the right, and that he had been treated

inhumanly in being left with Mahon at Taverney. It is not easy
to pardon in an inferior the wrong which he proves you have done

him, and the baron, therefore, became more furious in proportion as

his daughter became calm.
"
Wretch," cried he,

"
you steal away ; you go running about like

a vagabond, and when questioned about your mode of life you utter

such a tissue of absurdities as those which we have just heard!

But it shall not be my fault if rogues and pickpockets infest the

king's highways."
Andree by a gesture entreated her father to be calm

;
she felt

that ungoverned anger destroys all superiority in the person giving

way to it. But the baron thrust aside her hand, which she had

placed on his arm, and continued,
"

I shall recommend you to the

notice of the Count de Sartines, and you shall speedily take a turn

in the Bicetre, you scarecrow of a philosopher."

Gilbert stepped back, crushed his hat under his arm, and, pale
with anger, exclaimed :

"
Learn, my lord baron, that since I arrived in Paris I have found

protectors in whose antechambers your Count de Sartines would

be glad to wait."
: ' Indeed? " said the baron. " In that case I shall take care, if

you escape a prison, that you do not escape a good caning—
Andree, call your brother! "

Andree leaned forward out of the carriage and said in a low voico

to Gilbert,
" Take my advice, M. Gilbert, and retire."

"
Philip, Philip !

"
shouted the old man.

" Leave us," said Andree again to the young man, who remained

silent and motionless in his place, as if in ecstatic contemplation.
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An officer, summoned by the baron's cries, hurried forward to the

carriage door; it was Philip, dressed in his captain's uniform. The

young man was splendidly attired, and seemed in high spirits.

"How, Gilbert? he exclaimed, with a good-humored smile on

recognizing the young man. " Gilbert here! How do you do, Gil-

bert? Well, what do you want with me, my dear father?"
" How do you do, M. Philip ?" replied Gilbert.
" What do I want?" said the baron furiously.

"
I want you to

take the sheath of your sword and chastize this scoundrel !

"

"But what has he done?" asked Philip, gazing by turns, with

astonishment, at the angry face of his father and the rigid and
motionless features of Gilbert.

" Done ? He—he—has—beat him, Philip, beat him like a dog!"
cried the baron. Taverney turned to his sister.

" What has he done, Andreef Has he insulted you?"
" Insulted her!" repeated Gilbert.

"No, Philip, no!" replied Andree. " He has done nothing wrong.

My father is in error. Gilbert is no longer in our service, and has a

perfect right to go where he pleases; but my father will not under-

stand this, and is angry at finding him here."
"

Is that all?" said Philip.
"
Nothing more, brother, and I cannot imagine why my father

should be so angry, particularly on such a subject and about things
and persons that do not deserve even a thought. Philip, look

whether the train is moving on."

The baron was silent, overcome by the lofty serenity of his

daughter. Gilbert's heart sank in his breast, crushed and with-

ered under her contempt. For a moment a feeling akin to hatred

darted through his heart. He would have preferred the mortal

thrust of Philip's sword— ay, even a lash of his whip— to her insult-

ing scorn.

He was almost fainting. Fortunately, the address had now

ended, and the cortege once more moved on. The baron's carriage

advanced with, the rest, and Andree disappeared from before his eyes
like a vision. Gilbert remained alone. lie could have wept, ho could

have groaned aloud; he thought that he could no longer bear the

weight of his sufferings.

Just then a hand rested on his shoulder. He turned and saw

ay
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Philip, who, having given his horse to a soldier of his regiment to

hold, returned smiling toward him.
"
Come, let me hear what has happened, my poor Gilbert," said

he,
" and why you have come to Paris. "

His frank and cordial tone touched the young man's heart.
"
Oh, sir," replied he, with a sigh, his stern stoicism melting at

once,
" what would I have done at Taverney, I ask you? I must

have died of despair, ignorance and hunger.
"

Philip started. His generous heart was struck, as Andree's had

been, by the misery and destitution in which Gilbert had been left.
" And you think, my poor fellow, to succeed in Paris without

money, protectors or resources? "

"I trust so, sir. A man who is willing to work rarely dies of

hunger, where there are other men who wish to do nothing,"

Philip was struck by this reply ;
until then he had always looked

on Gilbert as a commonplace domestic.
" But have you any means of buying food ? " said he.
"

1 can earn my daily bread, M. Philip. That is sufficient for one
who has never had any cause for self-reproach, but that of having
eaten bread not gained by his toil. "

" I hope you do not say so with reference to that which you
received at Taverney, my poor lad. Your father and mother were

faithful servants, and you weie always willing to make yourself
useful. "

"
I only did my duty, sir."

" Listen to me, Gilbert. You are aware that I always liked you.
I have always looked upon you in a more favorable light than

others, whether justly or the reverse the future will show. What
others called haughty pride, I termed delicacy ;

where others saw
rudeness and ill breeding, I perceived only honest bluntness."

"
Ah, chevalier! " said Gilbert, breathing more freely.

"
I really wish you well, Gilbert."

"Thank you, sir."
" Young like you, and like you also in an unhappy position, I

was perhaps on that account more disposed to feel for and pity you.
Fortune bas blessed me with abundance; let me assist you until

fortune smiles on you in your turn."
"
Thanks, sir, many thanks."
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" What do you think of doing? You are too proud to accept of a

situation as servant."

Gilbert shook his head with a scornful smile. "
I wish to study,"

said he.
" But in order to study you must have masters, and to pay them

you must have money.
"

" I can earn money, sir."
" Earn money ? How much can you earn? "

"
Twenty-five sous a day, and in a short time, perhaps, thirty and

even forty sous. "

" But that is barely enough for food."

Gilbert smiled.
"
Perhaps," continued Philip,

" I am not taking the right way of

of offering you my services. "

" Your services to me, M. Philip !
"

"
Yes, my services. Are you ashamed to accept them ? "

Gilbert made no answer.
" Men are sent on earth to aid one another," continued Maison-

Rouge.
" Are we not all brethren I "

Gilbert raised his head and fixed his intelligent gaze on the chev-

alier's noble countenance.
" Does this language surprise you ? " said he.
"
No, sir," said Gilbert,

••
it is the language of philosophy ;

but it

is not usual to hear such from persons of your rank. "

" Yet it is the language of the times. The dauphin himself shares

in these sentiments. Come, do not be proud with me," continued

Philip.
" What I lend you, you can repay me one day or other.

Who knows but you may yet be a Colbert or a Vauban ?
"

" Or a Tronchin," said Gilbert.
"
Yes, or a Tronchin. Here is my purse, let me share its contents

with you."
" Thank you, sir," said the indomitable Gilbert, moved in spite

of himself by Philip's genial kindness,
" but I do not want any-

thing — only —only believe me, I am as grateful to you as if r

had accepted your offer."

And, bowing, he disappeared in the crowd, leaving the young
captain lost in astonishment. The latter waited a few minutes, as

if he could not believe hi eyes or ears, but finding that Gilbert did

not return he mounted his horse and returned to his post.
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CHAPTER L.

THE DEMONIAC.

The noise of the carriages, the prolonged and merry peal of the

bells, the joyful beating of the drums, all the pomp and ceremony
of the day— a faint reflection of that world, now lost to her for-

ever— faded from the Princess Louise's mind like an idle wave

which had rolled up to the walls of her cell and then retreated.

When the king had departed, after having once more endeavored,

but in vain, to win his daughter back to the world by a mixture of

paternal entreaty and royal command, and when the dauphiness,

who had been at the first glance struck by the real greatness of

soul displayed by her august aunt, had also disappeared with her

gay throng of courtiers, the superior of the Carmelites gave orders

that the hangings should be taken down, the flowers removed, and

the lace with which the convent had been decorated once more

placed in its usual repository.

Of all the sisterhood of the Carmelites she alone was unmoved

when the massive gates of the convent, which had for a moment

opened to the world, closed heavily again on their solitude.

Then she summoned the sister who acted as treasurer of the

convent.
"
During these two noisy and bustling days," asked she,

" have

the poor received their usual alms ? "

"
Yes, madame."

" Have the sick been visited ?
"

"
Yes, madame."

" Did the soldiers receive some refreshment before they departed?"
" They received the wine and the bread which you ordered, mad-

ame."
" Then no one is ill or sick in the convent? "

" No one, madame."
The princess approached a window and softly inhaled the coo!

and perfumed breeze which was wafted toward her on the humid

wings of evening. The treasurer waited respectfully until her

august superior should give her an order or dismiss her. Madamo
Louise commenced to pluck oil' the leaves of the roses and jasmine

which twined around the windows and climbed up the walls of the
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building. Heaven alone knows what were the thoughts of the poor

royal recluse at that moment.

Suddenly the door of a detached building in the courtyard close

at band was shaken by the violent kick of a horse. Madame Louise

started.
" What nobleman of the court has remained after the rest at St.

Denis .'

" asked she.

" His Eminence, the Cardinal de Rohan, madame."
" Are his horses here, too ?

"

" No. madame
; they are at the chapter-house of the abbey, where

he is to pass the night."
" What noise was that, then? "

"
Madame, it was caused by the foreign woman's horse."

" What woman f
" asked Madame Louise, endeavoring to recollect.

" The Italian who came yesterday to request the protection of

your royal highness.
"

"
Ah, true, I remember now. Where is she? "

" In her chamber, or in the church. "

" How has she conducted herself since she came? "

" Since yesterday she has refused all nourishment except dry

bread, and has spent the entire night praying in the chapel
"

" Some great criminal, doubtless? " said the superior, frowning.
"

I do not know, madame; she has spoken to no one since she

arrived."
" What sort of a woman is she? "

"
Extremely handsome, and with an expression at once gentle and

haughty."
" This morning, during the ceremony, where was she? "

.

" In her chamber, close to the window, where I saw her half

hidden by the curtain, watching with anxious eyes every person who

entered, as if in each she feared an enemy."
" She is some poor erring creature of the world in which I once

lived and reigned. Admit her.''

The nun made ;i movement to retire.

"
Ah, by the bye, what is her name? " asked the princess.

" Lorenza Peliciani."
"

I know no one of that name," said Madame Louise, reflecting ;

" no matter, introduce her."

Tin.' superior seated herself in her chair of state, which was of
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carved oak, made in the reign of Henry II., and had been used by
the last nine abbesses of the Carmelites. It was a formidable judg-

ment-seat, before which had trembled many a poor novice caught
on the slippery path between spiritual and temporal things.

A moment afterward the nun entered, leading in the strange lady,

who was covered from head to foot with the long veil we have be-

fore mentioned.

The Princess Louise possessed the piercing eye peculiar to her

family, and as Lorenza Feliciani appeared before her she fastened

a stern and searching glance on her. But she saw in the young
woman's demeanor so much humility, grace and beauty, and in her

large eyes, filled with tears, which she turned on her, such an inno-

cent and supplicating expression, that her feeling of harshness gave

place immediately to one of compassion and kindness.
" Draw near, madame," said the princess.

The stranger advanced hesitatingly, and was about to kneel when

the princess prevented her.

" Is not your name, madame," said she,
" Lorenza Feliciani? "

"
Yes, madame. "

" And you wish to confide a secret to me ? "

"Oh, I burn to do so."
" But why had you not recourse to the tribunal of penance? I

have only power to console ; a priest can not only console, but

pardon.!'
" I require only consolation, madame," replied Lorenza; "and

besides, it is to a woman alone that I dare relate what I have to

tell you.
"

" Then it is a strange story which you are about to narrate ?
"

"
Yes, strange indeed. But hear me patiently, madame ;

it is to

you alone, I repeat, that. I dare confide it, both because you are a

woman and because you are all powerful to protect me. "

"Protect you ? Are you pursued then ? Are you in danger ?
"

"
Oh, yes, madame, yes," cried the stranger with wild alarm.

"But reflect, madame," said the princess,
" that this is a con-

vent, and not a fortress
;
that those worldly thoughts which agitate

the breasts of men penetrate not here
;
that strife and combat are

here extinguished ;
that this is not a house of justice, of force, or

repression, but simply the house of God."
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"Oh, that is what I seek!" said Lorenza. "Yes, I seek the

house of God, for there alone can I find shelter and repose."
" But God admits not of revenge. How then do you ask his

servant to avenge you? Address yourself to the magistrates."
" They can do nothing against him whom I dread."
" Who is he, then ?

" asked the abbess, with a mysterious and

involuntary dread.

Lorenza approached close to the princess in a nervous and excited

manner.
" Who is he, raadame ?

" said she. "He is, I firmly believe, one

of those demons who war against man, and whom Satan, their

prince, has gifted with superhuman power."
" How? What mean you ?

" exclaimed the princess, recoiling as

if to satisfy herself that she was not addressing a lunatic.
' "And I— I— wretch that I am! " continued Lorenza, writhing
her snow-white and rounded arms, which seemed modeled from

those of some antique statue. "
I crossed the path of that man—

and now— I am— I am "

" What ? What ?
"

Lorenza again approached the princess, and, as if terrified her-

self at what she was about to utter, she whispered hoarsely.
"

I am
possessed by the demon !

"

" Possessed? " cried the princess.
" Take care, madame! Are

you sure you are in your senses? Are you not "

" Mad, you would say. No, no, I am not mad, but I may become
so if you abandon me."

"But, madame," said the princess, recovering her firmness,
"
permit me to observe that you seem to me in all respects one of

the favored of heaven
; you are rich and beautiful, you express

yourself rationally, and I see in your countenance nothing betoken-

ing that terrible and mysterious disease called possession."

"Madame, it is in my life, it is in the adventures which have

befallen me, that the baleful secret lies which I would willingly

conceal even from myself."
"
Explain yourself calmly. Am I the first to whom you have

disclosed your sufferings ! Tour parents, your friends "

" My parents!
" exclaimed the young woman, clasping her hands

with agony. "My poor parents! Shall I never see you again?
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Friends," added she, bitterly;
"

alas, madame, »have I any
friends?"

"Come, let us proceed regularly, my poor child," said Madame
Louise, endeavoring to restore order to the stranger's incoherent

words; "tell me all. Who are your parents? How came you to

abandon them ?
"

"
Madame, I am a native of Rome, and I lived in Rome with them.

My father belongs to the ancient nobility, but, like all our patri-

cians, he is poor. I have also a mother, and a brother older than

myself. In France, I believe, when a family such as mine has a son
and a daughter, the portion of tbe daughter is sacrificed to pur-
chase the sou's sword

; with us the daughter is sacrificed to put tbe
son forward in the church. Consequently, I received no education,
as all our patrimony was required to pay for my brother's educa-
tion

; that, as my poor brother innocently said, he might one day
be a cardinal

; and, for this purpose, my parents submitted to every
privation, and decided on making me take the veil in the Carmelite
Convent at Subiaco."
" And you, what did you say ?

"

"
Nothing, madame. From childhood I had been taught to look

forward to such an event as inevitable. Besides, I was not con-

sulted
; my parents commanded, I had only to obey.

"

" But yet
"

"
Ob, madame, we Roman girls, are helpless instruments in the

hands of others. Almost all my young friends, who had brothers,
had paid this debt for the advancement of their families. I had,
therefore, no reason to complain ;

all that was done was in the or-

dinary course of things. My mother merely caressed me a little

more than usual as the time for my leaving her approached. At last

the day for the commencement of my noviciate arrived
; my father

prepared his five hundred crowns, my dowry for the convent, and
we set out for Subiaco. It is only about nine leagues from Rome to

Pubiaco, but the roads are bad, and our journey was slow and fatig-

uing. Nevertheless, it pleased me. I welcomed it as a last enjoy-

ment, and whispered adieu to the trees, the shrubs, the rocks, and
even to the withered grass which lined the road. How could 1 tell

if at the convent I should see trees, rocks or shrubs ? Suddenly, in

the midst of my fancies, as we wound along between a wood and a
mass of overhanging rock, the carriage stopped. My mother
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shrieked, my father seized his pistols. My thoughts descended sud-

denly to earth, for those who had stopped us were bandits."
" My poor child," said the princess, becoming more and more

interested in the narrative.
"
Well, shall I confess it, madame ? I was not much terrified, for

these men had stopped us to take our money, and this money was

the sum destined for my dowry to the convent.. Consequently, if

there was no dowry my entrance into the convent would be delayed
until my father could collect five hundred crowns more, and I knew
well the time and trouble it had taken to amass these. But when
the robbers, after having share the booty, instead of permitting ns

to continue our journey, turned and seized me, regardless of the

tears of my mother and the efforts of my father to defend me, I was
struck with a sort of nameless terror, and shrieked aloud. They
bound my hands, in spite of my struggles, and held me there while

they threw the dice to ascertain to whom I should belong. I had

abandoned all hope; my mother had fainted away, and my father

lay writhing on the earth. At this moment a man mounted on horse-

back appeared among the robbers. He had spoken in a low voice

to one of the sentinels on passing him, and the man had allowed him
to proceed, exchanging a sign with him as he did so. He was of the

middle height, of commanding features, and with a fixed and reso-

lute glance ;
he continued to advance calmly at the usual pace of

his steed, and, when he had arrived opposite me, he stopped. The
bandit who was holding me bound turned suddenly at the first

blast which the stranger gave on a little whistle fixed to the end of '

his whip, and allowed me to slip from his hands. ' Come hither,'

said the unknown
; and, as the man appeared to hesitate, he leaned

forward and whispered in his ear the single word
' Mac? i

Bcnacf
replied the bandit; and then, like a lion subdued and crouching
under the la.sh, he proceeded to untie my hands, as well as those of

my father and mother. Then, as the money had been already

divided, each man of the troop came forward in his turn to lay his

share on a stone. Not a crown of the entire sum was wanting. 'Now

go,' said he to the banditti, and instantly every man disappeared

among the surrounding woods.
" ' Lorenza Feliciani,' said the stranger then, addressing me and

fixing on me a look which had more than human power in it,
'

pro-
ceed on your way ; you are free !

' My father and mother thanked
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this stranger, who knew me, but whom we did not know, and entered

the carriage again. I accompanied them with a sort of regret ;
for

some strange, irresistible power seemed to attract me to the man
who had thus saved me. He remained immovable in the same spot,

as if to protect our retreat, and as long as I could distinguish bis

form my eyes were fixed on him, and it was only when he was lost

to view that the oppressive feeling which weighed upon my bosom

was removed. "

" But who was this extraordinary man ? " asked the princess,

interested by tbe simplicity of the narrative.
"
Deign to hear me farther, madame,

" said Lorenza. "
Alas,

all is not yet told."
" I listen," said Madame Louise.

The young woman proceeded :

" Two hours afterward we reached Subiaco. During the rest of

our journey we never ceased conversing about this mysterious pro-

tector, who had come so suddenly, like an angelic messenger, to our

assistance, and whose power seemed so inexplicable and unbounded.

My father, less credulous than I, thought that he must be the cap-

tain of one of the numerous troops of robbers which infest the

neighborhood of Rome; but in this I could not agree, although I

dared not openly oppose my opinion to my father's, which was the

result of years and experience. My instinctive feeling of gratitude

toward this man who had so wonderfully saved me revolted against

the idea that he was a bandit, and every evening, in my devotions,

'I offered up a prayer to the Virgin for my unknown protector.
" The same day I entered the convent. I felt sadder, but also

more resigned. An Italian, and consequently suspicious, I believed

that God, by delivering me from the bandits, had wished to preserve

me pure and unsullied for his service. I, therefore, gave myself up
with ardor to the fulfillment of every duty of religion; and, my
father, learning this, drew up a petition to the Sovereign Pontiff to

entreat him to shorten the period of my novitiate. I signed this

document, which was expressed in terms so warm and earnest that

his Holiness, seeing in it only the aspirations of a soul disgusted

with the world, granted me a dispensation which fixed the term of

my novitiate at a month instead of a year.
" This news, when announced to me, inspired me with neither joy

nor grief. I was like one already dead to the world. For fifteen
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days I was kept closely confined, lest any worldly desires might
arise in my breast. At the end of that time I was allowed to

descend with the other sisters to the chapel. I entered and took

my place behind the curtain which separated, or affected to separ-

ate, the nuns from the congregation. Looking through one of the

openings, which seemed to me, as it were, a loophole from which I

could obtain a last glance at the world I was leaving, I saw a man

standing up alone in the middle of the kneeling crowd. He seemed

to devour me with his eyes, and I felt again that strange sensation

of uneasiness which I had before experienced, and which seemed to

draw me, as it were, away from myself, as I had seen my brother

draw a needle after the loadstone, even through a leaf of paper or

a piece of wood.
" Overcome, subdued, without force to struggle against my feel-

ings, I leaned forward, and, with clasped hands, I murmured,
' Thanks, thanks!' The nuns looked at me in surprise. They could

not comprehend my words or gestures, and, following my glance,

they rose on their seats and gazed down into the body of the

church. I also gazed, trembling. The stranger had disappeared.

They questioned me, but I only turned pale and red by turns, and

ftammered out some incoherent words. From that moment,
madame," cried Lorenza, in a despairing voice,

" the demon pos-
d me !

"

"
Nevertheless,

"
replied the princess, smiling,

" I see nothing

supernatural in all that you have related. Calm yourself, my sister,

and proceed."
"
Ah, madame, it is because you cannot understand what I felt.

Heart, soul, mind — the demon possessed all !
"

" My sister, I fear greatly that this demon was only love," said

Madame Louise.
"
Oh, love could not have made me suffer thus! Love would not

so have oppressed my heart; it would not have shaken my frame

as the storm shakes a slender reed ! Love would not have whispered
in my car the sinful thought which haunted me at that moment."

" What thought, my child? "

"
Ought not I to have disclosed all to my confessor, madame? "

"Doubtless."
"
Well, the demon that possessed me whispered me, on the con-

trary, to keep it secret. I feared what he would think of me."
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" An evil thought, indeed. But it is often a very innocent demon
which puts such thoughts in the heart of a woman. Proceed."

" On the following day I was summoned to the parlor. I found

there one of my neighbors of the Via Frattina at Rome, a young
married lady, who regretted very much the loss of my society,

because every evening we used to meet to talk and sing together.
Behind her, close to the door, stood a man wrapped in a cloak, who
seemed her servant. He did not turn toward me, but I turned

toward him; lie did not speak, yet I knew him. He was my
unknown protector. The same thrilling sensation I had already

experienced shot through my frame. I felt my whole being sub-

dued by the power of this man. Had it not been for the bars which
held me captive, I should certainly have followed him. Although
enveloped closely in his mantle, rays of light seemed to shoot

from him which dazzled me. Profound as was his silence, it had
sounds which spoke to me a harmonious language. I made a

violent effort to subdue my feelings, and asked my friend who the

man was who accompanied her. She did not know him. Her hus-

band, who had purposed accompanying her, had been prevented

by some engagement, and had brought this friend of his, a stranger
to her, to be her companion.

" My friend was religious, and, seeing in a corner of the parlor a

Madonna who had the reputation of possessing miraculous powers,
she would not depart without offering up a prayer before her.

While she was engaged in her devotions, the man entered the room,

approached close to me, uncovered his face, and fixed his glowing

eyes on mine. I waited for him to speak, my bosom heaved as if

in expectation of his words, but he contented himself with putting
his arms through the bars which separated us, and extended them
above my head. Immediately an inexpressible feeling of delight

seized on my whole frame. He smiled; I returned his smile, closing

my eyes, which seemed weighed down by an overpowering languor,

as I did so. Then, as if he had merely wished to assure himself of

his power over me, he immediately retired. As he disappeared I

recovered by degrees the use of my senses ; but I was still under

the dominion of this strange hallucination, when my friend, having
finished her prayer, rose, and, embracing me, took her leave. When
I was undressing at night, I found in my bosom a note containing
these words • ' In Rome, the man who loves a nun is punished by
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death. "Will you kill him to whom you owe your life?' From that

moment the demon possessed me entirely, for I lied hefore heaven,

madame, in not confessing that I thought of this man much more
than of my salvation "

Lorenza, terrified at what she had disclosed, paused to discover

what impression it had produced on the mild and intelligent coun-

tenance of the princess.

"Still," replied the princess, firmly,
" all that is not possession

by the evil one; it is merely the result of an unhappy passion, and
I must again repeat that such thoughts cannot be spoken of here,

except to express regret for them."

"Regret, madame?" cried Lorenza. "What, you behold me
in tears at your feet, beseeching you to rescue me from the power
of this fearful man, and yet you doubt my regret? Oh, I feel more

than regret ;
I feel remorse."

" And yet," said Madame Louise,
"
up to this point

"
•

"
Ah, madame, you have not yet heard all. Wait till I have fin-

ished, and then, I beseech you, judge me mercifully. Three days in

the week we attended divine service in the chapel. The unknown
was always present. 1 wished to resist him, I pretended that I was

ill, I resolved not to go down. Alas for human weakness! When
the hour arrived I descended with the nuns, as it were, in despite

of my own will. If he were not in the church when I entered I had

Bome moments of calm, but as he drew near I felt him coming. I

could have said,
' Now he is a hundred paces off, now he is at the

door, now he is in the church,' and that without even looking in the

direction by which he came. Then, when he had reached his accus-

tomed place, although ray eyes had been fastened on my prayer-
book while I murmured the words before me, they turned involun-

tarily and rested on him. I could neither read nor pray; my whole

looks, my whole thoughts, my whole being were engrossed by this

man. At first I could not look at him without fear; then I longed
to see him

;
then my thoughts seemed to meet his, and often I saw

him as in a dream in the night, and felt him pass beneath my win-

dow.
• The state of my mind did not escape the notice of my compan-

ion . The abbess was informed of it, and she in turn informed my
parents. Three days before I was to pronounce my vows, my
father, my mother and my brother— the only relations I had in the
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world — entered my cell. They came ostensibly to bid me farewell,
but I saw plainly that they had some other motive, and when my
mother was left alone with me she questioned me closely. And
here the power of the evil one may clearly be seen, for instead of

telling all, as I ought to have done, I denied everything obstinately.
" On the day when I was to take the veil a strange struggle took

place within me. I both dreaded and wished for the moment which
was to give me up entirely to the service of God, and I felt that if

the demon meditated a last effort to subdue me to his will it would
be at this solemn moment that he would attempt its execution."

" And had that strange man never written to you since the first

letter which you found in your bosom ? " asked the princess.
"
Never, rnadame."

" And at that time you had never spoken to him? "

"
Never, except in thought."

" Nor written to him? '*

"Oh, never! "

" Proceed. You were at the day when you were to take the veil."
" That day, as I have told your highness, I hoped was to end my

tortures, and I was impatient for the ceremony. 'When I belong
to God entirely,' I thought,

' He will defend me against the demon
who now wrestles with me for the possession of my soul.' In the

meantime the hour arrived. I descended to the church, pale, rest-

less, but yet less agitated than usual. My father, my mother, my
brother, my friend from the Via Frattina who had come before to

see me, and many other of our friends, were there. The inhabitants

of the neighboring villages also thronged the church, for the report
had been spread that I was lovely, and a lovely victim, the^ say, is

most acceptable to the Lord.
" The service began. I would have hastened it by my prayers,

for he was not present, and in his absence I felt that I was mistress

of myself. Already the priest had raised the crucifix before me, and
I was just about to extend my arm toward it, when the trembling
which invariably announced the approach of my persecutor seized

me. Forced by an irresistible attraction, I turned round and saw
him standing near the pulpit, gazing at me more fixedly than he

had ever yet done. In vain I endeavored to keep my eyes on tho

priest; service, ceremony, prayers faded from my sight. I believe

1 was questioned concerning the rite. I remember I was pulled by



THE .DEMONIAC. 431

the arm to arouse me, but I tottered like some inanimate object

trembling on its base. I was shown the scissors, from which a ray

of sunlight was reflected back with dazzling brightness, but I did

not even wink. Then I felt the cold steel on my neck and heard its

sharp point in my hair.

"From that moment it seemed to me as if all strength left me;

my soul rushed from my body to meet his, and I fell motionless on

the pavement; yet, strange to say, not like one who had fainted,

but like one overcome by sleep. I heard a loud murmur, and almost

immediately after became insensible. The ceremony was inter-

rupted with frightful tumult."

The princess clasped her hands with a gesture of compassion.

"Ah, madame, was not that terrible?" said Lorenza; "and is

it not easy to sec in such an event the intervention of the enemy
of man % "

" Take care, my poor girl,
" said the princess, in a tone of tender-

ness and pity ;

" I think you are too much disposed to attribute to

miraculous power that which is simply the result of human weak-

ness. On seeing that man you fainted, that is all. Proceed."
"
Oh, madame, do not say so, or, at least, wait till you have heard

all before you judge. Had I fainted, should I not have come to

myself in ten minutes or a quarter of an hour, or an hour at most?

Should I not have been surrounded by my sister nuns, and have

resumed courage and faith on seeing them ?
"

"
Doubtless," said Madame Louise. "

Well, was it not so? "

"Madame," said Lorenza, in a low, hurried whisper, "when I

was restored to consciousness it was night. I felt a rapid, jolting

motion, which fatigued me, and I raised my bead, thinking that I

was under the vaulted roof of the chapel, or within the curtains of my
cell. 1 saw, rocks, trees, clouds

,
then I felt a warm breath fanning

my cheeks. I thought it was the sick nurse who was endeavoring
to restore me, and I made an effort to thank her. Madame, my
head was resting on the bosom of a man— that man my persecutor!

I felt myself to ascertain whether 1 was really alive, or if I was

awake. I could not restrain a cry of terror. I was dressed in white,

and wore OD niy head a crown of white roses like a bride, or like a

maiden dressed for the tomb."

The princess uttered an exclamation of astonishment Lorenza

hid her lace in her hands.
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" The next day," continued Lorenza, sobbing,

"
I made inquiries,

and ascertained that it was Wednesday. For three days, therefore,
I had remained insensible. I am ignorant of all that happened
during that time."

CHAPTER LI.

THE COUNT DE FENIX.

A long and painful silence succeeded to this narrative, during
which each of the two ladies seemed absorbed in her reflections.

The princess was the first to break it.

"And you lent no assistance to this man to carry you off? "

said she.
"
None, madame."

" You are ignorant how you left the convent ? "

"
I am quite ignorant.

"

" Yet a convent is kept carefully guarded; there are bars to the

windows; the walls are very high; there is a portress who keeps
the keys of the gates always at her side. That is especially the
case in Italy, where the rules are even more severe than in

France. "

"
Madame, I can only reply that from the moment of my awaking

from my trance until now I have searched my memory to discover

any trace of what must have occurred; but in vain."
" But did you not reproach him for what he had done? "
"
Oh, yes, madame !

"

" What was his excuse? "

"That he loved me."
" And what did you reply to that? "
" That I had a horror of him. "

" Then you did not love him? "

"
Oh, no, no !

»

" Are you quite certain? "

"
Alas, madame, what I felt for that man was singular indeed !

When he was present I was no longer myself; what he willed, I

willed; what he commanded, I did; my soul had no power, my
mind no will; a look from him subdued and fascinated me. Some-
times he seemed to inspire me with thoughts which were not mine;
sometimes he seemed to draw from me ideas so deeply hidden that
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I had never even guessed that I possessed them. Oh, do you not

see, madame, that there was magic in all this ?"
" It is certainly strange, if not supernatural," said the princess.

" But after you had been carried off, how did you live with that

man !
"

" He displayed the warmest affection for me, the siucerest attach-

ment."
" He was a vicious man, no doubt 1?"
"

I do not think he was, madame ; thefe was, on the contrary,

something lofty and inspired in his manner of speaking.
"

"
Come, come, you loved him; confess it!"

"
No, no, madame," said the young woman, with mournful bitter-

ness;
"
no, I did not love him."

" Then you ought to have left him, you ought to have appealed to

the public authorities, and demanded to be restored to your

parents."
"
Madame, he watched me so closely that I could not fly."

" But why not write, then V
" Wherever we stopped on the road, the house seemed to belong

to him alone, and every one obeyed him. Several times I asked for

pen. ink aud paper, but those to whom I applied were doubtless

desired by him not to obey me, for they never even answered me."
" And how did you travel ?"
" At first in a post-chaise, but at Milan instead of a carriage we

entered a kind of moving house, in which we continued our journey.
"

" But he must have sometimes left you alone?"

"Yes, but at these times, before leaving me, he approached mo
and said, 'Sleep!' 1 slept, and did not awake until his return."

The princess shook her head incredulously.
" You would have been able to escape,

" said she,
" had you

endeavored to do so with energy."
"
Alas, madame, and yet it seemed to me as if I did, but perhaps

I was fascinated."
" Yes; fascinated by words of love, and by his caresses."
" He seldom spoke of love, madame, and, except a kiss imprinted

on my forehead in the morning and one in the evening, he bestowed
no caresses on me. "

"
Strange, strange indeed !

" murmured the princess ; then, as if

38
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some suspicion had crossed her mind, she said aloud :
" And you

are ready to assert again that you do not love him ? "

" I do assert it again, madame."
" And no earthly bond unites you to him ? n

"
None., madame. "

" Then should he claim you, he would have no right over you ? "

"None, madame, none."
"
But,

' added the princess, after a moment's reflection,
" how did

you escape at last ? 1 do not understand that ?
"

"Madame, I took advantage of a violent storm which occurred

whilst we were near a town called Nancy, I think. He left the

part of the carriage in which I was, to go into another compart-
ment of it- to talk to an old man who was with us. Then I leaped

on his horse and fled.
"

" And why did you prefer remaining in France to returning to

Italy 1
"

" 1 reflected that I could not return to Rome, since my parents

and friends there would certainly imagine that I had been tho

accomplice of that man, and perhaps refuse to receive me. I

resolved therefore to come to Paris, and to endeavor to remaiu con-

cealed ;
or to try and reach some other great city, where no eye—

and, above all, his— could discover me. When I reached Paris,

madame, every one was speaking of your retirement into the Con-

vent of the Carmelites. They lauded your piety, your charity

toward the wretched, your pity for the afflicted. A ray of hope
darted through my soul, and I was struck v\ith the conviction that

you would be generous enough to receive me, and powerful enough
to protect me."

" Tou appeal always to my power, my poor child. Is he, then, so

powerful ?
"

"
Oh, yes, madame! "

"But who is he, then? Through delicacy I have until now
refrained from asking his name; but if I am to defend you, I must

know against whom. "

"
Oh, madame, even on that point I cannot enlighten you. I

know neither who he is nor what he is. All that 1 know is that a

king could not inspire more respect, a deity could not receive

greater adoration than lie from those to whom he deigns to reveal

himself.
»



THE COUNT HE FENIX. 435

" But how do tbey address bira? What is his name?"
"I have heard him addressed by different names; at present-

however, I remember only two of thorn. One is given him by th-^

old man. who, as I told you, traveled with us from Milan; the othe'

he gives himself."
" What does the old man call him? "

" Acbarat— is not that a heathenish name, madame? "

'• And what is his other name? "

"
Joseph Balsamo."

" And what can you tell me of him? "

" That he seems to know all persons, to penetrate into all things-,

he is contemporary with all times, has lived in all ages. He

Rpeaks — may heaven pardon such blasphemies!— he speaks of

Alexander, Csesarand Charlemange as if he had known them, yet
! am sine tbey have been dead a very longtime. Rut, what is

worse, he will talk of Caiaphas, Pilate and our blessed Saviour as

if he had been present at the crucifixion."
" He is some charlatan, 1 perceive," said the princess.
"

I do not know exactly what that means, madame; but what
I do know is that he is a dangerous, terrible man. All yield to him,
all bend before him, all fall prostrate at his word. You think him

defenseless, be is armed, you think him alone, and be causes men
to rise out of the earth; and that without an effort— by a gesture, a

word, a smile."
"

It is well," said the princess.
" Whoever he be, take courage,

my child; you shall be protected from him."
" By you, madame; by you ? "

*'

Yes, by me ; so long as you yourself do not abandon my pro-

tection. But cease from this time to believe, and above all cease to

endeavor to make me believe, in the superstitious visions which are

the offspring of your deceased imagination. The walls of St. Denis

will guard you Becurely against infernal powers, and against powers
even more to he feared, those of wicked men. And now, madame,
what are your intentions .'

"

" With these jewels, which belong to me, madame, I wish to pay

my dowry to some convent— to this convent, if possible."

And Lorenza laid on a table precious bracelets, valuable rings,

a magnificent diamond and other jewels, the whole worth about

twenty thousand crowns.
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" Are those ornaments your own ? " asked the princess.
"
Yes, madaine. He gave them to me, and I devote them to the

church. I have only one wish with regard to his property.
"

" What is that ? "

" That his Arabian horse, Djerid, the instrument of my deliver-

ance, be restored to him if he demand it."

" But with regard to yourelf, you will on no account return to

him? "

"On no account."
"
Then, what will you do? Am I to assume that it is your wish

to enter this convent and continue in the practice of those duties

which were interrupted at Subiaco by the extraordinary circum-

stances you have related to me."

"It is my dearest wish, rnadarne; at your feet I supplicate its

fulfillment."
" Be tranquil, my child; from this day you shall live with us;

and when, by exemplary conduct which I expect from you, you
have shown that you deserve that favor, you shall take the vows,

and, I answer for it, no one shall carry you away from St. Denis

while your abbess watches over you."

Lorenza threw herself at the feet of her benefactress and poured

forth expressions of gratitude the most tender and the most

sincere ;
but all at once, rising on one knee, she listened, turned

pale and trembled.
"
Oh, heavens ! Oh, heavens !

" she exclaimed.
" What is the matter? " asked Madame Louise.
" My whole frame trembles. He is coming ! He is coming !

"

" Who is coming?
"

" He who has sworn to destroy my soul."

"That man?"
"
Yes, that man; do you not see how my hand trembles? Oh,"

continued she, in a tone of anguish,
" he approaches ! He is near! "

" You are mistaken."
"
No, madame, no ! Hold me ! He draws me to him against my

will. Hold me ! Hold me !
"

Madame Louise seized her by the arm.
"
Courage, courage, my poor child," said she;

" were it even he,

you arc in safety here."
" He approaches! He approaches," cried Lorenza, with despair
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and horror in her voice, her eyes fixed, and her arms extended

toward the door of the room.
" This is madness. Dare any one, think you. enter unannounced

the apartment of Madame Louise of France? To obtain admit-

tance lie must be the bearer of an order from the king."
" Oh, madame, I know not how he procured an entrance," cried

Lorenza, recoiling with terror;
" but I do "know that he is ascend-

ing the stairs — that lie is scarcely ten paces distant — that he is

here."

At that moment the door opened. Alarmed at such a strange
coincidence, the princess could not prevent herself from starting
back. A nun appeared.

" Who is there," asked the abbess, hurriedly,
" and what do you

want? "

"
Madame, a gentleman has just arrived who wishes to. speak to

your royal highness."
"His name?"
"The Count deFenix."
" Is that he," asked the princess, turning to Lorenza,

" and do

you know that name?"
" I do not know that name, but it is he, madame, it is he !

"

" What does this gentleman want? "
inquired the princess, address-

ing the nun.
"
Having been sent on a mission to the King of France by his

majesty the King of Prussia, he wishes, he says, to have the honor

of ;i moment's conversation with your royal highness."
The princess reflected for a moment; then, turning to Lorenza.

"Retire into that cabinet," said she. Lorenza obeyed. "And
you, sister," continued the princess,

" admit this gentleman." The
nun curtsied low and left the room.

Having ascertained that the door of the cabinet was securely

fastened, the princess seated herself in her arm-chair, and awaited

the termination of the strange scene in which she found herself

involved. Yet she could not subdue a certain degree of agitation.

Almost immediately the nun re-appeared, followed by the person
whom we have already seen, on the day of the presentation,
announce himself as the Count <\>' Fenix.

Be was dressed in the same costume, a Prussian uniform, with

the military wig and black stock. Uis large, expressive eyes were
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cast down at first in the presence of tbe royal abbess, but only in a

manner to indicate tbe respect which any gentleman, how high
soever his rank, was called on to exhibit before a princess of France.

But immediately raising them again, with a look which almost

implied that he had already shown too great humility.
" Madame," said he,

"
I thank your royal highness for the favor

you have shown me
;
but I did not doubt that I should obtain this

favor, knowing that your royal highness is the generous patron of

all the unhappy.
"

"Sir, I endeavor to assist all such," replied the princess, with

dignity; for she felt certain that she should, before the lapse of

many minutes, put to shame this man, wbo so impudently dared to

claim "her protection, after having deceived and ill-treated one con-

fided to his care.

The count bowed, without betraying any consciousness of under-

standing the double meaning of her words.

She then continued, with something of irony in her tone: " In

what way can I render you any assistance, sir? "

" You can aid me in a matter of the greatest moment, madame. "

"
Speak, sir !

"

" None but weighty considerations could have induced me, ma-

dame, to intrude on your royal highness in this retreat which you
have chosen ;

but you have, I believe, given shelter here to a per-

son in whom I am deeply interested."
" The name of that person, sir? "

" Lorenza Feliciani."
" And how does her fate concern you ? Is she your relation, 'your

sister ?
"

" She is my wife."

"Your wife?" said the princess, raising her voice so that she

might be heard in the calm ct.
" Lorenza Feliciani is the Countess

de Fenix ?
"

"
Yes, madame, Lorenza Feliciani is the Countess de Fenix," re-

plied the count, with the utmost coolness. •

"
I have no Countess de Fenix in this convent, sir," replied the

princess.
" But the count was not to be so repulsed.

"
Perhaps, madame,"

said he,
"
your royal highness is not convinced that Lorenza Felici-

ani and the Countess de Fenix are one and the same person?
"
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" I confess, sir, that you have guessed iny thoughts ;
I am uot

well convinced on that point."
" If your royal highness .ill hut command Lorenza Feliciani to

he brought hither, you will soon have all doubts on that head

cleared away. I entreat your highness' pardon for urging the

matter thus, but I am tenderly attached to the young lady, and she

herself, I think, regrets being separated from me."
" Do you think so, sir ?

"

"
Yes, madame, unworthy as I am, I think so."

"
Ah,

"
thought the princess,

" Lorenza was right ; this is indeed

a most dangerous man !
"

The count preserved the most perfect calmness of demeanor, and

adhered to the most courtly politeness.
"

I must temporize,
"
thought the princess to herself.

"
Sir,

" said she,
"

I canno'; give up to you a woman who is not

here. If you love, as you say you do, the person whom you seek, I

can easily understand why you thus persist in endeavoring to find

her; but, believe me, to be successful you must seek elsewhere."

The count, on entering the room, had cast a rapid glance on every
article in it, and his eyes had rested for a single instant only, but

that had been sufficient, on a table in a dark corner, on which

Lorenza had placed those jewels which she had offered to pay as

her dowry to'the convent. He knew them again instantly.
" If your royal highness would have the goodness to recollect, and

I venture to entreat you to do so, you will remember that Lorenza

Feliciani was very lately in this room, that she placed on that table

those jewels, and that, after having had the honor of conversing
with your royal highness, she withdrew."

Just then he caught the eye of the princess turning unconsciously
toward the cabinet. " She withdrew,

" he continued, "into that

cabinet, so that now I only wait for the permission of your royal

highness to order her to return hither, which she will do imme-

diately I feel certain."

The princess colored with shame at the thought that she had

Lowered herself bo far as to attempt to deceive this man, from whom.

as it seemed, nothing could be hidden, and she could not conceal

her vexation at the uselessness of all her efforts. She recollected,

however, that Lorenza had fastened the door from within, and that,
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consequently, nothing but the impulse of her own free will could

induce her to leave the cabinet.
" But even suppose she were here," said she,

" what would she

dor'
"
Nothing, madame. She would merely tell your highness that

she wishes to go with me, being my wife."

This last word reassured the princess, for she recollected the pro-

testations of Lorenza.
" Your wife! " exclaimed she, with indignation.

" Are you sure

of that? "

" Your highness does not seem to believe me. Nevertheless, it is

not quite incredible that the Count de Fenis should have married

Lorenza Feliciani, and that, having married her, he demands back

his wife."
" His wife !

" she repeated, impatiently.
" You dare to say

Lorenza Feliciani is your wife? '"

"
Yes, madame, I dare to say so," answered the count, with the

most natural air in the world,
" because it is true."

" You are married to her? "

"I am."

"Legitimately?
"

"
Certainly, and if your royal highness thus persists in doubting

my word I shall place before your eyes the register of my marriage,

signed by the priest who united us."

The princess started. So much coolness and self-possession shook

all her convictions.

The count opened his pocketbook and unfolded a paper.
" This

is the register of my marriage, madame, and a proof that I have a

right to claim that woman as my wife. If your royal highness will

lead it and note the signature
"

••The signature!" repeated the princess, in a tone of doubt

more insulting to the stranger than her indignation had been. But

it' this signature
"

" This signature is that of the vicar of Saint Jean do Strasbourg,

who is well known to Prince Louis, Cardinal de Rohan, and if his

highness were here "

" His highness is here' " cried the princess, fixing her Hashing

eyes on the count. " He has not yet left St. Denis, and is now with
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the canons of the cathedral, so that nothing is easier for us than to

ascertain the truth of what you assert."

"That is indeed a fortunate circumstance for me," replied the

count, coolly, putting up the paper again in his pocketbook.
" When your royal highness has heard the cardinal's testimony, I

trust that your highness' unjust suspicions will be dispelled."
"

Sir, this impudent perseverance is most revolting to me," said

the princess, ringing her bell violently.

The nun who had introduced the count appeared.
" Let my groom mount his horse instantly, aud carry this note to

his highness the Cardinal de Rohan ; he will be found at the chapter
of the cathedral. Let him come hither without a moment's delay;
I wait his arrival anxiously."
While giving these directions, the princess wrote hastily a few

words on a slip of paper, and, handing it to the nun, she added in a

whisper :
" Let a couple of archers of the guard be placed in the

corridor, aud take care that no one leave the convent without my
permission."
The count had followed all the movements of the princess, whom

he now saw determined to contest the point with him to the very
last

; but, evidently decided not to yield the victory to her, he drew
nearer to the door of the cabinet while she was writing, fixed his

eyes on it, pronounced some words in a low voice, and, extending
his hands toward it, moved them to an fro with a regular and steady
motion.

The princess, turning, saw him in this attitude, and exclaimed.
" What are you doing there, sir?"
"
Madame," said the count,

"
I am adjuring Lorenza Feliciani to

appeal', and declare to you of her own free will that I am not an

impostor nor a forger. But this is not to prevent your royal highness
from requiring the other proofs you have mentioned."

"Sir!"
" Lorenza Feliciani," cried the count, overpowering all opposition,

even that of the princess,
'' leave that cabinet and come hither—

come!"

But the door remained closed.
" Come forth, it is my will!" repeated the count.

Then the key was heard turning in the lock, and the princess,
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with inexpressible alarm, saw the young girl enter, her eyes
fixed on the count without any expression either of anger or hatred.

" What are you doing, my child f
" cried the princess.

" Why do
you return to the man from whom you fled f You were in safety

here; I told you so. 77

" She is also in safety in my house, madame,
77 answered the count.

" Are you not, Lorenza? Are you not safe with me T"
" Yes !

77

replied the young girl.

The princess, overcome with astonishment, clasped her hands and
sank back in her chair.

"And now, Lorenza,
77 added the count, quietly, but yet with a

tone of command, "
I am accused of having made you act contrary

to your wishes, Say, have I ever done so .

"

"Never,
77 answered the young girl, clearly and distinctly, yet

without accompanying the denial by any movement.
"In that case,'

7

cried the princess,
" what do you mean by all

that tale of your having been carried off? "

Lorenza remained silent, and looked at the count as if life and
speech hung on his lips.

" Her highness wishes doubtless to know how you left the con-

vent, Lorenza. Relate to her all that happened, from the moment
of your fainting until you awoke in the post-chaise.

77

" Lorenza was still silent.

"Relate all that occurred from first to last — do not omit any-
thing,

77 continued the count;
"

it is my will that you should do so."
"

I do not remember,'
7 she replied.

" Search your memory, and you will recollect all.
77

"
Ah, yes, yes,

77 said Lorenza, in the same monotonous tone," now I remember. 77

"
Speak, then.' 7

" When I fainted, at the very moment that the scissors touched

my hair, ; was carried back to my cell and laid mi my bed. My
mother remained with me until night, when, seeing that I con-
tinued in the same state of insensibility, they sent for the village

surgeon, lie felt my pulse, passed a looking-glass before my lips,

ami, discovering no sign of life in me, pronounced me dead. 77

"
lint how do you know all that? 77 asked the princess.

"Her highness wishes to know how you know that,
77

repeated
the count.
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"
Strange!

"
replied Lorenza,

'•
I was able to see and hear, but I

could not open my eyes, nor speak, uor move. 1 was in a sort of

lethargy."

"In fact," paid the princess,
" Tronchin has sometimes spoken

to me of persons who had fallen into a lethargy, and who, being to

all appearance dead, were interred alive."
"
Proceed, Lorenza."

" My mother was in despair, and would not believe that I was

dead; she said that she would pass that night and the following day

by my side. She did so; but the thirty-six hours during which she

watched over me passed away without my making the slightest

movement, or without a sigh having escaped my lips. Thrice a

priest came to visit my mother, and each time he told bin- that it

was rebelling against the will of God thus to persist in keeping my
body on earth when He possessed my soul; for, as I had died at the

moment when I was pronouncing my vows, he did not doubt, he

said, but that my sou] had winged its flight to heaven. My mother,

by her entreaties, prevailed on him to allow her to watch by me
another night— that of Monday. On Tuesday morning they found

me still insensible.

" My mother withdrew, vanquished, leaving me to the nuns, who,

by this time, were loud in their exclamations against her impiety.

The tapers were lighted in the chapel, in which, according to cus-

tom, 1 was to be laid out during one day and night. As I had not

pronounced my vows, the sisters dressed me in a white robe, put a

crown of white roses on my head, crossed my arms on my bosom

and placed my coffin on a bier. During this last operation a thrill

of horror ran through my veins, for I repeat, although my eyelids

were closed, I saw everything as if they had been wide open.
" The bier was carried into the church, and there— my lace still

uncovered, as is the custom in Italy
— I was placed in the middle

aisle, with lighted tapers around me, and a vase of holy water at ray

feet. During the day the peasants of Subiaco entered the church,

prayed forme, and sprinkled my body with the holy water. Nighl
came on; and, as the visitors had ceased, the doors of the church

were closed, except a little side door, and the nun who took care of

the sick remained alone beside me.
'• one terrible thought never left me during my trance, and now

it became more dreadful
;
on the morrow 1 was to be buried, bur-
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ied alive, if some unknown power did not come to my aid. I heard
the hours strike, one after another; first nine, then ten, then eleven.

Each stroke found an echo in my trembling heart
; for, oh, horror !

I listened to my own death -knell.
" What efforts did I not make to break my icy sleep, to burst the

iron bonds which held me down in my coffin. But heaven at last

had pity on me. Midnight struck At the very first stroke, my
frame was shaken by a convulsive shudder, like that which I always

experienced when Acharat approached me
;

then my heart was

stirred, and I beheld him appear at the door of the church."
" Were your feelings at that moment those of fear ? " asked the

Count de Fenix.
" No ; they were feelings of happiness, joy, ecstacy. For I knew

that he came to snatch me from the dreadful death which seemed
before inevitable. He advanced slowly toward my coffin, looked

on me for a moment with a melancholy smile, then he said,
'

Arise,

follow me !
' The bonds which fastened me were broken at that

powerful voice; I rose, and I put one foot out of the coffin. 'Are

you glad to live ? ' he asked. '

Oh, yes !
' I replied.

' Follow me,

then,' said he.

" The sister who was appointed to watch the dead had fulfilled

this duty toward so many of the nuns that she had become careless

and indifferent, and slept soundly in her chair. I passed close by
her without awaking her, as I followed him, who, for the second

time, had saved me from death. We reached the outer court and
once more saw the cloudless firmament, studded with stars, and felt

the cool night breeze, which the dead feel not, but which is so grate-
ful to the living.

" ' And now,' said he,
' before leaving the convent, choose for

yourself. Do you wish to be a nun or to foUow me?' 'I will follow

you,' I replied. We reached the entrance gate ;
it was locked.

' Where are the keys f ' he asked. ' In the pocket of the portress,

on a chair near her bed,' I replied.
' Enter the lodge,' said he,

' and

bring them without making any noise to awake her.' I obeyed,
entered the lodge, found the key, and brought it to him.

" Five minutes afterward the gate was opened, and we were in

the street. I took his arm, and we hurried toward the outskirts of

the village of Subiaco. About a hundred paces from its last house
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a post-chaise was in waiting ;
we entered it and drove off at a rapid

pace.
"

" And no force was used— no threat was uttered — you followed

him voluntarily ? "

Lorenza remained mute.
" Her royal highness asks you, Lorenza, if by any threat, any

violence, you were forced to accompany me ? "

"No."
" And why did you do so ? "

"
Say, why did you accompany me? "

" Because I loved you," said Lorenza.

The Count de Fenix turned toward the princess with a triumphant
smile.

CHAPTER LII.

THE CARDINAL DE ROHAN.

Strong as was the mind of the Princess Louise, all that she had

just heard seemed so extraordinary to her that she could not help

asking herself whether the man who stood before her were not a

real magician, disposing of hearts and understandings at his will.

But the Count de Fenix was not yet satisfied.

" That is not all, madame,
" said he,

" and your royal highness
has only heard a part of our history. Some doubts might remain

on your mind did you not hear the rest from her own lips."

Then, turning toward the young woman
"Do you remember, dear Lorenza," said he, "the rest of our

journey ? And how we visited Milan, the lake Maggiore, the Ober-

land, the Righi, and the magnificent Rhine — the Tiber of the

north ? "

"
Yes," answered she, still in the same monotonous voice— "

yes,

Lorenza saw all that. "

"
Dragged onward by that man, was it not, my child ? Yielding

to an irresistible power which you did not yourself comprehend?
"

asked the princess.
" Why sliouid you think so, madame, after what your highness has

hea id '. But, if you wish for yet more palpable and material proofs,

here is a letter written by Lorenza to me. I was obliged to leave

her alone for a short time at Mayence. Well, she regretted me and
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longed for my return, for in my absence she wrote me these lines,

which your highness may read."

The count took out of his pocketbook a note, which he handed
to the princess. She read as follows :

"Return, Acharat! When you leave me, all hope and joy depart. Ah, when
shall 1 be yours through all eternity? " Lorenza."

The princess rose, anger flashing in her eyes, and approached
Lorenza with the note in her hand. The young woman appeared
neither to see nor hear her. Her whole soul seemed to hang on the

count's lips.

"I understand," said the count, quickly, before the princess
could utter a word. " Your highness doubts whether this note he

really written by her or not. That point can easily be settled.

Lorenza, speak! Who wrote this note? "

He took the note, placed it in her hand, and she immediately

pressed it to her heart.
" Loreuza wrote it," said she.
" Does Lorenza know what it contains? "

"Yes."
" Then tell the princess what is in the letter, that she may believe

me when I say you love me. Tell her, it is my will."

Lorenza appeared to make an effort; then, without opening tho

note, or turning her eyes on it, she read its contents.
" This is incredible," said the princess ;

"
1 cannot trust the evi-

dence of my own senses; there is something' inexplicable and

supernatural in all this."
"

It was this letter," continued the Count de Fenix, as if he had
not heard what the princess said,

" which determined me to hasten

our marriage. I loved Lorenza as much as she loved me. We were

in a position which might have given rise to unfounded suspicions.

Besides, in the adventurous life which I lead, some accident might

happen to me— I might be killed — I might die, and I wished, in

case of such an event, that all my fortune should belong to Lorenza.

On arriving at Strasbourg, therefore, we were married."
" You were married? "

"
Yes, madame."

"
It is impossible !

"

" Why so, madame '
"

said the count, smiling.
" What is there
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impossible in the fact that the Count de Fenix should marry Lorenza

Feliciani .'

"

" But she told me that she is not your wife."

The count, without replying, turned to Lorenza: " Do you remem-

ber on what day we were married .'

"
asked he.

"
Yes," she replied ;

4i
it was the third of May."

"Where?"
"At Strasbourg,"
" In what church ?

"

" In the cathedral
;
in the chapel of St. John."

" Did you offer any opposition to our union ? "

" No ;
I was only too happy.

"

"
Because, Lorenza," continued the count,

" the prjncess thinks

that the marriage was forced on you— that you hate me."

As he said these words he took Loreuza's hand
;
a thrill of

rapture seemed to run through her whole frame.

"I hate you!" she exclaimed. "
Oh, no, I love you; you are

good, you are generous, you are powerful !

"

The count turned towaid the princess, as if he had said,
" You

hear."

Seized with a kind of horror, the princess had recoiled from the

pair before her, and sank at the foot of an ivory crucifix which was

fastened against the black velvet hangings of the room.
" Does your royal highness wish for any further information ?

"

asked the count, as he released Loreuza's hand.
"
Sir," cried the princess,

" do not approach me— nor she either."

At this moment the noise of wheels was heard in the courtyard,

aud a carriage stopped at the entrance door.
" Ah !

" exclaimed the princess,
" here comes the cardinal, and

we shall now know the truth."

The Count de Fenix bowed, said a few words to Lorenza in a low

voice, and waited with the patience of a man perfectly secure of

his position. A moment afterward the door opened, and his

emineuce the Cardinal de Rohan was announced.

The princess reassured by the presence of a third person, resumed

her seat, and desired him to he admitted. The cardinal entered;

but scarcely had he made his salutation to the princess when,

perceiving the count, he exclaimed with surprise,
" You here, sir 1

"
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" Do you Know this person"?

» asked the princess, more and more
astonished.

"
Yes, madame,

" said the cardinal.
•«

Then," cried she,
"
you will tell me what he is."

"Nothing is more easy,
"
replied the cardinal;

" the gentleman
is a sorcerer."

" A sorcerer !

" murmured the princess.
"Pardon me, madame," said the count; "but I trust that his

highness will explain his words to your satisfaction."
" Has the gentleman been making any predictions to your royal

highness, that I see you with a countenance of so much alarm? "

asked M. de Rohan.
" The register of the marriage ! The register, immediately !

"

exclaimed the princess.

The cardinal stared with the utmost surprise, not comprehending
what this exclamation meant.

" Here it is,
" said the count, presenting it to the cardinal.

"
Sir, what is this? " said he.

"
I wish to know," said the princess,

" whether the signature to

that document be genuine or not."

The cardinal toqk the paper and read it.

"
Yes," said he,

"
It is a perfectly legal register of a marriage,

and the signature is that of Monsieur Remy. vicar of St. John's,
in Strasbourg. But in what way does that concern your royal
highness?."

"
Oil, it concerns me deeply, sir ! So the signature is correct? "

"
Certainly, but I will not guarantee that it may not have been

extorted
"

" Extorted !

"
cried the princess.

"
Yes, that is possible."

" And the consent of Lorenza, also?" said the count, with a tone
of irony which was aimed directly at the princess.

" But by what means, cardinal — by what means could this sig-
nature have been extorted? Do you know?"

•'

By means which this gentleman has at his disposal— by means
of magic !

"

"
Magic l Is it you, cardinal, who speak to me of magic ?"

"
Yes, 1 have said that this gentleman is a sorcerer, and I shall

not unsay it"
" Your eminence must be jesting!"
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rt By no means, and the proof is, that I am going, in the presence
of your highness, to have a very serious explanation with him."

" I was myself going to request it from your highness," said th8

count.
" Excellent ! But pray, do not forget,

" said the cardinal,

haughtily,
" that it is I who am the questioner.

"

" And do not forget, also,
" said the count,

" that I will answer all

your questions before her royal highness, if you insist upon it, but

I feel certain that you will not insist."

The cardinal smiled contemptuously.
"
Sir," said he,

" to play the magician well is, in our times, rather

a difficult task. I have seen you at work, and, to do you justice, you
were very successful

;
but every one will not show the patience, and,

above all, the generosity other royal highness, the dauphiness.
"

" The dauphiness!
" exclaimed the princess.

"
Yes, madame,

" said the count;
"

I have had the honor of being

presented to her royal highness."
" And how did you repay that honor, sir ? Come ! Speak."
"Alas! much worse than I could have wished; for I have no

personal hatred against men, and above all none against women."
" But what did he really do before my august niece ?

" asked the

princess.
"

I had the misfortune, madame, to tell her the truth, which she

demanded of me."
"
Yes," said the cardinal,

" a truth which made her swoon! "

" Was it my fault," cried the count, in that commanding tone

which he could at times assume— " was it my fault that the truth

was so terrible that it produced such effects? Was it I who sought
the princess? Did I request to be presented to her? On the con-

trary, I avoided her; I was brought before her almost by force, and

she positively commanded me to reply to her questions."
" But what, then, sir, was i hat truth which you declare to have

been so terrible '.

" asked the princess.
" The truth which was hidden by the veil of futurity. I raised

the veil, and then she beheld that future which appeared so alarming
to your royal highness that you tied for shelter from it to a cloister

to offer up tears and prayers before the altar."

"Sir, sir!" cried the princess.
11 Is it my fault, if the future, which was revealed to her as one
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of the sainted, was shadowed forth to me as a prophet, and if the

dauphiness, whom it threatens personally, terrified at the sight,

fainted when I declared it to her ? '-'

" You hear him acknowledge it !
" said the cardinal.

" Alas !
"

sighed the princess.
" For her reign is doomed,

" continued the count,
" as the most

fatal and disastrous to the monarchy of any on record."
"
Oh, sir! " exclaimed the princess.

"For yourself, madame," continued the count, "your prayers

have, perhaps, obtained favor, for you will not see those events

which I foretell. You will be in the bosom of the Lord when they
come to pass. But pray. Pray always.

"

The princess, overcome by his prophetical words, which agreed
too well with the terrors of her own soul, sank again on her knees

at the foot of the crucifix and commenced to pray fervently.

The count turned to the cardinal, and, preceding him toward the

embrasure of a window,
" Now that we are alone,

" said he,
" what

does your eminence wish with me ?
"

The cardinal hastened to join him. The princess seemed wholly
absorbed in her prayers, and Lorenza remained silent and motion-

less in the middle of the room. Her eyes were wide open, but she

seemed to see nothing. The two men stood apart in the embrasure

of the window, half concealed by the curtains.
" What are your highness' wishes'? "

repeated the count.
"
First, I wish to know who you are," replied the cardinal.

" Yet you seem to know. Did you not say that I was a

sorcerer? "

"
Yes, but when I met you formerly you were called Joseph Bal-

samo, and now you are railed the Count de Fenix. "

"
Well, that only proves that I have changed my name, nothing

more."
:

Very true, but are you aware that such changes may make
M. de Sartines, the minister of police, rather inquisitive about

you !
"

The count smiled.
"
Oh, sir," said he,

" this is a petty warfare for a Rohan ! What,

your eminence quibbles about names? Verba et voces, as the Latin

has it. Is there nothing worse with which I can be reproached ?
"

" Vou seem to have become satirical," said the cardinal.
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" I have not become so
;

it is my character. "

" In that case I shall do myself the pleasure of lowering your
tone a little."

" Do so, sir."

"
I am certain I shall please the dauphiness by so doing.

"

" Which may be not altogether useless to you, considering the

terms on which you stand at present with her," answered Balsamo,
with the greatest coolness.

"
And, suppose, most learned dealer in horoscopes, that I shall

cause you to be arrested? " said the cardinal.
"

I should say that your eminence would commit a very grave
mistake in doing so."

" Indeed !
" said the prince-cardinal, with withering contempt.

"
And, pray, who will suffer from my mistake? "

"Yourself, my lord cardinal?"
" Then I shall give the order for your arrest this moment, sir, and

we shall soon know who this Baron Balsamo, Count de Fenix, is—
this illustrious branch of a genealogical tree not to be discovered in

any field of heraldry in Europe !
"

" But why has your highness not asked for information respecting
me from your friend the Count de Breteuil? "

" M. de Breteuil is no friend of mine."
" That is to say, he is no longer so. Yet he must have been one

of your best friends when you wrote him a certain letter "

"What letter?" asked the cardinal, drawing nearer to the

count.
" A little closer, M. le Cardinal, I do not wish to speak loud, for

fear of compromising you— that letter which you wrote from

Yienna to Paris, to endeavor to prevent the marriage of the

dauphin."
The prelate could not repress a gesture of alarm.
"

I know thai letter by heart," continued the count, coldly.
" Then Breteuil has turned traitor ?

"

" How so I
»

" Because when the marriage was decided on, I demanded back

my letter, and he told me he had burned it!
"

"
Ah, lie dared not tell you he had lost it! "

"Lost it *
"
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"
Yes, and you know that a lost letter may be found by some

one."
" And so my letter "

" Was found by me. Oh, by the merest chance, I assure you,
one day, when crossing the marble court at Versailles."

" And did you not return it to the Count de Breteuilf
"

1 took good care not to do so."

"Why so?"
"
Because, being a sorcerer, I knew that, although I wished to be

of all the service I could to your highness, you wished to do me all

the harm you could. So, you understand A disarmed man
who journeys through a wood, where he knows he will be attacked,

would be a fool not to pick up a loaded pistol which he found at his

foot."

The cardinal's head swam and he was obliged to lean against the

window-frame for a few minutes; but after an instant's hesitation,

during which the count eagerly watched every variation of his coun-

tenance :

" So be it," said he- "
It shall never be said that a prince of my

house gave way before the threats of a charlatan. Though that

letter should be shown to the daupbiness herself— though, in a

political point of view, it ruin me, I sball maintain my character as

a loyal subject and faithful ambassador. I shall say what is the

truth, that I thought the alliance hurtful to the interests of my
country, and my country will defend me and weep for my fate.

"

" But if some one should happen to relate how the young, hand-

some, gallant ambassador, confident in the name of Bohan and ihe

title of prince, and being most graciously received by the Arch-

duchess' Marie Antoinette, said so, not because he saw anything in

the marriage hurtful to France, but because in his vanity he imag-
ined be saw something more than affability in her manner toward

him? What would the loyal subject and faithful ambassador reply

then ?
"

" He would deny, sir, that tbere ever had existed the sentiment

that your words imply; there is no proof that it did exist. "

"
Yes, sir, you mistake. There is the strongest proof, in the cold-

ness of the daupbiness toward you."
The cardinal hesitated.

"My lord," said the count, "trust me, it is better for us to
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remain good friends than to quarrel
— which we should have done

before this had I not been more prudent than you."
" Good friends .'

"

" Why not ? ( )ur friends are those who render us good offices."

" Have I ever asked you for any?
"

"
No, and that is where you have been wrong, for during the two

days you were in Paris "

"I "in Paris! "

"
Yes, you. Why attempt to hide that from me, who am a

sorcerer ! You left the dauphiness at Soissons, you came post to

Paris by Yillers-Cotterets and Dammartin — that is to say, the

shortest road— and you hastened to request your kind friends

there for assistance, which they all refused. After their refusals

you once more set out post for Compiegne in despair."
The cardinal seemed overwhelmed.
" And what sort of assistance might I have expected from you,"

he asked,
" had I addressed myself to you ?

"

" That assistance which a man who makes gold can grant."
" And what matters it to me that you can make gold?

"

"
Peste, when your highness has to pay five hundred thousand

francs within forty-eight hours! Am I not right? Is not that the

sum .'

"

"
Yes, that is indeed the sum."

" And yet you ask,
' What matters it to have a friend who can

make gold"/' It matters just this, that the hundred thousand francs

which you cannot procure elsewhere you may procure from him."
" And where? " asked the cardinal.
" In the Rue St. Claude."
" How shall I know your house? "

"
By a griffin's head iu bronze, which serves as a knocker to the

gate.
"

" When may I present myself?
"

" The day after to-morrow, my lord, and afterward you may
come as often and whenever you please. But stay; we have just

finished our conversation in time, for the princess, I see, has ended

her prayers."
The cardinal was conquered, and, no longer attempting to resist,

he approached the princess.
"
Madame, " said he,

"
I am obliged

to confess that the Count de Fenix is perfectly correct; his register
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THE RETURN FROM SAINT DENIS.

After leaving Philip, Gilbert, as we have said, had re-entered

the crowd. But not now with a heart bounding with joyful anticipa-

tion did he throw himself into the noisy billow of human beings;

his soul was wounded to the quick, and Philip's kind reception of
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of marriage is authentic and valid, and he has explained all the cir-

cumstances to my perfect satisfaction."

The count bowed. " Has your royal highness any further com-

mands for me ?
" he asked.

"
I wish to speak once more to the young woman," she replied.

Then, turning to Lorenza,
" Is it of your own free and unrestrained

will that you leave this convent, in which you sought refuge?
"

" Her highness asks you," said Balsamo, quickly,
" whether it is

of your own free and unfettered choice that you leave this convent.

Answer, Lorenza."
"
Yes," said the young woman,

"
it is of my own free and un-

fettered will."
" And to accompany your husband, the Count de Fenix ? "

" And to accompany me? "
repeated the count.

"Oh, yes!
" exclaimed Lorenza.

" In that case," said the princess,
"

I wish to retain neither one

nor other; for it would be doing violence to your feelings. But if

there is in all this anything out of the common order of events, may
the vengeance of heaven fall on him who, for his own advantage or

profit, troubles the harmony, the proper course of nature ! Go,

Count de Fenix ! Go, Lorenza Feliciani ! Only take with you your

jewels.
"

"They are for the use of the poor madame," said the count
" and distributed by your hands, the alms will be doubly acceptable
to God. I only demand back my horse, Djerid."

" You can claim him as you pass, sir. Go. "

The count bowed low, and gave his arm to Lorenza, who took it

and left the room without uttering a word.
"
Ah, my lord cardinal," said the princess, shaking her head

sorrowfully,
" there are incomprehensible and fatal omens in the

very air which we breathe. "
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hiin, and all bis friendly offers of assistance, had no power to

soothe him.

Andree never suspected that she had been cruel to Gilbert. The

lovely and serene young girl was entirely ignorant tbat there could

be between her and the .son of her nurse any point of contact

either for pain or for pleasure. She revolved above all the

lower spheres of life, casting light or shadow on them accord-

ing as she herself was gay or sad. But now the shadow of her

disdain had fallen on Gilbert and frozen him to the soul, while she,

following only the impulse of her nature, knew not even that she

had been scornful. But Gilbert, like a gladiator disarmed, had
offered his naked breast to the full brunt of her haughty looks and

disdainful words, and now, blueding at every pore, his philosophy

suggested nothing better than the consolation of despair.

From the moment that he once more plunged iuto the crowd, he

cared neither for horses nor men. Collecting all his strength, he

dashed forward like a wild boar' with the spear in its side, and, at

the risk of being crushed or trodden under foot, he opened a pas-

sage for himself through the multitude. When the denser mass of

\the people had been crossed, he began to breathe more freely, and,

looking round, he discovered that he was alone, and that around

him was the green grass, the cool water, and solitude.

Without knowing whither he was going, he had advanced toward

the Seine, and he now found himself oppobite the isle of St. Denis.

Exhausted, not from fatigue of body but from anguish of mind, he

sank on the turf, and, grasping his head with both hands, he began
to roar hoarsely, as if by these inarticulate sounds alone could he

express Ins rage and grief.

All those rague and senseless hopes which until then had shed a

glimmering light on the darkness of his soul, and whose existence

he scarcely ventured to confess even to himself, were now at one

blow utterly annihilated. To whatsoever height genius, science, or

study might raise him in the social scale, he must to Andree always
remain the Gilbert that he had been; a thing or a man — to use

her pwn words to her father— not worth the slightest regard, not

worth even the trouble of being looked down on.

For a moment he had thought that, seeing him in Paris, learning

that hi' had come on foot, knowing that he had determined to

struggle out of obscurity into light, he had thought that Andree
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would applaud his resolution; but, instead of applause, what had
he met with as the reward of so much fatigue and of such firm

determination ? The same scornful indifference with which he bad
been treated a Taverney. Even more, was sbe not almost angry
when she heard that his eyes had had the audacity to look on her
music- book 1 Had he only toucbed that music-book with the tip of

bis finger, he would have been doubtless considered only worthy to

be burned at the stake.

By weak characters, any deception, any mistake, with regard to

those they love, is quickly forgotten, and tbey bend under tbe blow

only to rise again stronger and more persevering than before. Tbey
vent their sufferings in complaints and tears, but their resistance is

only passive; nay, their love often increases by that which should

destroy it, and they whisper to themselves that their submissiveness

will at last have its reward. Toward that reward they steadfastly

advance, whether the road be easy or the reverse ; if it be unfavor-

able, tbey will be longer in attaining their end, that is all, but they
will attain it at last.

It is not thus with strong minds, obstinate natures, and powerful
wills. They are indignant when tbey see their own blood flowing;
at the sight their energy augments so furiously that they seem to

hate rather than to love. Indeed, with them love and hate are so

closely allied that they often are not aware of the transition from

one to tbe other. So it was with Gilbert. When he flung himself on

the ground, overcome by his feelings, did he love or hate Andree?
He knew not : he suffered intensely, that was all. But, not having
the virtue of long-suffering, he shook off his dejection of soul, and

determined to carry into practice some energetic resolution.
" She does not love me," thought he,

"
it is true, but had I any

right to hope that she would? The only feeling that I had a right
to hope for was that kindly interest which attaches to the unfort-

unate who strive with energy to rise above their wretchedness.

Her brother felt this; she dil not feel it. He said, 'Who knows?

Perhaps you may become a Colbert, a Vauban !
' If I became either

one or other be would do me justice; he would give me his sister as

a reward for the glory I had won for myself, as* he would now

give her in exchange for my personal nobility had I been born his

equal. But as for her— oh, yes, I feci it! — yes, although Colbert

or Vauban, I should never be to her other than Gilbert! What she
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despises in me is what nothing can efface, nothing gild, nothing
cover — it is the lowness of my birth. As if, supposing I attain my
object, I should not then be greater, having risen to her level, than

if I had been born beside her! Ah, senseless, unthinking creature !

Woman! woman !
— that is, imperfection! Do you trust in her open

look, her expansive forehead, Tier beaming smile, her queenly car-

riage, her beauty which makes her worthy to be an empress
1

?

Fool ! She is an affected, starched country girl, bound up, swathed

in aristocratic prejudices. The gay and showy young noblemen

with empty heads— mere weathercocks, who have all the means
and appliances for learning, hut who know nothing— they are her

equals; they are things and men on whom she may bestow atten-

tion ! But Gilbert? Gilbert is a dog— nay lower than a dog! She

asked, I think, for news of Mahon; shed d not ask how it had fared

with Gilbert. Oh, she knows not then that I am as strong as they;

that, if clothed like them, I shoulc be as handsome
;
that I have

what they have not, an intlexihlc wLl, and that if I wished "

A threatening smile curled his ^ip, and he left the sentence

unfinished ;
then slowly, and with a deep frown, his head sank on his

breast. What passed at that moment in his dark and gloomy soul?

Under what terrible idea did that pale forehead, already furrowed

with painful thoughts, droop? Who shall tell? Is it the boatman

who slowly glides down the river in his skiff, humming the- song of

Henri-Quatre ? Is it the laughing washer-woman who is returning

from the splendid scene at St. Denis, and who, turning aside from

her path to avoid him, probably takes the young loiterer for a thief,

lying as he is at full length on the grass amid the lines hung with

linen.

After half an hour's reflection, Gilbert arose, calm and resolved.

He approached the bank of the Seine, and refreshed himself with a

deep draught of water; then, looking around, he saw on his left the

distant waves of people pouring out of St. Denis. Amid the throng
he could distinguish the principal carriages forced to go slowly from

the crowd of spectators that pressed on them, and taking the road

to St. Ouen.

The duuphiness had expressed a desire that her entrance into the

kingdom should be a family festival, and the good Parisians had
taken advantage of this kind wish to p]ace their families so near the

myal train that man) of ihein had mounted on the seats of tho
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footmen, and some held on by the heavy springs which projected

from the carriages, without manifesting the least fear.

Gilbert soon recognized Andree's carriage ; Philip was galloping,

or rather, we should say, reining in his prancing horse, close

beside it.

"
It is well,

" said he
;
"I must know whither she is going, and for

that purpose I must follow her. "

The dauphiness was to sup at Muette, in private with the king,

the dauphin, the Count de Provence, and the Count d'Artois. At

St. Denis the king had invited the dauphiness, and had given her a

list of the guests and a pencil, desiring her to erase the name of any
one whom she did not wish to be present. Now, it must be confessed

that Louis carried his forgetfulness of the respect due to her so far

as to include in it the name of Madame Dubarry. It was the last

on the list, and when the dauphiness reached it her cheek turned

pale and her lip quive*
Q
d; but, following the instructions of the

empress, her mother, she recovered her self-possession, and, with a

sweet smile, returning the list and the pencil to the king, she

expressed herself most happy to be admitted thus from the first to

the intimacy of his family circle.

Gilbert knew nothing of all this, and i„ was only at Muette that

he discovered the equipage of the countess, followed by Zamore on

his tall, white charger. Fortunately it was dark; and, concealing

himself behind a clump of trees, he lay down and waited.

The king supped with his daughter-in-law and his mistress, and

was in charming spirits; more especially when he saw the dauphin-

ess receive the countess even more graciously than she had done

•>t Compiegne. But the dauphin seemed grave and anxious, and,

pretending that he suffered from a violent headache, retired before

they sat down to supper. The entertainment was prolonged until

eleven o'clock.

In the meantime the retinue of the dauphiness— and the haughty
Andree was lorced to acknowledge that she formed one of them—
supped in tents to the music of the king's private band, who had

been ordered to attend for that purpose. Besides these, as the tents

could not accommodate all, fifty gentlemen supped at tables spread

in the open air, waited on by fifty lackeys in the royal livery.

Gilbert, still hidden in the clurro of trees, lost nothing of this
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spectacle ; while be supped at the same time as the others on a

piece of bread which he had bought at Clichy-la-Garerme.

After supper the dauphiuess and the king appeared on a balcony
to take leave of their guests. As each person departed he passed
be low the balcony to salute his majesty and her royal highness.

The dauphiuess already knew many who had accompanied her

from Compiegne, and those whom she did not know the king named
to her. From time to time a gracious word or a well-turned com-

pliment fell from her lips, diffusing joy in the breasts of those to

whom it was addressed.

Gilbert, from his distant post, saw the meanness of their homage,
and murmured,

"
I am greater than those people, since for all the

gold in the world I would not do what they are doing."
At last the turn of the Baron de Taverney and his family came.

Gilbert rose on one knee.
" M. Philip," said the dauphiness,

" I give you leave of absence,

in order that you may accompany your father and your sister to

Paris. "

Gilbert heard these words distinctly, which, in the silence of the

night, and amid the respectful attention of all around, vibrated in

his ears.

Then she added :

" Monsieur de Taverney, I canuot promise you

apartments until I install my household at Versailles. You can,

therefore, in the meantime, accompany your daughter to Paris. Do
not forget me, mademoiselle. "

The baron passed on with his son and daughter. They were

succeeded by many others, to whom the dauphiness made similar

speeches, but Gilbert cared no longer for her words. He glided out

of the clump of trees and followed the baron amid the confused

cries of two hundred footmen running after their masters and call-

ing to a hundred coachmen, while their shouts were accompanied

by the thundering of numerous carriages rolling along the paved
road.

As the baron had one of the carriages of the court at his com-

mand, it waited for them apart from the general crowd. When,

accompanied by An dree and Philip, he had entered it, the latter

said to the footman who was closing the door: " Mount on the seat

ide the coachman, my friend."
" Why so, why so i

" asked the baron, hastily.
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" Because the poor devil Las been on his legs since morning, and

must be tired by this time."

The baron grumbled something which Gilbert did not hear, while

the footman mounted beside the coachman.

Gilbert drew nearer. At the moment when they were about to

start, it was perceived that the trace had become unbuckled. The
coachman jumped down, and the coach remained for a few moments

-

stationary.
"

It is very late," said the baron.
"

I am dreadfully fatigued,
"
said Andree. " Are you sure we shall

get beds?"
"

I hope so," said Philip.
"

I sent on La Brie and Nicole from

Soissons with a letter to a friend of mine, desiring him to engage a

small garden pavilion for us, which his mother and sister occupied
last year. It is not a very splendid abode, but it is suitable enough.
You do not wish to receive company,, you only w mt a stopping-place
for the present."

"
Faith," exclaimed the baron,

" whatever it is it will be better

than Taverney."
"
Unfortunately, father, that is true," replied Philip, in a melan-

choly tone.

Are there any trees'?
" asked Andree.

"
Oh, yes, and very fine ones, too. But in all probability you will

not have long to enjoy them, for as soon as the marriage is over you
will be presented at court."

"Well, this is all a dream, I fear," said the baron. " Do not

awake us too soon, Philip. Have you given the proper direction to

the coachman ?
"

Gilbert listened anxiously.

"Yes, father."

Gilbert, who had heard all this conversation, had for a moment

hoped to discover the address.
*

" No matter," said he,
" I shall follow them

;
it is only a league

to Paris."

The trace was fastened, the coachman mounted his seat, and the

carriage was again in motion.

But the king's horses go fast when they are not in a procession

which obliges them to go slowly, and now they darted forward so

rapidly that they recalled to poor Gilbert's recollection the road to
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Lachaussee, bis weakness and his fainting. He made an effort and

reached the footboard bebind, which was vacant, as the weary foot-

man was seated beside the coachman. Gilbert grasped it, sprang

up, and seated himself. But scarcely had he done so, when the

thought struck him that he was behind Audree's carriage, and in

the footman's place.
"
No, no," muttered the inflexible young man,

"
it shall never be

said that 1 did not struggle to the last
; my legs are tired, but my

arms are strong."

Then, seizing the footboard with his hands, he followed at full

speed, supported by me strength of his arms, and keeping his hold

in spite of jqlts and shocks, rather than capitulate with his

conscience.
" At least I shall know her address,

" murmured he. "
True, I

sball have to pass one more bad night; but to-morrow 1 shall rest

whilst I copy my music. Besides, I have still some money, and I

may take two hours for sleep if I Lke.-'

Then he reflected that as Paris was such a large place, and as he

was quite unacquainted with it, he might lose his way after the

baron and his daughter should have entered the house chosen for

them by Philip. Fortunately it was then near midnight, and day
would break at half-past three.

As all these reflections passed through Gilbert^ mind, he re-

marked that they were passing through a spacious square, in the

center of which was a large equestrian statue.
" Qa! This looks like the Place cles Victoires," cried he, with a

mingled sensation of surprise and joy.

The carriage turned. Andree put her head out of the window

and looked back. "
It is the statue of the late king," said Philip;

" we are now near the house."

They descended a steep street so rapidly that Gilbert was nearly

thi own under the wheels.
" Here we are at last !

" cried Philip.

Gilbert sprang aside and hid himself behind the corner of the

neighboring street.

Philip leaped out, rang the bell, and, turning, received Andree in

his aiius.

The baron got out at last.



462 MEMOIRS OF A PR YSICIAN.

"Well," cried he,
" are those scoundrels going to keep us here

all night 1
»

At that moment the voices of La Brie and Nicole were heard and
a gate was opened. The three travelers disappeared in a dark

court, and the gate closed behind them.

The carriage drove off on its way to the king's stable. The
house which had received the strangers was in no way remarkable
in its appearance ;

but the lamps of the carriage, in passing, had
flashed on that next to it, and Gilbert read over the gateway the
words "Hotel d'Armenonville."

It only remained for him to discover the name of the street. He
gained the nearest extremity, that by which the carriage had dis-

appeared, and to his great surprise he found himself close to the
fountain at which he was in the habit of drinking. He advanced a
few steps farther in a street parallel to that which he had left, and
discovered the baker's shop where he usually bought his loaf.

Doubting still, he went back to the ccrnor of the street, and there,

by the light of a neighboring lamp, he read the words which had
struck him when returning with Rcsseau from their botanical excur-
sion in the forest of Meudon three days before— Rue Plastriere!

Andree, consequently, was not one hundred paces distant from
him — not so far off as she had been at Tavemey, when he slept in

his little room at the castle gate !

Theu he regaiued his domicile, scarcely daring to hope to find the

end of the cord left out, by which the latch of the door was lifted.

But Gilbert's star was in the ascendant; a few raveled threads
were hanging out, by which he pulled the whole, and the door

opened gently at his touch.

He felt his way to the stairs, mounted step by step without

making the least noise, and at last put his hand on the padlock of

the garret door, in which Rousseau had kindly left the key.
Ten minutes afterward, fatigue asserted its power over his dis-

quieted thoughts, and he slept soundly, although longing for the

morrow.
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CHAPTER LTV.

THE GABDEN PAVILION.

Having come in late, and thrown himself hastily on his bed,

Gilbert had forgotten to place over his window the blind which

intercepted the light of the rising sun. At five o'clock, therefore,

the rays of light beaming through th window awoke him. He

sprang up, fearing that he had slep too long.

Accustomed as he had been to a country life, Gilbert could guess
the hour at ail times with the utmost precision by the direction of

the shadows, and by the paler or warmer tints of light. He ran,

therefore, to consult his clock.

The faintness of the morning beams, barely tinging with their

light the topmost boughs of the trees, reassured him; and he found

that instead of having risen too late, he had risen too early. He
finished his toilet at the garret window, thinking over the events

of the preceding day, and exposing with delight his burning and

oppressed forehead to the refreshing morning breeze. Then he

remembered that Andree lodged in the next street, near the Hotel

d'Armenonville, and he tried to guess in which of all the houses that

he saw she might be.

The sight of the lofty trees on which he looked down, recalled her

question to Philip
— " Are there any trees there !

"

"
Might they not have chosen that uninhabited house in the

garden I
" said Gilbert to himself.

This idea naturally led him to fix his attention on the garden

pavilion, where, by a singular coincidence, a sort of noise and stir

began to be apparent.
One of the window-shutters of the little abode, which had not

been opened apparently for a considerable time, was shaken by an

awkward or feeble hand. The wood yielded above, but, held fast

by the damp no doubt, to the frame at the bottom, it resisted the

effort made to open it. A second shake more violent than the first

had a better effect ;
the two shutters creaked, gave way, and, falling

back quickly, exposed to view a young girl all in a glow with her

exertion-, and beating off the dust from her hands.

Gilbert uttered a cry of surprise, and stepped back. The young
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girl, whose face was still flushed with sleep, and who was stretch-

ing herself in the fresh air, was Mademoiselle Nicole.

There was no longer any room for doubt. The lodging which

Philip had said La Brie and Nicole were preparing was the house
before him, and the mansion through whose gateway he had seen
the travelers disappear must have its gardens adjoining the rear of

the Rue Plastriere. Gilbert's movement was so abrupt that, if

Nicole had not been completely absorbed in the lazy meditation so

delightful at the moment of waking, she must have discovered our

philosopher at his skylight.

But Gilbert had retired all the more speedily, as he had no inten-

tion that Nicole, of all persons in the world, should spy him out in

so elevated a situation. Had he been on a first floor, and had his

open window showed a background of rich hangings or sumptuous
furniture, he would not have been so anxious to avoid her eye; but
a garret on the fifth story declared him to be still so low in the

social scale that he took the greatest care to hide himself. More-

over, there is always, in this world, a great advantage in seeing
without being seen. And then, if Andree should discover that he

watched her, would it not be sufficient either to induce her to change
her abode, or prevent her walking in the garden?

Alas, Gilbert's pride still made him of too great importance in

his own eyes. What was Gilbert to Andree ? Would she have
moved her finger, either to approach or avoid him? But these

were far from being Nicole's sentiments, and her, consequently, he
must shun.

He hid himself carefully, therefore; but as he did not wish to

withdraw from the window entirely, he ventured to peep out cau-

tiously at one corner.

A second window on the ground floor of the pavilion, exactly be-

low the first, just then opened, and a white form appeared at it.

It was Andree, seemingly just awakened. She was enveloped in a

dressing-gown, and was occupied in searcing for the slipper which
had escaped from her tiny foot and was lying beneath a chair. It

was in vain that Gilbert, each time he saw Andree, vowed to build

up between them a barrier of hatred instead of giving way to love;

the same effect was produced by the same cause. He was obliged
to lean against the wall for support ; his heart palpitated as if it

would have burst, and sent the blood in boiling currents through
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his whole frame. However, by degrees, his throbbing arteries beat

with a calmer motion, and reflection resumed her sway. Tbe problem
he had to solve was, as we have said, to see without being seen. He
took one of Therese's gowns and fastened it with a pin to one of

the cords which crossed his window; and, sheltered by this im-

promptu curtain, he could watch Andree without running any risk

of being discovered by her. The lovely young girl, following

Nicole's example, stretched out her snowy arms, and then, folding

them on the window, she looked out on the garden. Her counte-

nance expressed the liveliest satisfaction at all she saw. Lofty trees

shaded the walks with their drooping branches, and everywhere
verdure cheered her eye. She, who smiled so seldom on human

beings, smiled on the inanimate objects around her.

The house in which Gilbert lived attracted her eye for a moment,
like all the others which suit unded the garden ;

but as from her

apartment only the garrets cf the houses were visible, and, conse-

quently, from them alone could she be seen, she paid no further

attention. How could the proud young girl take any interest in the

concerns of a race so far removed from her sphere? Andree felt

convinced, therefore, that no one saw her by whom it was of the

least importance that she should not be seen, and that within the

bounds of her tranquil retreat there appeared none of those prying
or satirical Parisian faces so much dreaded by ladies from the

provinces.

The effect was immediate. Leaving her window wide open, so

that the fresh and perfumed air might penetrate to the farthest

extremity of her apartment, she proceeded toward the mantelpiece
and rang a bell.

Nicole appeared, undid the straps of a shagreen dressing-case of

the reign of Queen Anne, took from it a tortoise-shell comb and

began to comb out Andree's hair. In a moment the long tresses

and shining curls spread like a glossy veil over her shoulders.

Gilbert gave a stifled sigh. At that distance he scarcely saw the

beauty of her locks, but he saw Andree herself, a thousand times

more lovely in this dishabille than she would have been in the most

splendid attire. He gazed, his whole soul in his eyes.

By chance, as Nicole continued to dress her hair, Andreo raised

her eyes and tixed them on Gilbert's garret.

v>
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"
Yes, yes," said he,

"
loot, gaze as much as you please; it is all

in vain
; you can see nothing, and I see all."

But Gilbert was mistaken; Andree did see something. It was

the gown which he had hung up, and which, being blown about, had

got wrapped round his head like a turban. She pointed out this

strange object to Nicole.

Nicole, stopping in her complicated task, pointed with the comb
which she held in her hand, toward the skylight, and seemed to ask

her mistress if that were the object wbich she meant.

All these gestures, which Gilbert devoured with the greatest

eagerness, had, withont his suspecting it, a third spectator. Sud-

denly a rude hand snatched Therese's gown from his head, and he

was ready to sink with shame on seeing Rousseau beside him.
" What the devil are you doing there, sir ? " cried the philo-

sopher, with a terrible frown, and a scrutinizing glance at the gown
borrowed, without leave asked, from his wife.

"
Nothing, sir, nothing at all," replied Gilbert, endeavoring to

turn Rousseau's attention from the window.
"
Nothing? Then why did you hide yourself with the gown?

"

" The sun hurts my eyes.
"

" This window looks toward the west, and the sun dazzles you
when rising? You have very delicate eyes, young man !

"

Gilbert stammered out some unconnected words, but, feeling that

he was only getting deeper in the mire, he at last hid his head in

his hands.
" You are speaking falsely, and you are afraid," said Rousseau,

" therefore.you have been doing wrong."
After this terrible syllogism,, which seemed to complete Gilbert's

confusion, Rousseau planted himself exactly opposite the window.

From a feeling to'o natural to require explanation, Gilbert, who so

lately trembled to be discovered at the window, rushed forward

when he saw Rouseau standing before it.

"
Ah, ah," said the latter, in a tone which froze the blood in Gil-

bert's veins,
" the garden-bouse is inhabited now. "

Gilbert was dumb.

"And by persons," continued the philosopher, "who seem to

know my house, for they are pointing to it."

Gilbert, trembling lest he bad advanced too far, stepped back

quickly, but neither his movement nor the cause which produced it
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escaped the jealous eye of Rousseau; he saw that Gilbert feared to

to l>e seen.
"
No," cried he, seizing the young man by the arm,

"
you shall

not escape, my young friend. There is some plot under this. I

know by their pointing to your garret. Place yourself here, if you

please." And he dragged him opposite the skylight, in the full

view of those beneath.
"
Oh, no, sii

; no, have mercy !
" cried Gilbert, struggling to

escape.

But to escape, which for a young and active man like Gilbert

would have been an easy task, ho must have engaged in a contest

with Rousseau— Rousseau,, whom he venerated like some superior

being— and respect restrained him.
" You know those women,

" said Rousseau,
" and they know

you?
"

"
No, no, no, sir !

"

" Then if you do not know them, and if they do not know you,

why not show yourself?
"

" Monsieur Rousseau, you have sometimes had secrets yourself.

Show some pity for mine."

"Ah, traitor!
" cried Rousseau. "Yes, I know what sort of a

secret yours is. You are a creature of Grimm or Hoi bach's, you
hare been tutored to act a part in order to impose upon my benevo-

lence, you have gained admittance into my house, and now you

betray me to them. Oh, thrice-sodden fool that I am! Silly lover

of nature! I thought T was riding a fellow-creature, and I was

bringing a spy into ray house! "

"A spy!
" exclaimed Gilbert, indignantly.

"Come, Judas, on what day am I to be sold?" continued

Rousseau, folding Tberese's gown tragically about him, and think-

ing himself sublime in his grief, when unfortunately he was only

ridiculous.
"

Sir, you calumniate me," said Gilbert.

"Calumniate you, you little serpent!" exclaimed Rousseau.

"Did 1 not find you corresponding with my enemies by signs?

Making them understand, perhaps, what is the subject of my new
work !

"

"Sir. had 1 gained admitt nice to your bouse in order to betray

the secret of your woik, it would have been easier for me to copy



468 MEMOIBS OF A PHYSICIAN.

some of the manuscripts in your desk than to inform others of the

subject by signs."

This was true; and Rousseau felt so plainly that he had given
utterance to one of those absurdities which escaped him when his

monomania of suspicion was at its height that he got angry.

"Sir," said he, "I am sorry for you, but experience has made
me severe. My life has been one long series of deceptions. I have
been ever the victim of treachery; I have been betrayed, sold,

made a martyr, by every one that surrounded me. I am, you must
be aware, one of those illustrious unfortunates on whom government
has put its ban. In such a situation it is pardonable to be sus-

picious. Now, I suspect you, therefore, you shall leave my house.

Gilbert was far from expecting this peroration. To be turned

out? He clenched his hands tightly, and a flash of auger, which

almost made Rousseau tremble, lighted up his eyes. The flash was

only momentary, however, fur the thought occurred to him, that in

leaving Rousseau's house he should lose the happiness of seeing
Andree every hour of the day, as well as forfeit the friendship of

Rousseau; this would be to add misery to shame. His untamable

pride gave way, and, clasping his hands: "
Sir," said he,

" listen to

me ! One word, only one word! "

"
I am pitiless,

" said Rousseau; "men have made me by their

injustice more cruel than the tiger. You are in correspondence
with my enemies. Go to them, I do not prevent you. League with

them, I do not oppose your doing so. Only leave my house !
"

"
Sir, those two young girls are not your enemies; they are Mad-

emoiselle Andree and Nicole."
" And who is Mademoiselle Andree ?" said Rousseau, who had

heard Gilbert pronounce this name twice or thrice before, and was,

consequently, not entirely unacquainted with it; "come, who is

Mademoiselle Andree ? Speak !

"

" Mademoiselle Andree, sir, is the daughter of the Baron de

TavBrney. Oh, pardon me, sir, for daring to say s*o to you, but I

love her more than you ever loved Mademoiselle Ualley or Madame
de Warens. It is she whom I have followed on foot to Paris, with-

out money and without bread, until I fell down on the road ex-

hausted with hunger and fatigue. It is she whom I went to see

yesterday at St. Denis, whom I followed, unseen by her, to Muette,

and from that to a street near this. It is she whom, by chance, I
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discovered, this morning, to be the occupant of this garden-house;
and it is she for whose sake I burn to be a Turenne, a Richelieu or

a Rousseau."

Rousseau knew the human heart, and felt assured that no one

acting a part could speak with the trembling and impassioned
accents of Gilbert, or accompany his words with gestures so true to

nature.
"
So,

" said he,
" this young lady is Mademoiselle Andree? "

" Yes. Monsieur Rousseau."
"
Then, you know her ?

"

"
Sir, I am the son of her nurse."

" Then you lied just now when you said you did not know her •

and if you are not a traitor, you are a liar;
"

"
Sir, you tear my very heart. Indeed, you would hurt me less

were you to kill me on the spot.
"

"
Pshaw, mere phrases! Style of Diderot and Marmontel! You

are a liar, sir."
" Well

; yes, yes,
" said Gilbert, "I am a liar, sir, and so much

the worse for you if you do not feel for one so forced to lie. A liar,

a liar! I leave you. sir, but I leave you in despair, and my misery
will one day weigh heavy on your conscience."

Rousseau stroked his chin as he looked at this young man, in

whom he found so many points of character resembling his own.
" He has either a great soul, or he is a great rogue," said he to

himself,
" but if they are plotting against me, why not hold in my

hand a clue to the plot?"
Gilbert had advanced toward the door, and now, with his hand

on the lock, stood waiting for the fiat which was to banish or recall

him.
"
Enough on this subject, my son," said Rousseau. " If you aro

as deeply in love as you say, so much the worse for you. But it is

now late; you lost the whole of yesterday, and we have to-day thirty

pages to copy. Quick, Gilbert, be on the alert !

"

Gilbert seized the philosopher's hand, and pressed it to his lips;

he would not certainly have done so much for a king's. But before

leaving the room, and while Gilbert, still deeply moved, stood lean-

ing against the door, Rousseau again placed himself at the window

to take a last look at the young girls, ^ndree had just thrown off

her dressing-gown, and taken her gown from Nicole's hands. She
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saw his pallid countenance and searching eye, and, starting back,
she ordered Nicole to close the window. Nicole obeyed.

"
So,'

; said Rousseau,
" my old lace frightens her; his young one

would not have had the same effect. Oh, lovely youth," added he,

sighing.
" O gioventu primavera dell' eta!

primavera gioventu dell' anno!"

and, once more hanging up Therese's gown on its nail, he went

downstairs in a melancholy mood, followed by Gilbert, for whose

youth he would, perhaps, at that moment have exchanged his

renown, which then rivaled that of VoUaire and shared with it the

admiration of the world.

CHAPTER LV.

THE HOUSE IN THE RUE ST. CLAUDE.

The Rue St. Claude, in which the Count de Fenix had appointed
to meet the Cardinal de Rohan, was not so different at that period

fro in what it is at the present day but that some vestiges of the

localities we are about to describe may yet be discovered. It

abutted then, as it does now, on the Rue St. Louis and the

bouievard, to the latter of which it descended with rather a steep

inclination. It boasted of fifteen houses and seven lanterns, and

was remarkable besides for two lanes, or culs de sac, which

branched off from it, the one on the left, the other on the right;

tlie former serving as the boundary of the Hotel de Voysins, while

the latter took a slice off the large garden of the Convent of St.

Sacremeut. This last-mentioned lane, shaded on one side by the

trees of the convent garden, was bordered on the other by the high

dark wall of a house, the front of which looked toward the Rue St.

Claude.

This wall, resembling the visage of a cyclops, had only one eye,

or, if the reader like it better, only one window, and even that,

covered with bars and grating, was horribly gloomy.
Just below this window, which was never opened, as one might

perceive from the spiders' webs that curtained it over, was a door,

studded with large nails, which indicated, not that the house was

entered, but that it might be entered, on this side.
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There were no dwellings in this lane, and only two inhabitants.

The.se were a cobbler in a wooden box and a stocking-mender in a

cask, both shading themselves from the heat under the acacias of

the ( onvent garden, which threw their broad shadow on the dusty
lane from nine in the morning. In the evening the stocking-mender
returned to her domicile, the cobbler put a padlock on his castle,

and no guardian watched over the lonely street save the stern and

somber eye of the window we have spoken o".

Besides the door just mentioned, the houce which we have under-

taken to describe so accurately had another and the principal

entrance in the Rue St. Claude. This entrance was a large gate-

way surmounted with carved figures in relief, which recalled the

architecture of the times of Louis XIII.,^ind was adorned with the

griffin's head for a knocker, which the Count de Fenix had indicated

to the Cardinal de Rohan as distinguishing his abode.

As for the windows they looked on the boulevard, and were

opened early in the morning to admit the fresh air. But as Paris,

at that period, and above all in that quarter, was far from safe, it

occasioned no astonishment to see them grated, and the walb near

them bristling with iron spikes. Indeed, the whole appearance of

the house, at the first glance, suggested the idea of a fortress.

Against enemies, thieves, or lovers it presented iron balconies with

sharp points ;
a deep moat separated the building from the boule-

vard, and to obtain entrance on this side it would have required

ladders at least thirty feet long, for the wall which inclosed, or

rather buried, the courtyard was fully that height.

This house, before which in the present day a spectator would be

arrested by curiosity on beholding its singular aspect, was not very

remarkable in 1770. On the contrary it seemed to harmonize with

the quarter of the city in which it stood, and, if the worthy inhabit-

ants of the Rue St. Louis, and the not less worty denizens of the

Rue St. Claude, shunned its neighborhood, it was not on account of

its reputation, which was then intact, but on account of the lonely

boulevard of the Porte St. Louis, and the Pont aux Choux, both of

which were in very bad odor with the Parisians. In fact the boule-

vard on this side led to nothing but the Bastile, and, as there were

not more than a dozen houses in the space of a quarter of a league,

the city authorities had not though! it worth their while to light

such a desert region. The consequence was that, after eight o'clock
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in summer and four in winter, the vacuum became a sort of chaos,
with the agreeable addition of robbers.

It was, however, on this very boulevard, toward nine o'clock in

the evening, and about three-quarters
-of an hour after the visit to

St. Denis, that a carriage drove rapidly along. It bore the coat of

arms of the Count do Fenix on its panels. The count himself,

mounted on Djcrid, who whisked his long and silky tale as he
snuffed the stifling atmosphere, rode about twenty paces in advance.

Within it, resting on cushions, and concealed by the closed blinds,

lay Lorenza fast asleep. The gate opened, as if by enchantment,
at the noise of the wheels, and the carriage, after turning iuto the

dark gulf of the Rue St. Claude, disappeared in the courtyard of

the house we have just described, the gate of which seemed to close

behind it without the aid of human hands.

There was most assuredly no occasion for so much mystery, since

no one was there to see the Count ae Fenix return, or to interfere

with him had he carried off in his carriage the treasures of the

Abbey of St. Denis.

In the meantime we shall say a few words respecting the interior

of this house, of which it is of importance that our readers should

know something, since it is our intention to introduce them to it

more than once.

In the courtyard of which we have spoken, and in which the

springing grass labored by a never-ceasing effort to displace the

the pavement, were seen on the right the stables, on the left the

coach-houses, while at the back a double flight of twelve steps led

to the entrance door.

On the ground-floor, the house, or at least as much of it as was

accessible, consisted of a large antechamber, a dining-room,
remarkable for the quantity of massive plate heaped on its side-

boards, and a saloon, which seemed quite recently furnished, prob-

ably for the reception of its new inmates.

From the antechamber a broad staircase led to the first-floor,

which contained three principal apartments. A skillful geometri-

cian, however, on measuring with his eye the extent of the house

outside, and observing the space within it, would have been sur-

prised to find it contain so little accommodation. In fact, in the

outside apparent house there was a second hidden house, known

only to those who inhabited it.
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In the antechamber, close beside a statue of the god Harpocrates
— who, with his finger on his lips, seemed to enjoin the silence of

which he is the symbol— was concealed a secret door opening with

a spring, and masked by the ornaments of the architecture. This

door gave access to a staircase which, ascending to about the same

height as the first floor on the other staircase, led to a little apart-

ment lighted by two grated windows looking on an inner court.

This inner court was the box, as it were, which inclosed the second

house and concealed it from all eyes.

The apartment to which this staircase led was evidently intended

for a man. Beside the bed, and before the sofas and couches, were

spread instead of carpets the most magnificent furs which the burn-

ing climes of Africa and India produced. There were skins of lions,

tigers and panthers, with their glaring eyes and threatening teeth.

The walls, hung with Cordova leather stamped in large and flowing

arabesques, were decorated with weapons of every kind, from the

tomahawk of the Huron to the creese of the Malay ;
from the sword

of the crusader to the kandjiar of the Arab
;
from the arquebuse,

incrusted with ivory, of the sixteenth century, -to the damasked
barrel inlaid with gold of the eighteenth. The eye in vain sought
in this room for any other outlet than that from the staircase;

perhaps there were several, but, if so, they were concealed and

invisible.

A German domestic, about five-and-twenty or thirty years of age,

the only human being who had been seen wandering to and fro in

that vast mansion for several days, bolted the gate of the court-

yard ; and, opening the carriage-door while the stolid coachman
unharnessed his horses, he lifted out Lorenza in his arms and

carried her into the antechamber. There he laid her on a table,

covered with red cloth, and drew down her long white veil over her

person.

Then he left the room to light at the lamps of the carriage a

large chandelier, with seven branches, and returned with all its

lights burning. But in that interval, short as it was, Lorenza had

disappeared.
The Count de Fenix had followed close behind the German, and

had no sooner been left alone with Lorenza than he took her in his

anus and carried her by the secrel staircase we have described to

be the chamber of arms, after having carefully closed both the doors
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behind him. Once there, he pressed his foot on a spring in the

corner of the lofty mantelpiece, and immediately a door, which
formed the back of the fireplace, rolled back on its noiseless hinges,
and the count with his burden again disappeared, carefully closing
behind him with his foot the mysterious door.

At the back of the mantelpiece was a second staircase, consisting
of a flight of fifteen steps covered with Utrecht velvet, after mounting
which he reached a chamber elegantly hung with satin, embroidered
with flowers, of such brilliant colors and so naturally designed that

they might have been taken for real. The furniture Was richly gilt.

Two cabinets of tortoise-shell inlaid with brass
;
a harpsichord, and

a toilet-table of rosewood; a beautiful bed, with transparent curtains,
and several vases of Sevres porcelain, formed the principal articles;

while chairs and couches, arranged with the nicest order in a space
of thirty feet square; served to complete the decoration of the

apartment, to which was attached a dressing-closet and a boudoir.

These latter had no windows; but lamps filled with perfumed oil

burned in them day and night, and, let down from the ceiling, were
trimmed by invisible hands. The sleeping-chamber, however, had
two windows hung with rich and heavy curtains

; but, as it was now
night, the curtains had nothing to conceal.

Not a sound, not a breath, was heard in this chamber, and an
inhabitant might have thought himself a hundred miles from the

world. But gold, cunningly wrought, shone on every side
;
beauti-

ful paintings smiled from the walls
;
and lusters of colored Bohemian

glass glittered and sparkled like eyes looking on the scene, when,
after having placed Lorenza on a sofa, the count, not satisfied with

the trembling radiance of the boudoir, proceeded to light the rose-

colored wax-candles of two candelabra on the chimney-piece.

Then, returning to Lorenza and placing himself before her, he
knelt with one knee on a pile of cushions, aud exclaimed softly,
" Lorenza !

"

The young girl, at this appeal, raised herself on her elbow,

although her eyes remained closed. But she did not reply.

"Lorenza," he repeated, "do you sleep in your ordinary sleep,

or in the magnetic sleep ?
"

" In the magnetic sleep,
" she answered.

"
Then, if I question you, you can reply ?

"

"1 think so."
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The Count de Fenix was silent for a moment, then he continued:
" Look in the apartment of the Princess Louise, whom we loft

three-quarters of an hour ago."
"

I am looking."
" What do you see ?

"

" The princess is praying before retiring to bed."
" Do you see the Cardinal dc Rohan in the convent ?

"

" No. "

" In any of the corridors or courts? "

"No."
" Look whether his carriage he at the gate?"
"

I do not see it."

" Pursue the road by which we came. Do you see carriages

on it ?
"

"
Yes; several."

" Do you see the cardinal's among them ? "

"No."
" Come nearer Paris— now? "

" Now I see it."

" Where f
"

" At the gate of the city."
" Has it stopped?

"

" Yes
;
the footman has just got down."

" Does the cardinal speak to him ? "

"
Yes; he is going to speak.".

"
Lorenza, attend! It is important that I should know what the

cardinal says."
" You should have told me to listen in time. But stop ! The

footman is speaking to the coachman."
" What does he say ?

"

" The Rue St. Claude, in the Marais, by the boulevard."

"Thanks, Lorenza."

The count wrote some words on a piece of paper, which he folded

round a plate of copper, doubtless to give it weight; then he nulled

a bell, pressed a spring, and, a small opening appearing in the wall,

he dropped the note down. The opening closed again instantly. It

was in this way that the count, in the inner apartments of his house,

gave his orders to Fritz, his German servant.
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CHAPTER LVI.

THE DOUBLE EXISTENCE — SLEEP.

Returning to Lorenza, Balsamo said,
" Will you converse with

your friend uow? "

"
Oh, yes,

" she replied.
" But speak yourself the most ;

I love so
to hear your voice. "

"
Lorenza, you have often said that you would be happy if you

could live with me, shut out from all the world. "

"
Yes, that would be happiness indeed."

"
Well, your wish is realized. No one can follow us to this cham-

ber
;
no one can enter here. We are alone, quite alone. "

"
Ah, st much the better. "

" Tell me, is this apartment to your taste? "

" Order me to see it, then."
" I order you."
"
Oh, what a charming room !

"

" You are pleased with it, then? " asked the count, tenderly.

"Oh, yes! There are my favorite flowers— my vanilla helio-

tropes, my crimson roses, my Chinese jasmines— thanks, my
sweet Joseph ;

how kind and good you are !
"

"
I do all I can to please you, Lorenza. "

"
Oh, you do a hundred times more than I deserve."

" You think so !
"

"Yes."
" Then you confess that you have been very ill-natured ? "
"
Very ill-natured, oh, yes. But yon forgive me, do you not ? "

"
I shall forgive you when you explain to me the strange mystery

which I have sought to fathom ever since I knew you."
" It is this, Balsamo. There are in me two Lorenzas, quite dis-

tinct from each other; one that loves and one that hates you. So
there are in me two lives

;
in one I taste all the joys of paradise, in

the other experience all the torments of hell."
" And those two lives are sleep and waking?

"

"Yes."
" You love me when you sleep, and you hate me when you are

awake ? "

"Yes."
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" But why so ? »

"
I do not know."

" Tou must know."
"No."
" Search carefully, look within yourself, sound your own heart. "

"
Yes, I see the cause now."

" What is it? "

" When Lorenza awakes she is the Roman girl, the superstitious

daughter of Italy ;
she thinks science a crime, and love a sin. Her

confessor told her that they were so. She is then afraid of you, and
would flee from you to the confines of the earth. "

" And when Lorenza sleeps ? "

"
Ah, then she is no longer the Roman, no longer superstitious;

she is a woman. Then she reads Balsamo's heart and mind; she

sees that his heart loves her, that his genius contemplates sublime

things. Then she feels her littleness compared with him : theu she

would live aud die beside him, that the future might whisper softly

the name of Lorenza, when it trumpets forth that of Cagliostro.
"

" It is by that name, then, that I shall become celebrated? "

"
Yes, by that name."

" Dear Lorenza ! Then you will love this new abode, will you
not ? "

" It is much more splendid than any of those you have already

given me, but it is not on that account that I shall love it."
" For what, then ? "

" I shall love it because you have promised to live in it with me."
"
Then, when you sleep you see clearly that I love you, ardently

love you ? "

The young girl smiled faintly.
"
Yes,

" said she,
" I do see that

you love me, and yet," added she, with a sigh,
" there is sometbing

which you love better than Lorenza."
" What is it ? " asked Balsamo, starting.
" Your dream."
"
Say, my task."

" Your ambition."
"
Say, my glory.

"

"Ah, heaven! Ah, heaven!" and the young girl's breast

heaved, while the tears forced their way through her closed eyelids.
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" What do you see? " asked Balsamo, with alarm
;
for there were

moments when her powers of seeing the unseen startled even him.
-'

Oh, I see darkness, and phantoms gliding through it
;
some of

them hold in their hands their crowned heads, and you— you are

among them, like a general in the thick of the hattle! You com-

mand, and they obey."

"Well," said Balsamo -joyfully, "and does that not make you
proud of me? "

"
Oh, no, for I seek my own figure amid the throng which sur-

rounds you, and I cannot see myself! I shall not be there," mur-
mured she sadly,

" I shall not be there! "

" Where will you be then? "

"I shall be dead."

Balsamo shuddered.

"Dead, my Lorenza . ?
" cried he. "Dead? No, no, we shall

live long together to love one another."
" You love me not."

"Oh, yes!
"

"
Ah," continued she,

"
I feel that I am nothing to you !

"

"
You, my Lorenza, nothing? You are my all, my strength, my

power, my genuis ! Without you 1 should be nothing. You possess

my whole soul — is that not enough to make you happy?
"

"
Happy ?

"
repeated she, contemptuously.

" Do you call this

life of ours happy ?
"

" Yes : for in my mind to be happy is to be great.
"

She sighed deeply.
"
Oh, could you but know, dearest Lorenza, how I love to read

the uncovered hearts of men and govern them with their own

passions !
"

"
Yes, I serve you in that, I know."

" That is not all. Your eyes read for me the hidden book of the

future. What I could not learn with twenty years of toil and suffer-

ing you, my gentle dove, innocent and pure, you teach me when you
wish. Foes dog my steps and lay snares for me— you inform me of

every danger. On my understanding depend ray life, my fortune,

my freedom— you give that understanding the eye of the lynx,

which dilates and sees clearly in the darkness. Your lovely eyes,

closing to the light of this outward world, open to supernatural
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splendors which they watch for me. It is you who make me free,

rich, powerful."
"And you in turn make me wretched

"
she exclaimed, in a tone

of despair,
"

for all that is not love."
"
Yes, it is," he replied,

" a holy and pure love."

"And what happiness attends it .' Why did you force me from

my country, my name, my family— why obtain this power over me—
why make me your slave, if I am never to be yours in reality !

'

•
Alas, why, rather." asked be,

" are you like an angel, infallible

in penetration, by whose help I can subject the universe? Why are

you able to read all hearts within their corporeal dwelling, as others

read a book behind a pane of glass? It is because you are an angel
of purity, Lorenza— because your spirit, different from those of the

vulgar, sordid beings who surround you, pierces through every
obstacle."

" And thus you regard my love less than the vain chimeras of

your brain? Oh, Joseph, Joseph," added she, passionately, "you
wrong me cruelly !

"

• Not so. for I love you ;
but I would raise you with myself to the

throne of the world."
"
Oh, lialsamo,

" murmured she,
" will your ambition ever make

you happy as my love would ?
"

As she spoke she threw her arms around him. He struggled
to release himself, beat back the air loaded with the magnetic

fluid, and at length exclaimed: "
Lorenza, awake! Awake! It is

my will.
"

At once her arms released their hold, the smile which had played
on her lips died away, and she sighed heavily. At length her

closed eyes opened, the dilated pupils assumed their natural size,

she stretched out her arms, appeared overcome with weariness,
and fell back at full length, but awake, on the sofa.

Balsamo, seated at a little distance from her, heaved a deep

sigh.
"
Adieu, my dream !

" murmured he to himself. "
Farewell,

happiness !
"
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CHAPTER LVII.

THE DOUBLE EXISTENCE —WAKING.

As soon as Lorenza had recovered her natural powers of sight
she cast a hurried glance

• around her. Her eyes roamed over all

the splendid trifles which surrounded her on every side, without

exhibiting any appearance of the pleasure which such things usually
give to women.

At length they rested with a shudder on Balsarao, who was seated
at a short distance, and was watching her attentively.
"You again!" said she, recoiling; and all the symptoms of

horror appeared in her countenance. Her lips turned deadly pale,
and the perspiration stood in large drops on her forehead. Balsamo
did not reply.

" Where am I ?
" she asked.

"You know whence you come, madame," said Balsamo; "and
that should naturally enable you to guess where you are."

" Yes ; you are right to remind me of that
;
— I remember now. I

know that I have been persecuted by you, pursued by you, torn by
you from the arms of the royal lady whom I had chosen to protect
me."

" Then you must know also, that this princess, all-powerful

though she be, could not defend you '!

"

"
Yes; you have conquered her by some work of magic!

" cried

Lorenza, clasping her hands. "
Oh, heaven, deliver me from this

demon! "

" In what way do I resemble a demon, madame ?
" said Balsamo,

shrugging his shoulders. " Once for all, abandon, I beg of you, this

farrago of childish prejudices which you brought with you from

Rome; have done with all those absurd superstitions which you
learned in your convent, and which have formed your constant

traveling companions since you left it."

"Oh, my convent! Who will restore me my convent ? " cried

Lorenza, bursting into tears.

"In fact," said Balsamo, ironically, "a convent is a place very
much to be regretted !

"

Lorenza darted toward one of the windows, drew aside the cur-

tains, and, opening it, stretched out her hand. It struck against a
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thick bar supporting an iron grating, which, although hidden by
flowers, was not the less efficacious in retaining a prisoner.

" Prison for prison.
" said she.

"
I like that better which conducts

toward heaven than that which sends to hell."

And she dashed her delicate hands against the iron bars.

" If you were more reasonable, Lorenza, you would find only the

flowers, without the bars, at your windows."
" Was I not reasonable when you shut me up in that other mov-

ing prison, with that vampire whom you call Althotas? And yet

you kept me a prisoner, you watched me like a lynx, and, whenever

you left me, you breathed into me that spirit which takes possession

of me, and which I cannot overcome. Where is he, that horrible

old man, whose sight freezes me with terror? In some corner here,

is he not? Let us keep silent, and we shall hear his unearthly voice

issue from the depths of the earth."
" You really give way to your imagination like child, marlame.

Althotas, my teacher, my friend, my second father, is an inoffensive

old man. who has never seen or approached you ; or, if he has seen

you, has never paid the least attention to you, immersed as he is in

his task."
" His task ?

" murmured Lorenza. " And what is his task,

pray ? "

" He is trying to discover the elixir of life, what all the greatest

minds have been in search of for the last six thousand years."
" And you —what are you trying to discover ?

"

•• The means of humau perfectibility."

"Oh, demons, demons!" said Lorenza, raising her bauds to

heaven.
"
Ah," said Balsamo, rising,

" now your fit is coming on again."

"My fit?"
"
Yes, your fit. There is one thing, Lorenza, which you are not

aware of; it is, that your life is divided into two equal periods.

During one you are gentle, good, and reasonable; during the other

you are mad."
"And it is under this false pretext of madness that you shut

me up?"
"
Alas, I am obliged to do so."

"Oh, he cruel, barbarous, pitiless, if you will—shut mo up, kill

3«
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me—but do not play the hypocrite ; do not pretend to compassion-
ate while you destroy me !

"

" But only reflect a moment,'' said Balsamo, without anger, and

even with a caressing smile
;

"
is it torture to live in an elegant,

commodious apartment like this? "

" Grated windows, iron liars on all sides—no air—no air."

" The bars are for the safety of your life, I repeat, Lorenza."
"
Ob," cried she,

"
hofclestroys me piecemeal, and tellsme he cares

for my life."

Balsamo approached tbe young girl, and, with a friendly gesture,

endeavored to take her hand
; but, recoiling as if from the touch of

a serpent:
" Oh, do not touch me !

" said she.

" Do you hate me, then, Lorenza ?
"

" Ask the sufferer if he hates his executioner."
"
Lorenza, Lorenza ! It is because I do not wish to be your

executioner that I deprive you of a little of your liberty. If you
could go and come as you liked, who knows what you might do in

the moments of your madness? "

" What I might do? Oh, let me once be free, and you shall see

what I would do !

"

"
Lorenza, you treat the husband whom you have chosen in the

sight of heaven very strangely."
"

I chose you? Never, never! "

" You are my wife, notwithstanding."
" Yes

;
that indeed must have been tbe work of the demon."

" Poor insensate !
" said Balsamo, with a tender look.

"But I am a Roman woman," murmured Lorenza
;

" and one

day I shall be revenged."
Balsamo shook his head gently.
" You only say that to frighten me, Lorenza, do you not ?

" said

he, smiling.
"
No, no

;
I shall do what I say."

" Woman," exclaimed Balsamo, with a commanding voice,
"
you

pretend to be a Christian ;
does not your religion teach you to

render good for evil ? What hypocrisy is yours, calling yourself a

follower of that religion, and vowing to yourself to render evil for

good !

"

Lorenza appeared for an instant struck by these words. "
Oh,"
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said she,
"

it is not vengeance to denounce to society its enemies;
it is a duty."

"
If you denounce me as a necromancer, as a sorcerer, it is not

society whom I offend, but God; but if I be such, the diety by a

sign can destroy me. He does not do so. Does He leave my
punishment to weak men, subject to error like myself?

"

" He bears with you," murmured the young girl;
" He waits for

you to reform/'

Balsamo smiled.
" And in the meantime," said he, "He counsels you to betray

your friend, your benefactor, your husband t
"

" My husband ¥ Ah, thank heaven, your hand has never touched

mine that I have not blushed or shuddered at its contact."

"Oh, mystery! Impenetrable mystery," murmured Balsamo to

himself, replying rather to his own thoughts than to Lorenza's words.

"Once for all," said Lorenza,
"
why do you deprive me of my

liberty
* "

"
Why, after having given yourself voluntarily to me, do you now

wish for liberty • Why do you flee from him who protects you ?

Why do you ask a stranger for protection against him who loves

you 1 Why do you threaten him who has never yet threatened you,

and say you will reveal secrets which are not yours, aud of which

you do not comprehend the import ¥
"

••

Oh,' said Lorenza, without replying to his questions,
" the pris-

oner who has firmly determined to be free will be so, sooner or later,

and your bars of iron shall not keep me any more than your moving
kept me."

"
Fortunately for you, Lorenza, the bars are strong," answered

Balsamo, with a threatening calmness.
•• God will send me some storm like that of Lorraine, some thun-

derbolt which will break them.''
" Trust me, you had better pray to heaven to avert such afl occur-

rence. Do not give way, I advise you, to the fancies of your over-

heated brain, Lorenza. I speak to you as a friend."

Tlvre was such an expression of concentrated anger in Balsamo's

voice, such a gloomy and threatening fire darted from his eyes, such

a strange and nervous movement in his white and muscular hand
as he pronounced each word slowly and solemnly, that Lorenza,
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subdued in the very height of her rebellion, listened to him in spite
of berself.

" You see, my child," continued be, in the same calm and threat-

ening tone,
"

I have endeavored to make this prison a habitation fit

for a queen. Were you a queen, you could here want for nothing.

Calm, then, this wild excitement. Live here as you would have

lived in your convent. Accustom yourself to my presence ;
love me

as a friend, as a brotber. I have heavy sorrows! T shall confide

them to you : I am often and deeply deceived ; a smile from you
will console me. The more I see you kind, attentive, patient, tbe

more I shall lighten tbe rigor of your imprisonment. Who knows
but tb at in ayear— nay, in six months, perhaps— you may be as free

as I am, always supposing that you no longer entertain the wish to

steal your freedom."
• "

No, no !
" cried Lorenza, who could not comprehend that so ter-

rible a resolve should be expressed in a voice so gentle. "No!
More promises. More falsehoods. You bave carried me off, and by
violent means. I belong to myself, and to myself alone; restore

me, therefore, to the house of God, at least, if you will not grant me

my full liberty. I bave until now submitted to your tyranny,
because 1 remembered that you once saved me from robbers

;
but

my gratitude is already weakened. A few days more of this insult-

ing imprisonment, and it will expire ; and then, take care ! 1 may
begin to suspect that you bad some secret connection with those

robbers."
" You do me the honor, then, to take me for a captain of ban-

ditti '?
" said Balsamo, ironically.

"
I know not what you are, but I have perceived signs ;

T have

heard strange words."

"You have perceived signs and words'?" exclaimed Balsamo,

turning pale.
"
Yes, yes; I have intercepted them; 1 know them

;
I remember

them."
' But you will never tell them to any living soul? You will shut

them up in the depths of your heart ?
"

"
Oh, no !

" exclaimed Lorenza, full of delight, in her auger, that

she had found the vulnerable point of her antagonist.
"

I shall treas-

ure them up religiously in my memory ;
I shall murmur them over
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to myself, and on the first opportunity shall say them aloud to

others. I have already told them."
" To whom .'

»

" To the princess
"

"Well, Lorenza, listen!" said Balsamo, clenching his hands
till the nails entered the flesh.

" If you have told them once, you
shall never tell them again ; never shall the words you have spoken

again cross your lips, for I shall keep every door closely shut; I

shall sharpen the points on those bars, and raise the walls around

this bouse, if need be, as high as those of Babel."
"

I have already told you, Balsamo," exclaimed Lorenza, " that

no prison can hold a captive forever, especially when the love of

liberty is aided by hatred of the tyrant."
"
Very well, leave your prison, then ; but mark me you have only

twice to do so. The first time I shall chastize you so cruelly that

your eyes will have no more tears to shed, the second time that

your veins shall have no more blood to pour out."
" Great heavens ! He will murder me !

" screamed the young
girl, in the highest paroxysm of fury, tearing her hair and writh-

ing on the carpet.

He looked at her an instant with a mixture of anger and compas-
sion. At length compassion seemed to prevail.

" Come. Lorenza," said he,
" be calm; some future day you will

be well rewarded for all you suffer now, or think you suffer."

"Imprisoned, imprisoned!
" cried Lorenza, without listening to

him.

"Be patient."
" Struck !

"

"
It is a period of probation."

"Mad, mad! "

" You shall be cured."

"Oh, put me in a madhouse at once ! Shut me up at once in a

real prison !

"

"
No; you have too well prepared me for what you would do in

such a ease."
"
Death, then," screamed Lorenza,

" instant death! "
and, bound-

ing up with the suppleness and rapidity of some wild animal, she

rushed forward to dash her head agaiust the wall.

Balsamo had onlj to extend his hand toward her and to pronounce,
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by bis will rather than bis lips, one single word to arrest ber

progress. Lorenza, checked in her wild career, staggered and fell

into Balsamo arms— sbe was asleep.

Tbe strange enchanter, who seemed to have subdued in this woman
all that belonged to ber physical existence, without having been able

to triumph over tbe moral life, raised ber and carried ber to a couch;

then, having laid her on it, he imprinted a long kiss on her forehead,

drew the curtains and retired.

A soft and soothing sleep wrapped her in its embrace, as tbe

mantle of a kind mother wraps tbe froward child after it has long
suffered and wept.

CHAPTER LVIII.

THE VISIT.

Lorenza was not mistaken. A carriage, after having entered

Paris by the Barriere St. Denis and traversing the faubourg of that

name throughout its entire length, had turned the angle formed by
tbe last bouse and the Porte St. Denis, and was rapidly advancing

along the boulevard. This carriage contained Monsieur Louis de

Rohan, Bishop of Strasbourg, whose impatience led him to antici-

pate the time fixed upon for seeking the sorcerer in his den.

The coachman, a man of mettle and well accustomed to aid the

handsome prelate in his gallant adventures amid the darkness and

perils of certain mysterious streets, was by no means discouraged

when,, after having passed the boulevards of St. Denis and St. Mar-

tin, still thronged with people and well lighted, he received the

order to proceed along tbe lonely and dismal boulevard of the Bas-

tile. The carriage stopped at the corner of the Rue St. Claude, on

the boulevard itself, and, after a whispered order from its master,
look up a concealed position under the trees about twenty paces
off.

Then M. de Rohan, who was dressed in tbe ordinary costume of

a i iviliau, glided down the street and knocked at the door of the

house, which be easily recognized by the description of it given to

him by the Count de Fenix.

Fritz's footsteps echoed in the courtyard, and the door was

opened.
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"Is it not here that the Count de Fenix resides?" asked the

prince.

"Yes, monseigneur."
"Is he at home :'

"

"
Yes, monseigneur."

"
Well, say that a gentleman wishes to see him."

" His highness the Cardinal de Rohan, is it not! " asked Fritz.

The prince stood perfectly confounded. He looked all around

him, and at his dress, to see whether anything in his retinue or

costume had revealed his rank
;
but he was alone, and in the dress

of a layman.
" How do you know my name ?

" said he.
" My master lias just told me this very instant that he expected

your eminence."
"
Yes, but to-morrow, or the day after."

"
No, monseigneur, this evening."

" Your master told you that he expected me this evening?
"

"
Yes, monseigneur."

"
Very well

;
announce me, then," said the cardinal, putting a

double buis-d'or into Fritz' hand.
" In that case," said Fritz,

" will your eminence have the good-
ness to follow me "'.

"

The cardinal made a gesture in the affirmative.

Fsitz then advanced with a rapid step toward the antechamber,
which was lighted by a massive bronze candelabrum, containing
twelve wax tapers. The cardinal followed, surprised and thought-
ful.

' My friend."' said he, stopping at the door of the saloon,
" there

mur-t be a mistake, I think, and in that case I do not wish to intrude

on the count. It is impossible that he can expect me, for he was

not aware that I intended to come to-night."
"
Monseigneur is the Prince-Cardinal de Rohan, Bishop of Stras-

bourg, is lie nut .'

"
inquired Fritz.

"
Yes, my friend."

"
Well, then, it is monseigneur whom my master, the count,

expects."
And. lighting 'ice- -iveh the candles of two other candelabra in

the saloon, Fritz bowed and retired.

Five minutes elapsed, during which the cardinal, agitated by a
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strange emotion, gazed at the elegant furniture of this saloon, and

at the eight pictures by the first masters which hung from the walls.

The door opened and the Count de Fenix appeared on the threshold.

"
Good-evening, my lord," said he, simply.

"
I am told that you expected me," exclaimed the cardinal, with-

out replying to this salutation— " that you expected me this even-

ing ? It is impossible !
"

"
I beg your pardon, my lord, but I did expect you," replied the

count. "
Perhaps you doubt the truth of my words on seeing the

poor reception I give you? But I have only very lately arrived in

Paris, and can scarcely call myself installed here yet; your emi-

nence must, therefore, be good enough to excuse me."
" You expected me ! But who could have told you that I was

coming?
"

"
Yourself, my lord."

" How so i
"

" Did you not stop your carriage at the Barriere St. Denis? "

"Yes."
" Did you not summon your footman to the carriage-door and

give him the order, 'Rue St. Claude, in the Marais, by the Fau-

bourg St. Denis and the boulevard'— words which he repeated to

the coachman? "

"
Yes, certainly ;

but you must have seen me and heard me."
"

I did see and hear you, my lord."

" Then you were there."

" No, my lord, I was not there."

" And where were you?
"

"
I was here."

" You saw me and heard me from this ?
"

"
Yes, my lord."

• " Come, come! "

" Monseigneur forgets that I am a sorcerer."

"
Ah, true, I did forget that! But, monsieur, what am I to call

you ? The Baron Balsamo, or the Count de Fenix? "

" In my own house, my lord, I have no name; I am called The

Master."
'' Yes, that is the hermetical title. So then, master, you expected

me '.

"

'
I did expect you."
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" And your laboratory is heated ?
"

" My laboratory is always heated, my lord."
" And you will permit me to enter it ?

"

" I shall have the honor of conducting your eminence there."

"And I shall follow you, but only on one condition."

"What is that? "

" That you promise' not to place me personally in contact with

the devil. I am terribly afraid of his majesty Lucifer."

"Oh, my lord !

"

"
Yes, for, in general, you employ for such a purpose the greatest

rogues unhung, discarded soldiers of the guards, or fencing- masters

without pupils, who, in order to play the part of Satan naturally,

treat their dupes to sundry fillips and tweaks of the nose, after first

putting out the lights."
" My lord," said Balsamo, smiling,

" my devils never forget that

they have the honor of dealing with princes, and ever bear in mind

the Prince do Conde's speech to one of them who would not keep

still, viz., that if he did not conduct himself more decently, he

would so rub him down with an oaken towel that he should never

need washing again.
"

"
I am delighted to hear that you manage your imps so well. Let

us proceed to the laboratory, then."
" Will your eminence have the goodness to follow me ? "

"Proceed! "

CHAPTER LIX.

CxOLD.
i

The Cardinal de Rohan and Balsamo wound along a narrow

staircase which ran parallel with the great staircase, and, like it,

led to the apartments on the first floor. There, in a vaulted apart-

ment, appeared a door which Balsamo opened, and a very gloomy
corridor was disclosed to the cardinal's view, who entered it

resolutely.

Balsamo closed the door behind them. At the noise which this

door made in closing, the cardinal looked back with a slight feeling

of trepidation.
"
My lord," said Balsamo,

" we have now arrived. We have but
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one more door to open and close, but let me warn you not to be

alarmed at the sound it will make, for it is of iron."

The cardinal, who had started at the sound of the first door, was

glad to be thus prepared in time, for otherwise the grating noise of

its hinges and lock would have jarred disagreeably on nerves even

less susceptible than his.

They descended three steps and entered the laboratory.

The first aspect of this new apartment was that of a large room
with the beams and joists of the ceiling left in their original state,

and containing a huge lamp with a shade, several books and a great
number of chemical and other philosophical instruments.

After a few seconds the cardinal began to feel that he breathed

with difficulty.
" What is the meaning of this? " said he. " I am stifling here,

master. The perspiration pours from my forehead ! What noise is

that f
»

"Behold the cause, my lord," said Balsamo, drawing back a

large curtain of asbestos cloth and disclosing to view an immense

brick furnace, in the center of which two holes glared in the dark-

ness like the gleaming eyes of a panther.
This furnace was situated in the middle of a second apartment,

double the size of the first, which the prince had not perceived,

hidden as it was by the asbestos curtain.
"
Ab, ha !

" cried the prince, retreating two or three steps,
" that

looks a little alarming."
"

It is a furnace, my lord."
"
Yes, but this furnace of yours has a very diabolical sort of a

look. What are you cooking in it .'

"

" What your eminence asked «from me."
" What 1 asked from you '!

"

" Yes. I think your eminence said you wished for a specimen of

my handiwork. I had not intended beginning the operation till

to-morrow evening, as you were not- to visit me till the day follow-

ing ; but, your eminence ha\ ing changed your intention, as soon as

I heard you set out for my abode, I kindled the furnace and put in

the ingredients for amalgamation ;
so that now the furnace is boil-

ing, and in ten minutes you will have your gold. Permit me to open
this ventilator to pive a current of fresh air."

"
What, those crucibles on the furnace "
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" Will in ten minutes give your highness gold as pure as that of

the sequins of Venice, or the florins of Tuscany."
"

I should like to see it, if it is at all practicable."
••

Certainly. But you must use some necessary precautions."
" What precautions '.

"

"Cover your face with this mask of abestos with glass eyes;
otherwise your sight might be injured by the glowing heat."

"
Peste, I must take care of that. I attach a good deal of value

to my eyes, and would not give them for the hundred thousand

crowns which you have promised me."
" I thought so, for your eminence's eyes are very fine."

This compliment was by no means displeasing to the cardinal,
who was not a little vain of his person.

"
Ha," said he, putting on his mask,

" so it seems we are to see

what gold is !
"

"
I trust so, my lord."

"Gold, to the value of one hundred thousand crowns? "

"Yes, my lord, perhaps even a little more; for I made a very
abundant mixture."

"
Upon my honor, you are a most generous sorcerer," said the

prince, with a joyous palpitation of the heart.
" Less so than your highness, who so kindly compliments me. In

the meantime, my lord, may I beg you to keep back a little while I

take off the lid of the crucible.' »

And Balsamo, having put on a short shirt of asbestos, seized with

a vigorous arm a pair of iron pincers, and raised the cover, now
red hot, which revealed to view four crucibles of a similar form,

some containing ,„ mixture of a vermilion color, others a whitish

matter, although still retaining something of a purple, transparent
hue.

'' And that is gold !

" said the predate in a half whisper, as if he

feared to disturb the mystery which was being accomplished before

him.

Fes, my lord. These four crucibles contain the substance in

different stages, souk.' of them having been subject to the process

twelve, others only eleven hours. The mixture— and this is a

secret which I reveal only to t friend of the hermetic science— is

thrown into the matter at the momenl of ebullition. But, as your
eminence may see, the first crucible is now at a white heat; it has
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reached the proper stage, and it is time to pom- it out. Be good

enough to keep hack, ray lord."

The prince obeyed with the promptitude of a soldier at the com-

mand of his captain, and Balsamo, laying aside the pincers already

heated by contact with the crucibles, rolled forward to the furnace

a sort of movable anvil in which were hollowed eight cylindrical

molds of equal caliber.
" What is this, my dear sorcerer? " asked the prince.
"
This, my lord, is the mold in which your ingots are to be cast."

"
Ah, ha! " exclaimed the cardinal, and he redoubled his atten-

tion.

Balsamo spread over the floor a thick layer of white tow as a sort

of protection against accidents; then, placing himself between the

furnace and the anvil, he opened a huge book, and, wand in hand,

repeated a solemn incantation. This ended, he seized an enormous

pair of tongs intended for grasping the weighty crucibles.

"The gold will be splendid, my lord," said he,
" of the very

finest quality."
'' What ! Are you going to lift off that flaming pot ?

"

" Which weighs fifty pounds? Yes, my lord; few founders, I may
say it without boasting, possess my muscles and my dexterity. Fear

nothing, therefore."
" But if the crucible were to break? "

"
Yes, that happened with me once, my lord, in the year 1399.

I was making an experiment with Nicholas Flume], in his house in

the Rue des Ecrivains, near the church of St. Jacques-la-Boucherie.

Poor Flamel was nearly losing his life; and I lost twenty-seven
marks of a substance even more precious than gold."

" What the devil is that you are saying, master? "

"The truth."
" Do you mean to make me believe that you pursued the great

work in 1399, along with Nicolas Flamel? "

Precisely so, my lord. We found out the secret together, about

fifty or sixty years before, when experimenting with Pierre le Hon

in the town of Pola. He did not shut up the crucible quickly

enough, and I lost the use of my right eye for nearly twelve years

in consequence of the evaporation."
" Pierre le Bon, who composed that famous book, the '

Margarita

Pretiosa; printed in 1330? "
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** The very same, my lord."
" And you knew Pierre le Bon and Flannel? "

"
I was the pupil of the one and the teacher of the other."

And while the terrified prelate asked himself whether the per-

sonage at his sid( • was not the devil in person and not one of his

satellites, Balsamo plunged his long tongs into the furnace. The
alchemist's grasp was sure and rapid. He seized tbe crucible about

four inches from the top, satisfied himself, by raising it up a little,

that his bold was firm; then, by a vigorous effort, which strained

every muscle in his frame, he heaved up the terrible pot from the

glowing furnace. Tbe handle of the tongs turned glowing red

immediately ; then, rippling over the fused matter within, were seen

white furrows like lightning streaking a black, sulphurous cloud
;

then the edges of the crucible turned a brownish red, while the

conical base appeared still rose-col red and silver beneath the

shade of the furnace : then the metal, on the surface of which had
formed a violet-colored scum, crusted here and there with gold,

hissed over the mouth of the crucible, and fell flashing into the dark

mold, around tbe top of which the golden wave, angry and foam-

ing, seemed to insult the vile metal with which it was forced into

contact.
•• Now for the second," said Balsamo, seizing another crucible

;

and another mold was filled with the same strength and dexterity
as the first. Tbe perspiration poured from the operator's forehead;
and the cardinal, standing back in the shade, crossed himself.

In fact, the scene was one of wild and majestic horror.

Balsamo, bis features lighted by the reddish glare of the glowing

metal, resembled one of the damned of Michael Angelo or Dante,

writhing in the depths of their flaming caldrons; while over all

brooded the feeling of the mysterious and unknown.

Balsamo took no breathing time between the two operations;
time pressed.

" There will be a slight loss, "said he, after having filled the

ond mold. "I have; allowed the mixture to boil the hundreth

part of a minute too long."
•• The hundreth part of a minute! " exclaimed the cardinal, no

longer seeking to conceal his stupefaction.
"

It is enormous in alchemy," replied Balsamo, quietly ;

" but in
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the meantime, your eminence, here are two crucibles emptied, and

two molds filled with one hundred pounds' weight of pure gold,"

And, seizing the first mold with his powerful tongs, he plunged
it into water, which hissed and bubbled around it for some time.

Then he opened it and took out a lump of solid gold in the form of

a sugar-loaf flattened at each extremity.
" We shall have some time to wait for the other crucibles,"' said

Balsamo. " Will your eminence in the meantime be seated, or

would you prefer to breathe for a few moments a cooler atmosphere
than this ?

"

" And that is really gold ?
" asked the*cardinal, without replying

to the operator's question.

Balsamo smiled. The cardinal was his.

" Do you doubt it, my lord? "

"
Why, you know, science is so often mistaken."

"
Prince, your words do not express your whole meaning," said

Balsamo. " You think that I am deceiving you, and deceiving you

wittingly, My lord, I should sink very low in my own opinion

could I act such a part, for my ambition in that case would not

extend beyond the walls of my cabinet, which you would leave

filled with wonder, only to be undeceived on taking your ingot to

the first goldsmith you should meet, Come, come, my lord ! Do
not think so meanly of me, and be assured that, if I wished to

deceive you, I should do it more adroitly, and with a higher aim.

However, your eminence knows how to test gold?
"

"
Certainly. By the touchstone."

" You have doubtless had occasion, my lord, to make the experi

ment yourself, were it only on Spanish doubloons, which are much
esteemed in play because they are of the purest gold, but which,

for that very reason, are frequently counterfeited."
1

" In fact, I have done so before now."
"
Well, my lord, here are the stone and the acid."

li By no means
;

I am quite convinced. "

" My lord, do me the favor to assure yourself that these ingots are

not only gold, but gold without alloy."

The cardinal appeared unwilling to give this proof of his incredul

ity, and yet it was evident that he was not convinced. Balsamo

himself tested the ingots, and showed the result of the experiment

to his guest
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"
Twenty-eigiu carats," said he;

" and now I may pour out the

two others."

Ten minutes afterward the four ingots lay side hy side on the

tow heated by their contact.
' Your eminence came here in a carriage, did you not ? At least

when I saw you you were in one."

Yes."
"

If your lordship will order it to the door my servant shall put
the ingots into it.""

" One hundred thousand crowns! " murmured the cardinal, as ho

took off his iiKi.sk to feast his eyes on the gold lying at his feet.

" And as for this gold, your highness can tell whence it comes,

having seen it made J

?
"

"
Oh, yes, I shall testify

"

"
Oh, no," said Balsamo, hastily,

" savans are not much in favor

in France. Testify nothing, my lord. If instead of making gold I

made theories, then indeed I should have no objection,"
" Then, what can I do for you?

" said the prince, lifting an ingot
of fifty pounds with difficulty in his delicate hands.

Balsamo looked at him steadily, and without the least respect

began to laugh
' What is there so very ludicrous in what I have said? " asked

the cardinal.
" Your eminence offers me your services, I think. Would it not

be much more to the purpose were 1 to offer mine to you ?
"

The cardinal's brow darkened.

"You have obliged me, sir," said he, "and I am ready to

acknowledge it, but if the gratitude I am to bear you proves a

heavier burden than I imagined I shall not accept the obligation.

There are still, thank heaven, usurers enough in Paris from whom 1

can procure -half on some' pledge and half on my bond— one hun-

dred thousand crowns the day after to-morrow. My episcopal rin.n'

alone is worth forty thousand livres.
" And the prelate held out his

hand, as white as a woman's, on which shone a diamond the size of

a small nut.

"Prince," said Balsamo, bowing, "it is impossible that you can

for a momem imagine that I meant to offend you." Then, as if

speaking to himself, he proceeded:
"

It is singular that the truth
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should always produce this effect on those who bear the title of

prince."
" What mean you?

"

" Your highness proposes to serve me; now I merely ask you, my
lord, of what nature could those services be which your eminence

proposes to render me ? "

" Why, in the first place, my credit at court."
" My lord, my lord, you know too well that that credit is much

shaken
;
in fact, I should almost as soon take the Duke de Choi-

seul's, and jet he has not, perhaps, a fortnight to hold his place.
Take my word for it, prince, as far as credit goes, depend on mine.

There is good and sterling gold. Every time that your eminence is

in want of any, let me know the night before and you shall have as

much as you like. And with gold, my lord, cannot all things be

procured ?
"

" Not all," murmured the cardinal, sinking into the grade of a

protege, and no longer even making an effort to regain that of patron.
"
Ah, true. I forgot that your lordship desires something more

than gold, something more precious than all the riches of the earth.

But in this science cannot assist you ;
it is the province of magic.

My lord, say the word and the alchemist is ready to become the

magician."
" Thank you, sir, but I want for nothing more; I desire nothing

farther," said the cardinal, in a desponding voice.

Balsamo approached him.

"My lord," said he, "a prince, young, handsome, ardent, rich

and bearing the name of Rohan, ought not to make such a reply to

a magician.
"

" Why not, sir ?
"

" Because the magician reads his heart, and knows the contrary."
"I wish for nothing; I desire nothing," repeated the cardinal,

almost terrified.

" I should have thought on the contrary that your eminence's

wishes were such as you dared not avow, even to yourself, since

they are those of a— king !

"

"Sir," said the cardinal, with a start, "you allude, I presume, to

a subject which you introduced before, when I saw you at St.

Denis?"
"I confess it, my lord."
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''Sir, you were mistaken then, and you are equally mistaken

now."
u Do you forget, my lord, that T can read at plainly what is passing

at this moment in your heart as, a short time ago, '.'. saw your car-

riage enter the city, drive along the boulevard, and stop beneath

the trees about fifty paces from my house? "

" Then explain yourself; tell me what you mean.'"

"My lord, the princes of your family have always aimed at a

high and daring passion. You have not degenerated from your race

in that respect."
"

I do not know what you mean, count,'- stammered the prince.

"On the contrary, you understand me perfectly, I could have

touched many chords which vibrate in your heart, but why do so

uselessly? I have touched the one which is necessary, and it

vibrates deeply, I am certain."
" The cardinal raised his head, and with a last effort at defiance

met the clear and penetrating glance of Balsamo. Balsamo

smiled with such an expression of superiority that the caidinal cast

down his eyes.
"
Oh, you are right, my lord you are right. Do not look at me,

for then I read too plainly what passes in your heart — that heart,

which, like a mirror, gives back the form of the objects reflected

in it."

"Silence, Count de Fenix, silence!" said the cardinal, com-

pletely subdued.
"
Yes, you are right t is better to be silent, for the moment has

not yet come to let such a passion be seen,"
" Not yet, did you say?"
"Not yet."
" Then that love may, in some future time, bear fruit."
" Why not 1

"

" And can you tell me, then, if this love be not the love of a mad-

man, as it often seems to myself, and as it ever will seem, until I

have a proof to the contrary i
"

" You ask much, my lord. I can tell you nothing without being

placed in contact with the person who inspires your love, or, at

least, with something belonging to her person."
" What would be necessary?

"
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" A ringlet, however small, of her beautiful, golden hair, for

example."
"
Yes; you are a man profoundly skilled in the human heart

; you
read it as I should read an open book."

"
Alas, that is just what your great grand- uncle, the Chevalier

Louis de Rohan, said to me when I bade him farewell on the plat-

form of the Bastile, at the foot of the scaffold which he ascended

so courageously.
"

" He said that to you — that you were profoundly skilled in the

human heart? "

"
Yes, and that I could read it, for I had forewarned him that the

Chevalier de Preault would betray him. He would not believe me,
and the Chevalier de Preault did betray him."

" But what a singular analogy you draw between my ancestor and

myself!
" said the cardinal, turning pale in spite of himself.

" I did so merely to remind you of the necessity of being prudent,

my lord, in obtaining a tress of hair whose curling locks are sur-

mounted by a crown." •

" No matter how obtained, you shall have the tress, sir,"

" It is well. In the meantime, here is your gold, my lord
,

1 hope

you no longer doubt its being really gold?
"

" Give me pen and paper
"

"What for, my lord? "

".To give you a receipt for the hundred thousand crowns which

you are so good as ro lend me. "

" A receipt to me, my lord ? For what purpose ?
"

" I borrow often, my deai count , but, I tell you beforehand, I

never take gifts.
"

" As you please, prince.
"

The cardinal took a pen from the table, and wrote a receipt for

the money in an enormous, illegible hand, and in a style of orthog-

raphy which would shock a poor curate's housekeeper of the pres-

ent day.
" Is that right?

" asked he, as he handed it to Balsamo.

"Perfectly right," replied the count, putting it in his pocket
without even looking at it.

" You have not read it, sir !

"

"
I have your highness' word, and the word of a Rohan is better

than any pledge.
>
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"Count de Fenix," said tbe cardinal, with a slight inclination,

very significant from a man of his rank,
"
you speak like a gentle-

man ;
and if I cannot lay you under any obligation to me, I am at

least fortunate in being obliged to such a man. "

Balsamo bowed in his turn and rang a bell, at the sound of which

Fritz appeared.
The count spoke a few words to him in German. He stooped,

and, like a child carrying a handful of oranges— a little embar-

rassed, to be sure, but by no means oppressed with the burden — he

carried off the eight ingots wrapped up in tow.
'

lie is a perfect Hercules, that fellow," said the cardinal.

" He is tolerably strong, indeed, my lord ; but since he has been

in my service I give him every day three drops of an elixir com-

pounded by my learned friend, the doctor Althotas. So you see the

rogue profits by it; iu a year he will be able to carry a hundred-

weight with one hand."

"Wonderful! Incomprehensible:
" murmured the cardinal. "I

shall never be able to resist speaking of all this!
"

"
Oh, speak of it by all means," replied Balsamo, laughing;

" but

remember that by so doing you bind yourself to come in person and

extinguish the flame of the faggots if by chance the parliament
should take it in their heads to burn me alive in the Place de Grove."

And, having escorted his illustrious visitor to the outer gate, Bal-

samo took leave of him with a respectful bow.
" But I do not see your servant? " said the cardinal,
' He has gone to carry the gold to your carriage, my lord."
'' Does he know where it is ?

"

" Under the fourth tree to the right, on the boulevard. That was

whs* I said to him in German, my lord."

The cardinal raised his hands in astonishment and disappeared

in the darkness.

Balsamo waited for Fritz' return, and then entered the house,

closing all the doors carefully behind hhn.
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CHAPTER LX.

THE ELIXIR OF LIFE.

Balsamo, being now alone, proceeded to listen at Lorenza's door.

She was still sunk in a soft and gentle sleep. He half opened a

wicket in the door and contemplated her for sometime in a sweet

and tender reverie. Then, shutting the wicket, he crossed the

apartment which we have described, and which separated Loren-

za's apartment from the laboratory, and hastened to extinguish the

fire in the furnace by throwing open an immeuse conduit, which

allowed the heat to escape iuto the chimney, and, at the same time,

gave passage to the water of a reservoir on the roof.

Then, carefully placing the cardinal's receipt in a black morocco

case
" The word of a Rohan is good," murmured he

;

" but for myself

alone ;
and it is well that the brethren yonder should know how I

employ their gold.
"

As these words died away on his lips, three short, quick taps on

the ceiling made him raise his head.
"
Oh, oh !

" said he,
" there is Althotas calling me."

Then, while he continued his task of giving air to the laboratory

and arranging everything in order, the taps were repeated louder

than before.
"
So, he is getting impatient; it is a good sign."

And Balsamo took a long iron rod and knocked on the ceiling in

answer. He then proceeded to move an iron ring fixed in the wall;

and, by means of a spring which was disclosed to view, a trap-door

was detached from the ceiling and descended to the floor of the

laboratory. Balsamo placed himself in the center of this machine,

which, by means of another spring, gently rose with its burden,

with as much ease as in the opera the gods and godesses are car-

ried up to Elysium, and the pupil found himself in the presence of

the master.

The new dwelling of the old alchemist might be about eight or

nine feet high and sixteen in diameter, it was lighted from the

top like a well, and hermetically closed on the four sides. This

apartment, as the reader may observe, was a perfect palace when

compared with his habitation in the vehicle.
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The old man was seated in his arm-chair on wheels, in the center

of a marble table formed like a horseshoe, and heaped up with a

whole world, or rather a whole chaos, of plants, phials, tools, books,

instruments, and papers covered with cabalistic characters.

He was so absorbed that he never raised his head when Balsamo

appeared. The light of an astral lamp, suspended from the cul-

minating point of the window in the roof, fell on his bald, shining

head. He was turning to and fro in his fingers a small white bottle,

the transparency of which he was trying before his eye, as a good

housekeeper tries the eggs which she buys at market. Balsamo

gazed on him at first in silence; then, after a moment's pause :

"
Well," said he,

" have you any news? ''

"
Yes, yes; come hither, Acharat, you see me enchanted.— trans-

ported with joy ! I have found — I have found "

" What I
»

"
Pardieu, what I sought."

"Gold! »

"
Gold, indeed! I am surprised at you!

"

"The diamond? "

" Gold ? Diamonds .' The man raves ! A fine discovery, forsooth,

to be rejoiced at !
"

" Then what you have found is your elixir? "

"Yes, my son, yes— the elixir of life! Life? What do I say—
the eternity of life!

"

"Oh," said Balsamo, in a dejected voice (for he looked on this

pursuit as mere insanity),
" so it is that dream which occupies you

still ?
"

But Althotas, without listening, continued to gaze delightedly at

his phial.

"At last," said he "the combination is complete, the elixir of

Aristaeus, twenty grains; balm of mercury, fifteen grains; pre-

cipitate of gold, fifteen grains; essence of the cedar of Lebanon,

twenty-five grains."
" But it seems to me that, with the exception of the elixir of

Arista:us, this is precisely your last combination, master 1

?
"

"
Yes; but I had not then discovered one more ingredient,

without which all tin.' rest are as nothing."
" And have you discovered it uow 1

"

"Yes."
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" Can you procure it ? "

"
I should think so !

"

" What is it ?
"

" We must add to the several ingredients already combined in

this phial, the three last drops of the lite-blood of an infant."
"
Well, but where will you procure this infant ?

" said Balsamo,
horror-struck.

" I trust to you for that."
" To me ? You are mad, master !

"

" Mad? And why"?
" asked the old man, perfectly unmoved at

this charge, and licking with the utmost delight a drop of the fluid

which had escaped from the cork of the phial and was trickling

down the side.

"
Why, for that purpose, you must kill the child."

" Of course, we must kill him
;
and the baudsomer be is, the

better. "

"Impossible," said Balsamo, shrugging his shoulders; "chil-

dren are not taken in that way to be killed."
" Bah !

" cried the old man, with hideous coolness,
" and what do

they do with them, then? "

" Pardieu ! They rear them."
" Oh ! Then the world is changed lately ? It is only three years

ago since we were offered as many infants as we chose for four

charges of powder and half a bottle eau-de-vie."
" Was that in Congo, master ?

"

"
Tes, yes, in Congo ! It is quite the same to me whether the

child be black or white. Those who were offered to us, I remember,
were sweet, playful, curly-headed little things."

"
Ah, yes," said Balsamo. "

but, unfortunately, my dear master,

we are not in Congo."

"Oh, we are not in Congo?" said Althotas. "And where are

we, then?"
" In Paris."

"In Paris? Well, if we were to embark from Marseilles, we

could be in Congo in six weeks."
"
Yes, no doubt; but I am obliged to remain in France."

" You are obliged to remain in France ? And why so, may I

ask ?
"

" Because I have business here."
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"Business? "

"
Yes, important business."

The old man burst into a prolonged and ghastly laugh.

"Business," said he,
" business in France ! True, I forgot, you

have your clubs to organize !
"

"
Yes, master."

"
Conspiracies to set on foot? "

"
Yes, master. "

.

" And you call that business? " And the aged man again com-

menced to laugh, with an air of mockery and sarcasm. Balsamo

remained silent, collecting his forces for the storm which was brew-

ing, and which he felt approach.
"
Well, and how is this business of yours getting on? " said tbe

old man, turning with difficulty in his chair, and fixing his large

gray eyes on his pupil.

Balsamo felt his glance pierce him like a ray of light.
" How far have I advanced ? " asked he.

"Yes."
" I have thrown the first stone, and the waters are troubled."
" Troubled? And what slime have you stirred up, eh? "

" The best— the slime of philosophy."
"
Oh, so you are setting to work with your Utopias, your baseless

visions, your fogs and mists ! Fools ! Ye discuss the existence or

nonexistence of God, instead of trying, like me, to make gods of

yourselves. And who are these famous philosophers with whom you
are connected? Let me hear."

" I have already gained over the greatest poet and the greatest

atheist of tbe age. He is soon expected in France, whence he has

been in a manner exiled, and he is to be made a freemason at the

lodge which I have established in the old monastery of tbe Jesuits,

in the Rue Pot-de-Fer."
" What is his name ? "

"Voltaire."
"

I never heard of him. Well, who else have you?
"

"
I am very soon to have a conference with the man who has done

more to overturn established ideas than any other in this age, the

man who wrote 'Le Contrat Social.'
"

"What is bo called? "

" Rousseau."
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"

I never beard of him."
"
Very probably, as you read only Alphonso the Tenth, Raymond

Sully, Peter of Toledo, and Albertus Magnus."
"
They are the only men who really lived, because all their lives

they were occupied by that great question :
* To be, or not to be.' "

" There are two methods of living, master."
" I know only one, for my part, viz., to exist. But let us return

to your philosophers. You called them, I thiuk"
:< Voltaire and Rousseau."
" Good. I shall remember those names. And you propose by

means of these men "

"To make myself master of the present, and to undermine the

future. "

" Then it appears the people in this country are very stupid,
since they can be led by ideas !

"

" On the contrary, it is because they have too much mind that

ideas have more power over them than facts. Besides, I have an

auxiliary more powerful than all the philosophers on earth. "

" What is that ? "

" Love of change. It is now some sixteen hundred years since

monarchy was established in France, and the people are wearied
of it."

" So that you think they will overthrow it? "

"
I am sure of it."

" And you would help them to begin the work? "

" Ay ! With all my strength.
"

"Fool! "

1 How so ?
"

" What will you gain by the overthrow of this monarchy? "

"If Nothing. But the people will gain happiness."
"
Come, as I am satisfied with what I have done to-day, I am

willing to waste a little time on you. Explain, then, first, how you
are to attain to this happiness, an afterward, what happiness is."

" How I am to attain to it? "

"
Yes, to this universal happiness of yours, or to the overthrow

of the monarchy, which, in your eyes, seems to be the same thing."
"
Well, there exists at this moment a ministry which is the last

rampart of the monarchy, intelligent, industrious, courageous, and
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•which might, perhaps, maintain this tottering, worn-out machine

for twenty years longer; hut they will assist me to overturn it."

" Who ? Your philosophers ?
"

" No. The philosophers support it, on the contrary.
"

" What! Your philosophers support a ministry which supports a

monarchy to which they themselves are hostile f What fools these

philosophers of yours are! "

"
It is hecause the prime minister is himself a philosopher.

"

" So ! I understand, they mean to govern in the person of this

minister. They are not fools, then ; they are selfish."
"

I do not wish to discuss what they are," exclaimed Balsamo,
who hegan to get impatient.

" All I know is that, this ministry

overturned, every one will cry havoc, and let slip the dogs of war

on their successors. First, there will be against them the philoso-

phers, then the parliament. The philosophers will blame, the

parliament will blame
;
the ministry will persecute the philosophers,

and will dissolve the parliament. Then both mind and matter will

combine, and organize a silent league— an opposition, obstinate,

tenacious, incessant, which will attack, undermine, shake all.

Instead of parliaments, judges will be appointed ;
these judges,

nominated by the king, will move heaven and earth in defense of

royalty. They will be accused, and with truth, of venality, of con-

nivance, of injustice. The nation will arise, and then the monarchy
will have against it the philosphers

— that is, mind; the parlia-

ments— that is, the middle class; the people — that is the lever,

which Archimedes sought, and with which he could have raised the

world. "

"
Well, when you have raised the world, you can only let it fall

back again into its old place."
"
Yes; but in falling back it will crush the monarchy to atoms."

" And when the monarchy is crushed to atoms— to adopt your
false metaphors and intlated language— what will arise on its

ruins? "

"
Liberty!

"

"
Ah, the French will then be free? "

"
They cannot fail to be so soon."

" All free f
"

" All "

" There will then be in France thirty millions of free men? "
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" Yes. "

" And among those thirty millions of free men has it never

occurred to yon tbat there might be one, with a little more brains

that the rest, who, some fine morning, will seize on the liberty of the

twenty-nine millions nine hundred and ninety-nine thousand nine

hundred and ninety-nine, in order that he might have a little more

liberty himself? You remember that dog we had at Medina, who

ate up what was intended for all the other dogs?
"

"Yes; but you may remember, also, that one day the others

combined together and strangled him. "

" Because they were dogs; in such a case men would have done

nothing."
" Then you place man's intelligence below that of the dog,

master? "

" All examples prove it."

"What examples?"
" I think you may recall among the ancients a certain Caesar

Augustus, and among the moderns a certain Oliver Cromwell, who

hit rather deeply into the Roman cake and the English cake, with-

out any great resistance having been offered by those from whom

they snatched it."

" Well
;
and supposing that the man of whom you speak should

arise, he will be mortal, he will die; and before dying he will have

done good even to those whom be may have oppressed, for he will

have changed the nature of the aristocracy. Being obliged to lean

for support on something, he will choose that which is strongest
—

the people. Instead of an equality which degrades, he will estab-

lish an equality which elevates; for equality has no fixed range— it

adapts itself to the level of him who makes it. Now, in elevating

the people in the social scale, he will have introduced a principle

unknown until his time. A revolution will make the French free;

a protectorate under another Caesar Augustus, or another Oliver

Cromwell, will make them equal."

Althotas wheeled round in his arm-chair.
"
Oh, the stupidity of man !

" he cried. "
Busy yourself for

twenty years in educating a child — teach him all that you know—
that at thirty he may come and tell you—' Men will be equal !

' "

"
Certainly, men will be equal —equal before the law."

" And before death, fool— before death, that law of laws, will
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they be equal, when one shall die at three days old and another at

one hundred years? Equal? Men equal as long as they are sub-

iect to death ! Oh, fool ! Thrice sodden fool !

"

And Althotas threw himself back in his chair to laugh at his

ease, while Balsamo, grave and sad, sat with his head leaning on

his hand.

The old man at length turned a look of pity on him.
" Am I," said he,

" the equal of the workman who munches his

coarse bread, of the sucking babe, of the driveling old man sunk in

second childhood? Wretched sophist that you are! Men can be

equal only when they are immortal; for, when immortal, they will

be gods, and gods alone are on an equality with one another."

"Immortal!" murmured Balsamo. "Immortal! 'Tis a chi-

mera."

"A chimera? Yes; a chimera like steam, a chimera like the

electric fluid, a chimera like everything which is sought, which is

not yet discovered, but which will be discovered. Rake up the dust

of by-gone worlds, lay bare one after another the superincumbent

strata, each of which represents a social state now passed away,
and in these human strata— in this detritus of kingdoms— in these

slimy deposits of time, into which modern investigation has pierced

like an iron plowshare, what do you read ? Is it not that men have

in all ages sought what I seek, under the various names of the

highest good, human happiness, perfection ? When did they not

seek it P They sought it in the days of Homer, when men lived two

hundred years; they sought it in the days of the patriarchs, when

they lived eight centuries. They did not find that highest good—
that well-being

— that perfection; for, if they had, this decrepit

world would now be fresh, youthful, roseate as the morning dawn.

Instead of that we have suffering, death, decay. Is suffering good ?

Is death lovely? Is decay fair to look upon ? "

Here the old man was interrupted by his short, dry cough, and

Balsamo had a moment to reply.
" You acknowledge,

" said he, "that no one has yet discovered

that elixir of life which you seek. I tell you that no one will ever

discover it. Submit to God."

"Fool! No one has discovered it, therefore do one will discover

it! By that mode of reasoning we should never have made any
discoveries. But do you think that all discoveries are new things,
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inventions? Far from it; they are forgotten things found again.

Why should things, once found, be forgotten ? Because life is too

short for the discoverer to draw from his discovery all the deduc-

tions which belong to it. Twenty times has man been on the point
of grasping the elixir of life. Do you think that the Styx was

merely a dream of Homer's? Do you think that Achilles, almost

immortal, because vulnerable in his heel alone, was a fable? No.

Achilles was the pupil of Chiron, as you are my pupil. That word
Chiron means either best or worst. Chiron was a sage whom they
have depicted as a Centaur, because by his learning he had endowed
man with the strength and swiftness of the horse, Well, like me,
he had almost found the elixir of immortality. Perhaps, like me,
he wanted only three drops of blood. The want of those three

drops of blood rendered Achilles vulnerable in his heel. Death

found a passage; it entered. Well, what have you to say to

that ?
"

"
I say,'

r

replied Balsamo, visibly shaken,
" that I have my task

and you have yours. Let each fulfill his own at his own personal

risk and danger. I will not second yours by a crime. "

" By a crime ? »

"
Yes, and by such a crime as would raise a whole people with

cries of indignation in pursuit of you— a crime which would cause

you to hang on one of those infamous gibbets from which your

science has not secured the best men any more than the worst. "

Althotas struck the marble table with his dry and fleshless hands.
" Come," said he,

" be not a humane idiot, the worst race of idiots

which exist in the world ! Let us just converse a little on these

laws of yours— these brutal and absurd laws, written by animals

of your species who shudder at a drop of blood shed for a wise pur-

pose, but gloat over torrents of the vital fluid shed on scaffolds,

before the ramparts of cities, or on such plains which they call fields

of battle ! Your laws, ignorant and selfish, sacrificing the future

generation to the present, and which have taken for their motto:

'Live to-day, for to-morrow we die !
' Let us speak of them, I

say."
"
Say what you have to say, I am listening,

" said Balsamo,

becoming more and more gloomy.
" Have you a pencil ? I wish you to make a little calculation."
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11 1 can calculate without pen or pencil ; proceed with what you
have to say.

"

" What was this that your project was? Oh, I remember. You
are to overturn a ministry, dissolve the parliament, establish venal

judges, cause a national bankruptcy, stir up rebellion, kindle a rev-

olution, overturn the monarchy, raise up a protectorate and hurl

down the protector. The revolution is to bring freedom, the pro-

tectorship equality. Then, the French being free and equal, your
task will be accomplished. Is not that it ? "

" Yes
;
do you look on the thing as impossible?

"

" I do not believe in impossibility. You see I play fairly with

you.
"

"Well, what then?"
" In the first place, France is not England, where what you wish

to do has already been done— plagiarist that you are. France is

not an isolated land, where ministers may be dismissed, parliament

dissolved, iniquitous judges established, bankruptcy brought about,

revolt fomented, revolution kindled, the monarchy overturned, a

protectorship established and the protector then overthrown with-

out other nations interfering a little in these movements. France

is soldered to Europe as the liver to the frame of man. It has roots

in all nations
;

its fibers extend through every people. Try to tear

up the liver of this great machine which is called the European con-

tinent, and for twenty, thirty, forty years, perhaps, the whole body
will quiver. But I shall take the lowest number, I shall say twenty

years. Is that too much, sage philosopher?
"

"
No, it is not too much,

" said Balsamo
;

"
it is not even enough.

"

"
However, I am satisfied with it. Twenty years of war, of a

bloody, mortal, incessant strife— let me see— I put down that at

two hundred thousand dead each year. That is not too high a cal-

culation, considering that there will be fighting at the same time in

Germany, Italy, Spain, and heaven knows where else ! Two hun-

dred thousand men a year in twenty years makes four millions.

Allowing each man seventeen pounds of blond, which is nearly the

natural quantity, that will make— seventeen multiplied by four—
let me see— that will make sixty-eight millions of pound.-; of blood,

shed for the attainment of your object. I, for my part, ask but

three drops. Say, now, which of us is man — which of us is the

savage
— which of us the cannibal ? Well, you do not answer? "
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"
Yes, master, I do answer, that three drops of blood would be

nothing were you sure of success."
" And you. who would shed sixty-eight millions of pounds, are

you sure of success? Speak? If you be sure, lay your hand on

your heart and say,
'

Master, for these four millions of dead I

guarantee the happiness of the human race !
' "

"
Master,

" said Balsamo, evading a direct reply,
" in the name of

heaven seek for some other means than this !

"

"
Ah, you dare not answer me ! You dare not answer me !

"

exclaimed Althotas, triumphantly.
" You are deceived, master, about the efficacy of the means— it

is impossible.
"

" Ay? So you give advice, so you contradict me, so you give me
the lie. do you ?

" said Althotas, rolling his gray eyes from beneath
his white and shaggv eyebrows with an expression of concentrated

anger.
"
No, master, but I canuot help reflecting on the difficulties in

your way, I, who am brought every day into contact with the world,
in opposition to men, who have to struggle against princes, and who
do not live like you, secluded in a comer, indifferent to all that

passes around you, and careless whether your actions are forbidden
or authorized by the laws— a pure abstraction, in short, of the
savant and the scholar. I, in short, who see the difficulties, warn
you of them. That is all."

" You could easily set aside all those difficulties if you chose. "

"
Say, rather, if I believed that you were in the right.

"

" You do not believe so, then ?
"

"
No,

" said Balsamo.
" You are only tempting me !

" cried Althotas.
"
No, I merely express my doubts. "

"
Well, come

;
do you believe in death ?

"

" I believe in what is. Now death is.
"

Althotas shrugged his shoulders.
" Death is," continued Balsamo :

" that is one poiut which you
will not contest."

"No, it is incontestable. Tt is omnipresent, invincible, too, is it

not?" added the old man with a smile which made his adept
shudder.

"
Oh, yes, master

; omnipresent, and, above all, invincible !
,;
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" And when you see a corpse, the cold sweat bedews your fore-

head, regret pierces your heart? "

"
Xo, the cold sweat does not bedew my forehead, because I am

familiar with every form of human misery ; grief does not pierce my
heart, because I attach little value to life. I only say in the pres-
ence of a corpse; 'Death, death, thou are as powerful as God!
Thou reignest as a sovereign, death, and none can prevail agaiust
thee! "

Althotas listened to Balsam o in silence, giving no other sign of

impatience than that of turning a scalpel eagerly in his fingers;

but when the pupil had ended his painful and solemn invocation the

master looked around him with a smile, and his piercing eyes, which

seemed to penetrate nature's most hidden secrets, rested on a poor
black dog, which lay trembling in a corner of the room on a little

heap of straw. It was the last of three animals of the same species

which Althotas had demanded for his experiments, and which Bal-

samo had procured for him.
" Take that dog," said Althotas,

" and place it on the table."

Balsamo obeyed.

The creatine, which seemed to have a presentiment of its fate,

and which had, no doubt, already been in the hands of the experi-

menter, began to tremble, struggle and howl as soon as it felt the

contact of the marble table.

" And so," said Althotas,
"
you believe in life, do you not, since

you believe in death ?
"

"Certainly."
" There is a dog which appears to me quite alive. What do you

think?"
" He is alive, assuredly, because he howls, struggles, is terri-

fied."

"How ugly black dogs are! By the bye, remember the first

opportunity to get me some white ones."
"

I will endeavor to do so."

"
Well, you say this one is alive? Bark, my little fellow, bark,"

said the old man, with his frightful laugh.
" We must convince my

Lord Acharat that you are alive " And he touched the dog on a

certain muscle, which made him bark, or, rather, howl immediately.

"Very well; now bring forward the air-pump, and put the dog
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under the receiver. Bat I forgot to ask you in which death you
have the firmest belief."

"
I do not know what you mean, master; death is death."

"
Very just ;

that is my opinion also. Then, since death is death,
make a vacuum, Acharat."

Balsamo turned a handle, and the air which was inclosed with
the dog in the receiver rushed out by means of a tube with a sharp,
whistling sound. The little dog seemed at first restless, then looked
around, snuffed the air uneasily, raised its head, breathed noisily
and hurriedly, and at last sank down—suffocated, swollen, senseless.

"
Now, the dog is dead of apoplexy, is he not? "

said Althotas,
a very good kind of death, as it does not cause much suffering."" Yes "

"
Ts he really dead? "

"
Certainly he is."

" You do not seem quite convinced, Acharat. "

"
Yes, I assure you I am. "

"
Oh, you know my resources, do you not. You suppose that I

have discovered the art of insufflation, do you not? That other

problem which consists in restoring life by making the vital air cir-

culate in a body which has not been wounded, as in a bladder
which had not been pierced ?

"

"No; I suppose nothing. I simply believe that the dog is dead. "
"
However, for greater security, we shall kill him twice. Lift up

the receiver, Acharat."

Acharat raised the glass shade. The dog did not stir
;
his eye-

lids were closed, and his heart had ceased to beat.
" Take this scalpel, and without wounding the larnyx, divide the

vertebral column."
"

I do so only to satisfy you.
"

" And also to put an end to the poor animal in case it should not
be quite dead," replied Althotas, smiling with that kind of

obstinate pertinacity peculiar to the aged.
Balsamo made an incision with the keen blade, which divided

the vertebral column about two inches below the brain, and laid

bare a large, bloody wound. The animal, or, rather, the dead body
of the animal, remained motionless.

"Ha, by my faith, he was quite dead," said Althotas. "See,



THE ELIXIR OF LIFE. 513

hot a fiber moves, not a muscle stirs, not one atom of his flesh

recoils at this second attempt."
"

I shall acknowledge all that as often as you like," said Balsamo,

impatiently.
" Then you are certain that you behold an animal inert, cold,

forever incapable of motion. Nothing can prevail against death,

you say. No power can restore life, or even the semblance of life,

to this poor creature ¥
"

" No power, except that of God."

"Yes, but God turns not aside from his established laws. When
God kills, as He is supreme wisdom, He has a reason for doing so;

some benefit is to result from it. An assassin, I forget his name,
said that once, and it was well said. Nature has an interest in

Death. Then you see before you a dog as dead as it is possible to

be. Nature has taken possession of her rights over him. "

Althotas fixed his piercing eye on Balsamo, who, wearied by the

old man's dotage, only bowed in reply.
11

Well," continued Althotas,
" what would you say if this dog

opened his eye and looked at you ?
"

"
I should be very much surprised, master. "

H You would be surprised? Ha, I am delighted to hear it." On

uttering these words, with his dreary, hollow laugh, the old man
drew near the dog, a machine composed of plates of metal separated

by dampers of cloths. The center of this apparatus was swimming
in a mixture of acidulated water; the two extremities, or poles, as

they are called, projected from the trough.
" Which eye do you wish him to open, Acharat? " asked the old

man.

"The right."
" He placed the two poles of the machine in juxtaposition, separ-

ated, however, from each other by a small piece of silk, and fixed

them on a muscle in the neck. Instantly the dog opened the right

eye and looked steadily at Balsamo, who recoiled with horror.
" Shall we now pass to the jawsf

"

Balsamo made no reply; he was overpowered with astonishment.

Another muscle was touched, and, the eye having closed, the jaws

opened, showing the sharp white teeth, and below them the gums
red and quivering apparently with life.

33
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" This is in truth strange !
" murmured Balsamo, unable to con-

ceal his agitation.
" You see that death is not so powerful after all," said Althotas,

triumphing at the discomfiture of his pupil,
" siuce a poor old man

like me, who must soon be its prey, can turn it, the inexorable one,

from its path." Then, with a sharp, ringing laugh he suddenly
added :

" Take care, Acharat; the dog who just now seemed as if

he would bite you is going to give you chase. Take care! "

And, in fact, the dog with its neck laid open, its gaping mouth,
and quivering eye, rose suddenly on its four legs, aud, staggered for

a moment, its head hanging down hideously. Balsamo felt his hair

stand on end, and he recoiled to the wall of the apartment, uncer-

tain whether to fly or remain.
"
Come, come, I do not wish to kill you with fright in trying to

instruct you," said Althotas, pushing aside the dead body and-the

machine. "
Enough of experiments like that."

Immediately the body, ceasing to be in contact with the battery,

fell down, stiff and motionless as before.
" Could you have believed that of death, Acharat ? Did you

think it so kindly disposed ?
"

" It is strange, in truth — very strange !
"

replied Balsamo,

drawing nearer.
" You see, my child, that we may arrive at what I seek, for the

first step toward it is made. What is it to prolong life, when we
have already succeeded in annihilating death ?

"

"But we must not assume that yet," objected Balsamo; "for

the life which you have just restored is only factitious."
" With time we shall discover the real life. Have you not read

in the Roman poets that Cassidoeus restored life to dead bodies'? "

"
Yes; in the works of the poets."

" Do not forget, my friend, that the Romans called poets vates."
" But I have still an objection to offer."

" Let me hear it ! Let me hear it !
"

" If your elixir of life were made, and if you caused this dog to

swallow some of it, he would live eternally ?

" Without doubt. "

" But suppose ho fell into the hands of an experimenter like you,

who cut his throat; what then ?
"
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"Good! good!
" cried the old man, joyfully, and rubbing bi

hands together.
" This is what I expected from you."

"
Well, if you expected it, reply to it."

"
I ask no better."

" Will your elixir prevent a chimney from falling on a man's head,
a pistol-ball from going through his heart, a horse from giving him
a kick that shall destroy him ?

"

Althotas looked at Balsamo with the eye of a bravo who feels

that he has exposed himself to his adversary's blow.
"
No, no, no !

" said he. " You are a real logician, my dear

Acharat. No, I cannot prevent the effects of the chimney, or of the

ball, or of the horse, while there are houses, firearms and horses."
"
However, you can bring the dead to life ?

"

" Why, yes, for a moment
;
not for an indefinite period. In order

to do that I must discover the spot where the soul is lodged, and
that may be rather tedious; but I can prevent the soul from leaving
the body by a wound."

"How so? "

"
By causing the wound to close up.

"

" Even if an artery be divided? "

"Certainly."
" Ah ! I should like to see that done. "

"Very well, look! And, before Balsamo could prevent him, the

old man opened a vein in his left arm with a lancet. There was so

little blood in his body and it circulated so slowly that it was some
time before it issued from the wound, but at last it did flow

abundantly.
" Great heaven !

" exclaimed Balsamo.
"
Well, what is the matter? " said Althotas.

" You have wounded yourself seriously."
" That is because you are so skeptical ; you must see and touch

before you will believe."

He then took a little phial which he had placed near him, and

poured a few drops of its contents on the wound.
" Look !

" said he.

At the touch of this magic fluid the blood ceased to flow, the flesh

contracted, closing up the vein, and the wound became merely like

the prick of a pin, too small an opening for the vital stream to

issue from.
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This time Balsamo gazed at the old man in amazement.
" That is another of my discoveries, Acharat. What do you think

of it?
"

"
Oh, master, you are the most learned of men."

"
Yes, acknowledge that if I have not conquered death, I have,

at least, dealt it a blow from which it will not readily recover.

The bones of the human body are easily broken
;

I shall render

them, my son, as hard as steel. It has blood, which when it is shed

carries life along with it. I shall prevent the blood from leaving

the body. The flesh is soft and can be pierced without difficulty ;

I shall make it invulnerable as that of the paladins of the middle

ages, which blunted the edge of swords and axes. But to do all

that it requires an Althotas who shall live three hundred years.

Well,' give me then what I ask, and I shall live one thousand. Oh,

nay dear Acharat, all depends on you. Give me back my youth ;

give me back the vigor of my body ; give me back the freshness of

my ideas; and you shall see whether I fear the sword, the ball, the

tottering wall, or the stupid beast which bites or kicks. In my
fourth youth, Acharat, that is, before I have lived to the age of four

men, I tell you I shall have renewed the face of the world— I shall

have made for myself, and for a regenerated race of men, a new

world, without falling chimneys, without swords, without musket-

balls, without kicking horses; for men will then understand that it

is better to live to help and love one another than to tear each other

to pieces, and to destroy each other."
"

It is true, master ; or, at least, it is possible.
"

"
Well, bring me the child then. "

" Give me time to reflect on the matter, and reflect on it your-

self."

Althotas darted on his adept a glance of sovereign scorn.

"
Go," said he, "go! I shall yet convince you that I am right.

And, in truth, the blood of man is not so precious an ingredient

that a substitute for it may not be found. Go ! I shall seek, I shall

find. Go ! I need you not. "

Balsamo struck the trap-door with his foot, and descended into

the lower apartment, mute, melancholy, and wholly subdued by the

genius of this man, who compelled him to believe in impossibilities,

by accomplishing them before his eyes.
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CHAPTER LXI.

INQUIRIES.

This night, so long and so fertile in events, during which we
have been borne about, as in the cloud of the mythological deities,

from St. Denis to Muette, from Muette to the Rue Coq- Heron, from

the Rue Coq-Heron to the Rue Plastriere, and irom thence to the

Rue St. Claude, had been employed by Madame Dubarry in efforts

to bend the king's mind to her new political views. She insisted in

particular on the danger there would be in allowing the Choiseuls

to gain ground with the dauphiness.
The king replied to this with a shrug :

" That the dauphiness
was a child, and the Duke de Choiseul was an elderly minister, and

that consequently there was no danger, seeing that he could not

amuse her, and she would not understand him." Then, enchanted

with his bon mot, the king cut short all further explanations.

But if the king was enchanted, the countess was far from being

so, as she thought she perceived symptoms of his majesty's throwing
off her yoke.

Louis XV. was a male coquette. His greatest happiness consisted

in his making his mistresses jealous, providing always that their

jealousy did not assume the form of obstinate quarrels and pro-

longed sulkiness.

.Madame Dubarry was jealous; in the first place from vanity,

secondly from fear. It had cost her too much pains to attain her

present elevated position, and it was too far removed from her point

of departure, for her to dare, like Madame de Pompadour, to tolerate

other favorites near the king. Madame Dubarry, then, being

jealous, was determined to probe to the bottom this sudden change
iu the king's manner.

The king replied to her in these memorable words, in which there

was not one particle of truth :

"
I am thinking very seriously about

the happiness of my daughter-in-law ;
I really do not know whether

the dauphin will make her happy or not."

"Why not, sire?"
" Because Louis, at Compiegne, St. Denis and Muette, seemed

to me much more occupied with any other woman than his own
wife."
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11 In truth, sire, if your majesty had not told me this yourself, I

should not have believed it; for the dauphiness is lovely."
"She is rather thin."
" She is so young."
"
Oh, as for that, look at Mademoiselle de Taverney; she is the>

same age as the archduchess! "

"
Well, sire ?

"

"
Well, she is a faultless beauty."

A flash from the countess' eye warned the king of his mistake.

"And you yourself, dear countess," added he, quickly, "you
yourself, at sixteen, were as round as one of our friend Boucher's

shepherdesses, I am sure."

This little bit of adulation smoothed matters in some degree, but

the blow had taken effect. Madame Dubarry therefore assumed

the offensive.
" Ah," said she, bridling,

" so she is very handsome, this Made-
moiselle de Taverney ?

"

" Handsome ! How should I know? "
replied the king.

" What ? You praise her, and yet you do not know, you say,

whether she is handsome or not ?
"

"
I know that she is not thin, that is all."

" Then you have seen her, aud looked rather narrowly at her? "

"
Ah, my dear countess, you push me rather closely. You know

that I am short-sighted; a mass strikes me, but deuce take the

details! In looking at the dauphiness, I saw bones and nothing
more."

" And in looking at Mademoiselle de Taverney you saw masses,

to use your own expression ;
for the dauphiness is an aristocratic

beauty, Mademoiselle de Taverney a vulgar one."
"
Oh, ho," said the king,

"
by this mode of reckoning, Jeanne,

you will never be an aristocratic beauty ! Come, you must be jest-

ing, I think."
"
Very good; a compliment!

"
thought the countess, to herself.

"
Unfortunately this compliment only serves as the outer covering

of another compliment which is not intended for me." Then

aloud :

" On my honor," said she,
"

I shall be very glad if her royal

highness, the dauphiness, chooses for her ladies of honor those that

are a little attractive; a court of old women is frightful.
"
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*' My fairest one, you need not tell that to me. I said the same

thing to the dauphin yesterday : but our newly-fledged husband

Beems quite indifferent about the matter."
° And suppose for a beginning she were to take this Mademoiselle

de Taverney ?
"

" 1 think she has already chosen her," replied Louis.
14 Ah, you know that sire? "

" At least, I fancy I heard some one say so."
" She has no fortune, I hear."
u
No, but she is of an old family. The Taverneys-Maison-Ronge

are of ancient descent, and have served the state honorably."
" Who patronizes them? "

"
I have no idea. But I think they are beggars, as you say."

14 In that case it cannot be the Duke de Choiseul
;
otherwise they

would actually burst with pensions."
44 Countess, countess, I beseech you, no politics !

"

" Do you call it politics to say that the Choiseuls are robbing

you ?
"

"
Certainly it is," said the king, rising.

An hour afterward the king arrived at the great Trianon, delighted

at having awakened the countess' jealousy, but repeating to himself,

in a half whisper, as the Duke de Richelieu might have done at

thirty,
"
Really, jealous women are very tiresome !

"

No sooner had his majesty left Madame Dubarry that she also

arose and passed into her boudoir, where Chon awaited her, impatient
to hear the news.

"Well," said she, "your star has been in the ascendant these

last few days— presented to the dauphiness the day before yester-

day, invited to her table yesterday !

"

" A great triumph, truly?
"

44 What! Do you speak in that tone? Are you aware that, at

this moment, a hundred carriages are hastening to Lucieunes, that

their occupants may obtain a smile from you?
"

44
1 am sorry to hear it."

44 Why so ?
"

44 Because they are losing their time. Neither the carriage nor

their owners shall have a smile from me this morning."
44
Ah, this is a cloudy morning, then, countess?"

44
Yes; very cloudy. My chocolate, quick —my chocolate!"
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Chon rang the bell, and Zamore appeared
" My chocolate !

" said the countess.

Zamore retired, walking very slowly and with a most majestic strut.

"The wretch intends that I should die of hunger!
" cried the

countess. " A hundred blows of the whip if you do not run."
" Me not run; me governor,

" said Zamore, majestically.

"Ah! Tou governor?
" exclaimed the countess, seizing a little

riding-whip with a silver handle, which she used for keeping peace

among the spaniels and monkeys.
"
Governor, indeed ! Wait, gov-

ernor and you shall see !

"

At this spectacle Zamore took to flight, slamming the doors behind

him and uttering loud cries.

"
Really, Jeanne, you are perfectly ferocious to-day," said Chon.

"
I am at liberty to be so if I please, am I not ? "

"
Oh, very well

;
but in that case you must permit me to leave

you, my dear."
" Why so? "

"
I am afraid of being devoured."

Three taps were heard at the door.
"
Well, who is knocking now? " said the countess, impatiently.

" Whoever he is, he will get a warm reception," muttered Chon.
"
Oh, I should advise you to give me a bad reception,

" said Jean,

throwing open the door with a majestic air.

"
Well, and what would happen if you were ill received? For,

after all, the thing is possible."
" It would happen," said Jean,

" that I should never come back."

"Well?"
" And that you would lose a great deal more than I should by

receiving me badly."
"
Impertinent fellow !

"

"Ah, I am impertinent because I do not flatter. What is the

matter with her this morning, Chon, my beauty?
"

" Don't speak to me about her, Jean. She is perfectly insuffera-

ble. Oh, here is the chocolate. "

"
Oh, well, never mind her, then. How do you do, chocolate? I

am very glad to see you, my dear chocolate !
" continued Jean, tak-

ing the tray from the servant, placing it on a little table in the

corner, and seating himself before it.
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"
Come, Chon, come !

" said he. " Those who are too proud to

speak shall not have any.
"

"You are quite delightful, you two! " said the couutess, seeing

that Chon by a sign gave Jean to understand that he might
breakfast alone. " You pretend to be hurt, and yet you do not see

that I am suffering.
"

" What is the matter, then? " said Chon, approaching her.

" No !
" exclaimed the countess, pettishly.

" Neither of them

bestow a thought on what torments me."

"And what does torment you?
" asked Jean, coolly cutting a

slice of bread and butter.
'' Do you want money 1

" asked Chon.
"
Oh, as for money, the king shall want before I."

"I wish you wTould lend me a thousand louis-d'ors, then," said

Jean;
"

I require them very much."
" A thousand fillips on your great red nose !

"

" The king has positively decided on keeping that abominable

Choiseul, then ?
" asked Chon.

" Great news that ! You know very well that the Choiseuls are

immovable."
" Then the king has fallen in love with the dauphiness.

"

" Now you are coming nearer it. But look at the beast stuffing

himself with chocolate! He would not move his little finger to

save me from destruction Oh, those two creatures will be the death

of me !

"

Jean, without paying the least attention to the storm which was

raging behind him, cut a second slice, buttered it carefully, and

poured out another cup of chocolate.

"How, the king is really in love?" cried Chon, clasping her

hands and turning pale.

Madame Dubarry nodded, as much as to say,
" You have hit it.

"

"
Oh, if it be so we are lost !

" continued Chon. " And will you
suffer that, Jeanne ? But whom has he fancied ? "

" Ask your brother there, who is purple with chocolate, and who

looks as if he was just going to burst. He will tell you, for he

knows, or at least he suspects.
"

Jean raised his head.
" Did you speak /

"
said he.

"
Yes, most obliging brother, most useful ally," said Jeanne,

" I
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was asking you the name of the person whom the king has fan-

cied. "

Jean's mouth was so well filled that it was with great difficulty he

sputtered out :

" Mademoiselle de Taverney.
"

" Mademoiselle de Taverney! Oh, mercy on us. " cried Chon.
" He knows it, the wretch !

" shrieked the countess, throwing
herself back in her chair and clasping her hands. " He knows it,

and he eats! "

" Oh !
" said Chon, visibly deserting from her brother's camp to

enter that of her sister.

"I wonder," cried the countess, "what prevents me from tear-

ing out his two great ugly eyes ! Look at them, all swollen with

sleep, the lazy wretch ! He has just got up, my dear, just got

up !

"

" You are mistaken," said Jean,
"

I have not been in bed at all."
" And what were you doing, then, you glutton?

"

"
Why, faith, I have been running up and down all night, and all

morning, too."
" I told you so. Oh, who is better served than I am? No one,

no one to tell me where that girl is !
"

" Where she is? " asked Jean.

"Yes."
" Where should she be but in Paris? "

" In Paris? But whereabouts in Paris? "

" Rue Coq-Heron."
u Who told you so ?

"

" The coachman who drove her. I waited for him at the stables

and questioned him."
" He told you"
11 That he had just driven the entire Taverney family to a little

hotel in the Rue Coq-Heron, situated in a garden adjoining the

Hotel D'Armenonville."
"
Oh, Jean, Jean." cried the countess, this reconciles me to you,

my dear! But now, what we want is to know the particulars—
how she lives, whom she sees, what she does. Does she receive any
letters ? These are the important points.

"

"
Well, you shall know all that."

" But how, but how ?
"
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"
Ah, just so. Now, try to find out how yourself. I have found

out a great deal for my share."

"Oh," said Chon,
" there might he lodgings to let in the Rue

Coq-Heron."
" An excellent idea !

" exclaimed the countess. " You must

hasten to the Rue Coq-Heron, Jean, and hire a house. We will

conceal some one there who can see every one that goes in or comes

out. We shall know all. Quick! Order the carriage.
"

" It is useless— there is neither house nor lodging to be let in

that street.
"

" How do you know ?
"

"
Faith, in the surest way that one can know— I have inquired;

but there are apartments
"

11
Where, where !

"

" In the Rue Plastriere ?
" '

" And where is the Rue Plastiere? "

" It is a street whose rear looks toward the garden of the hotel."

"Well, quick, quick," said the countess, "let us hire an apart-

ment in the Rue Plastriere."
" It is already hired," said Jean.
" Admirable man! " cried the countess. " Kiss me, Jean."

Jean wiped his mouth, kissed Madame Dubarry on both cheeks,

and then made a ceremonious bow of thanks for the honor that had

been done him.
" Was it not luck ?

" said he.

" But I hope no one recognized you ? "

" Who the devil should recognize me in a street like that? "

" And what have you engaged !

"

" A little apartment in an obscure out-of-the-way house."
" But they must have asked for whom ?

"

"Certainly they did."
" And what did you say ?

"

" That it was for a young widow— are you a widow, Chon? "

" Of course lam?" said Chon.
" Excellent!" said the countess. " Then it is Chon who shall be

installed in the apartment; she will watch, she will spy, but not a

moment must be lost."

" Therefore I shall set off at once," said Chon. " The carriage,

the carriage 1"
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" The carriage !" repeated Madame Dubarry, ringing loud enough

to have awakened the whole household of the Sleeping Beauty in
the Wood.
Jean and the countess knew perfectly what they had to dread

from Andree's presence. She had, even on her first appearance,
attracted the king's attention, therefore she was dangerous.

" This girl," said the countess, wbile the horses were being put
to,

"
is not a true provincial if she have not brought some rustic

lover with her from her dove-cot at Taverney ;
let us but discover

the swain, and patch up a marriage at once. Nothing would cool
the king like a marriage between country lovers."

"
Oh, the devil ! I am not quite so sure of that," said Jean;

"
I

rather distrust his most Christian majesty. But the carriage is

ready.

Chon sprang into it after having embraced her sister and pressed
Jean's hand.

" But why not take Jean ?" asked the countess.
"
No, no; I shall go my own way," replied Jean. " Wait for me

in the Rue Plastriere ; I shall be your first visitor in your new
domicile."

Chon drove off. Jean seated himself at his table again, and
poured out a third cup of chocolate.

Chon called first at the family residence, and changed her dress,

studying as much as possible to assume the costume and appearance
of a tradesman's wife. Then, when she was satisfied with her

labors, she threw over her aristocratic shoulders a meager black
silk mantle, ordered a sedan chair to the door, and about half an
hour afterward, she and Sylvia were mounting the steep narrow
staircase leading up to the fourth story of a house in the Rue
Plastriere. For in a fourth story was situated that lodging so for-

tunately procured by the viscount.

When she reached the landing of the second story, Chon turned,
for she heard some one following her. It was the old proprietress
of the house, who lived on the first floor, and who, hearing a noise,
had come out to see what caused it, and was rather puzzled at

beholding two woman, so young and pretty, enter her abode.

Raising her snappish countenance to the landing above her, her

gaze was met by two faces whose smiling expression formed a strong
contrast to her own.
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Stop, ladies, stop !

" cried she. " What do you want here? "

" The lodging which my brother was to engage for us, ma'am,"
said Chon, assuming the serious air of a widow. " Have you not

seen bim, or can we have made a mistake in the house ?
"

"
Ob, no," replied the old proprietress.

" You are quite right; it

is on the fourth story. Poor young creature ! A widow at your

age !

"

''

Alas, alas! "
sighed Chon, raising her eyes to heaven.

" But do not grieve; you will be very pleasantly situated in the

Rue Plastriere. It is a charming street; you will hear no noise, and

your apartments look into the gardens."
" That is just what I wished, ma'am."
" And besides, by means of the corridor you can see into the street

when any procession is passing, or when the learned dogs are

exhibited."

"Thank you; that will be a great relief to me," sighed Chon,
and she continued to ascend.

The old proprietress followed her with her eyes until she reached

the fourth story. Then Chon, after shutting the door, hurried to

the window which looked on the garden.

Jean had committed no mistake; almost immediately below the

window of the apartment which he had engaged was the garden

pavilion which the coachman had described to him.

Soon, however, all doubts were removed
;
a young girl came for-

ward to the window of the pavilion, and seated herself before a little

embroidery frame. It was Andree.

The sequel to this story is Joseph Balsamo.
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